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Editorial 

Harvey  Lloyd  

Everyone was stunned by the news of Steve Ogden, totally unbelievable after seeing how fit 
he was in Nepal. 

 
He certainly would have approved of every minute of the celebration of his life.  It was great to 
see so many club members there to share the day with Ruth and the boys and their families.  
A very big thank you for bringing the occasion together, it was a lovely day, and I was so 
pleased to be part of it. It really was an amazing turnout, the weather was just right and the 
venue was perfect. I obviously expected lots of people - Steve's popularity and level of 
interest in many things ensured that, but on the day figures exceeded expectations! We will 
always remember him ï our Steve Ogden Memorial Meet will ensure that we meet him at 
least once a year! Thanks for info re Dinner etc. 
 
We do wish Ruth a very rapid recovery from her hip replacement operation (7th Oct.), she 
certainly must have had the worst year that it was possible to have lived through.   I am sure 
she will soon be joining us again on our meets. 

 
The FIRST AID course held in February went down really well. I am not too sure that we 
could say the weather cooperated! So we are giving it another crack in 2012 - but with the 
emphasise on friends and club membership. We cannot subsidise it to the same extent, but if 
we get a favourable price from Gerry, (he is supportive), the cost could be about £45 per 
head, a very good deal. By so doing I am sure we would be providing a service to the 
membership and others who spend time on the hills. 

 
It is really nice to welcome a number of new members this year.  I would hope that they will 
find us the most informal, formal group that they have ever been involved in. I do also hope to 
see them on the hills I really hope that they feel able to become active members, joining 
meets, although I do appreciate that the Steve Ogden Lakes Meet and our trip to Scotland are 
fully booked. As it has turned out the New Year Meet is near full too ï so we should all be 
happy that we are so successful! This year for a change I have included the meet programme 
in this Journal ï perhaps to have it on record ï but also to draw everyoneôs attention to what 
happens at Pen y Pass.  

 
This year has had its share of successful meets. The Lakes was just right, Fort Belen was 
well supported and went well, the 1000 metres was a huge success, the Oxford Meet found 
some paths I did not know about together with June & Len providing a feast worthy of a King! 
Sadly nothing club oriented happened in the Alps, but there certainly was plenty of action in 
the Alps by club members.  Frances and I had a visit to the Picos De Europa a new area to us 
both, and now having a big recommendation to those who have not yet visited the mountains. 
The September meet went really well. I think all who stayed at Rowen were impressed with 
the level of improvements that the YHA had done at the hostel With that sort of money to 
spend it really is so surprising that Pen y Pass has been ignored! And again a very good turn 
out to the dinner made an excellent weekend; Peter & Penny got it absolutely right, and the 
hotel came up trumps too. 
 
 Note the Diary of Events in this Journal. There is no doubt that a few members donôt get as 
far as their front door step in the meet attendance league. I do wonder why? There is often 
many months warning given about the dates, but so often last minute arrangements get in the 
way of mountain activities. Perhaps the answer is a New Years resolution ï óI will try harder in 
2011!!ô It is worth noting too that when a meet is arranged there must be sufficient places on it 
to allow club members and friends (the source of new members) to fit in. 
  
The BIG meet  this year is Kilimanjaro; 6 members will  exploring a little part of Africa that 
most are unfamiliar with. An exciting time is set up for all those invoved ï many thanks to 
John for bringing it onto the agenda.   

Len  on his last top. 
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A few club members have been plodding their way around the Pembrokeshire Coastal 
footpath and 2012 should see it completion, Frances & I have missed the first section, if there 
are anyone interested in having a go please get in touch.  
 
I do hope you enjoy this journal, please remember that it comes about by member 
contribution!  
 
Sadly I heard recently that Ann Smart has passed away. Older club members will remember 
Ian and Ann Smart and their two children, Helen and Tim who were attendeeôs on New Year 
meets etc. ï with Ian always reciting some Robbie Burns for us. He also attended various 
other events over the years supporting the 1000 metres, Lakes meet etc. etc. He came with 
me on one of the Nepal mountaineering trips in the 1990ôs. Ann suffered from cancer. 
 
And finally I was really sorry to hear that Dave H. has been having a rough time - ill for past 7 
weeks and it has all been diagnosed as Lyme Disease. Beware of short trousers when 
walking through bracken etc. His was probably due to an un-noticed tick in Scotland, 
 
Best wishes 
 
 
 Harvey  
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Diary of Events 2012 

New  Year  2011/12  -  29/30/31 st  December    We are at Pen y Pass again ï Yes! 40 or so 
persons will gather together to have a good time;  a lively meet guaranteed, but there should 
be time for relaxation too ï what about YOU for the next year!!!!!  

 
The  Steve  Ogden  Memorial  Meet  LAKES 2012     Lucy is in the driving seat, and High 
Wray Bunk house, location GR: NY 373915 is fully booked. Bring on the good weather é.. 

 
First  aid  course  Feb.3 rd /  4 th /  5 th  based at Hafod y Gwynt. We are again organising /  
sponsoring a First Aid Course but this time open to all.   This years fully certificated course 

will be open for volunteers within the race but also for other club members and friends too. 
To cover some of the cost a charge will be made of £40 for club members & £55 for non-

members. The course organiser will be Mr Gerry Lynch. Please let me know ASAP if you are 
interested, there are still vacancies available. Circular in the system. 
 
Kilim anjaro  2012  Just think what you are missing if you are not part of the group of six 
persons that will be leaving on the 9th February!!  John Wright in charge!  
 
March  Meet  ï A suggested meet has come to naught because no one would volunteer to 
organise it!  Boo.   
 
Scotland  in  the  Spring  The 2012 Scottish Trip will taking place between 28th April and 5th 
May, and will be based at Glencanisp Lodge near Lockinver in Ross-shire (NH181840). 
Unfortunately  the lodge is fully booked with 28 persons but there is alternative 

accommodation in the area ï which is very special!   
 
As a Prelim  to  the  1000  metres  race  this  year  we  are  going  to  have  a Barbeque  at  
Hafod  y Gwynt  on  the  night  of  Wednesday  6 th  June.  It  will  be  mainly  to  celibate  
Francesôs 60 th  Birthday    ï but  we  can  also  throw  in  the  Queens  Jubilee  and  
anything  else  that  anyone  wishes  to  add;   as there  are  already  two  bank  holidays  
in  that  week  it  seemed  to  be  a good  idea  to  add  something  else  to  it!  Come  up  one  
day  early  and  join  in  the  fun!  More  details  short ly .   
 
The  Welsh  1000  metres  Race June  8 th  /9 th  /10 th  2012   Note the change of Date ï the 
race is on the 9th June. This year there will be more new areas of excitement both for the 

competitors and organisers. Having brushed aside the problems with Glyder Fawr, the 5th 
1000 metre mountain we are making other changes which will improve the route for all! Also 
Geoff Edwards is designing a new competitor timing system (it  was trailed last year) which 

should lead to more good publicity for the Gorphwysfa and again see us making the 
headlines on the national press.   Again the mighty organisational wheels are turning,  note 
our website (www.welsh1000m.org) all details available, thanks to Kate and Jean, the online 

entries system worked perfectly last year.  Its only 6 months away so please get in touch if 
you can help; this year we will again at some considerable expense book accommodation in 
the Plas y Brenin Moelwyn cottage this year (see it on the web), so there should be no need 

for anyone to B&B or use a hotel. Put  this  date  in  your  Diary  it  is  an 
important/vital/not  to  be missed  event.  It  certainly is special, and it is brilliant that we 
as a small informal group can put together a sporting event of this nature, do you best to add 

a little to the gathering. Remember The Cafe on the summit is now fully open! Please  let  
Harvey  know  if  you  want  accommodation  at  HyG;    will  transfer  the  overflow  to  

Moelwyn  Cottage  a self  catering  house  as an  annex  to  Hafod  y Gwynt  if  needed .   
 
Rock  Climbing  Meet  June  22 nd  /23 rd  /24 th    The meet will be based at Hafod y Gwynt 

and is for anyone interested in rock climbing - beginners or tigers. If  you are new to the 
game this is a chance to try it out. The meet will cater for both those wishing to start, those 
that have already had a go and the more experienced climbers. It  will be possible to hire a 

http://www.welsh1000m.org/
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guide for those that wish to push up their grades. For beginners we will need to have some 
idea what equipment is available i.e. helmet and harness etc.  If  you're interested try 

contacting contact Brian 01865 723865 for climbing info or Harvey at 37, Stockleys Road, 
Headington, OX3 9RH, phone 01865 750067 or e-mail harvey@richlloyd.fsnet.co.uk to 
arrange B&B accommodation. Circular shortly.  

 
Oxfordshire  Meet  Saturday  1st  July  2012  and will be hosted by Kate & Pete Williams 
 who have kindly agreed to host the Oxfordshire meet at Birchwood, again please note the 

date. The format will follow previous years, a longish walk on the Saturday, with shorter 
variations, and a buffet/barbeque  on the Saturday evening, more details to follow. If  there is 

a demand something will be sorted for Sunday. Accommodation available at various 
establishments.   
 
Summer  Alpine  Meet  2012  Mid  August  into  September.    The French Alps are calling!  
I  would suggest that we go for meeting at Argentiere, ( en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ Argentière)  
about August 16th  and hopefully stay out until about 31st/  or 1 /2nd September. Clearly if 

anything is going to happen the die has to be cast early! About 10 persons have expressed 
interest ï I  guess there  now will be more. The area will provide a fantastic venue for a 
walking or climbing holiday, with all grads of both. Gerry Lynch will be accompanying us to 

keep a eye on all those that want to climb above the snowline. Please get in touch, details in 
the system, but if you wish to come book travel arrangements ASAP & decide if it is 
camping/apartment  or other.  

 
The  AUTUMN  Meet  2011  This  year  it  will  be  later  in  September.   Andrew, the Whiz 
Kid organiser, to announce details shortly. Info  sheet and booking form to follow.  Keep this 

date free! Bookings to Andrew Shorter, Bay Tree House, Main Rd., Milcombe, Banbury, OX15 
4RW  Tel 01295 720239 email: andrewshorter@btconnect.com   
 

Dinner  Meet  November  9 th /10 th /11 th  Venue the Tyn y Coed Hotel Capel Curig.  Club 
members only, keep the date free! As democracy rules in the Gorphwysfa, we are going to 

have the 9th AGM of the club at 5 45pm on the night of the dinner at Hafod y Gwynt. The 
meeting will close at 6pm or earlier. Items for the agenda can be submitted now; the 
executive committee will consider their suitability for acceptance. Hopefully Peter & Penny will 

again front  the arrangements.  
 
New  Year  meet  at  Pen y Pass again!  29/30/31 st  December  Watch this space for more 

details! 
  
2013:  The  Steve  Ogden  Memorial  MEET LAKES 2013   I  am hoping that Lucy will be in 

the driving seat, after the venue has been sorted. Perhaps again we have a three night meet.  
Suggested provisional date of 25/26th  & 27th January 2013.  Bring on the good weather 
é.and get your booking in early!  

 
Nepal/the  Himalayas  2013  about  29 th  September  ï 30 th  November.  Yes it will be 3 
years since the last visit! There are four options 1:Eastern Nepal/Tibet border area, 2: 

Karakoram Mountains, Pakistan, 3: Rajasthan, Northern India (Horse or Camel Safari!) area, 
or 4: Sikkim/Darjeeling area. It  would be lovely to have a good take up for our next  

Himalayan Meet there must still be a few Gorphwysfa Club members around who fancy 
visiting  little trekked mountainous areas. 
 

 If  you are interested in getting out on the hills with the Gorphwysfa then you need to note 
the above dates in your diaries now, and get in touch with the appropriate organiser! 
Remember that friends are really welcome to come along to our meets, and so become 

involved in the club, but the Dinner meet is closed to non members: this includes partners. 
On all other meets please feel free to ask if there is room.  Many thanks to all the meet 
organisers.  Anyone else like to get their fingers inky or boots muddy? And thanks for articles 

received for the Journal ï the post is always willing to accept further  contributions.  

mailto:harvey@richlloyd.fsnet.co.uk
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The Chairmanôs Long and Boring Speech, Dinner 
2011 

Brian  Smith  

Ladies and gentlemen, 
 
This is the 37th dinner at which members of the Gorphwysfa will sit down together to lie 

about their achievements over the year. And this is the 37th year I've had to find something 
to say, a task that gets ever more difficult.  In the old days it was quite straightforward,  there 
were no restraints but now, since we joined the British Mountaineering Council, things are 

more formal. We have a rigorous constitution and together with our child protection policy, 
our risk assessment document, our responsible alcohol protocol (which we will test for the 

first time tonight),  the club is now a more worthy institution.  In this spirit we have recently 
published our Guidelines for Public Occasions to eliminate some of the tastelessness that has 
disfigured past dinners. If  one finds, for instance, a joke that starts,  "An Englishman, a 
Welshman, a Scotsman and an Irishman.....  " our Guidelines now tell us that such "jokes with 
multiple ethnicity rarely involve true humour and may often cause offence". Jokes about 
butlers, actresses and bishops, a staple of the past, are also ruled out as our guidelines state 

"jokes with sexual implications, however indirect, are not acceptable". I  think you might find 
it helpful if I  gave an example of a joke that is unacceptable for all these reasons and which 
will not be told on occasions like this in the future.   

 
Three Irish men were sitting outside a brothel looking at people going in. The local Protestant 
pastor appeared and quickly went inside. "Would you look at that,"  says the first Irishman, 

"didn't  I  always say what a bunch of hypocrites they are." No sooner were the words out of 
his mouth than a rabbi appeared. He knocked on the door and went inside.  "Another one 
trying to fool everyone with pious preaching and long beards," said the second Irishman. 

They continued drinking when they saw their own Catholic priest knock on the door. "Ah  
now that's sad," said the third Irishman. "One of the girls must have died." 
 

These restrictions have become ever more important  with our changing membership. If  you 
look around you, you will see that we now have many young members, some below the age 

of 65, who we must protect from inappropriate humour. I  thought I  had found a suitable 
joke.  
 

A man was stumbling about in a drunken fashion in the car park of an Australian pub. He got 
into his car and while other patrons left he started the car, switched the wipers on and off,  
flicked all the indicators on, and switched on and off the lights. As the car park became 

empty he started, very erratically, to drive away. The police stepped in to administer a 
breathalyser test. He was absolutely clear. The police officer said, "My equipment must be 
broken." "I  doubt it,"  said the man. "I'm  the designated decoy." However, I  expect a 

communication from the Australian High Commission any day. 
 
One of the most significant events of the year for the club has been the publication of a 

biography of Harvey by Wyn Jones, "The Story of a Most Remarkable Man". Now I'm very 
pleased that Harvey has been honoured in this way but when I  read the fulsome tributes I  
was very conscious that,  as a club, the Gorphwysfa has always put great emphasis on the 

truth.  So, when I  was invited to write the Foreword, I  felt you would have wanted me to 
correct some of the erroneous impressions that might have been given. However, I'm  afraid I  

may not have achieved what you would have wished. For when I  read the foreword, what I 
had written  had all been changed. For instance, when I  read the words, "He is, above all, a 
man of indomitable courage and determination,"  I  realised that those were not the words I  

wrote. The words I  did write were "He is, above all, stubborn and reckless." They had been 
altered.  
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I  also took to task those organisations who give medals and certificates to those who 

foolishly and recklessly take risks. It  is wrong that a person who cannot swim and jumps into 
a turbulent  river to save a young girl from being swept away should be encouraged by these 
organisations. Needless to say, when all of us are trying to embrace a total commitment to 

health and safety, it is regrettable that this was made a virtue. 
 
When I  tried to tackle the problem of Harveys incurable sado-masochism and the suffering 

one is made to endure when travelling on one of his expeditions again I  found my words had 
been altered. I  hoped to describe the 36 hour second-class rail journey across India;  a 

suffering shared with others in this room. The reason for this, we were told, was to meet the 
ordinary people of India. Not a good reason, as we had already made a 24-hour journey in 
the opposite direction on which, I  believe, we must have met essentialy all the ordinary 

people of India. The only consolation was that the rat which shared our section made its 
home in Harveyôs seat and ate his banana. These comments were condensed to say that 
Harvey was "undeterred by pain and hardship and that this was a trait  not always 
appreciated by those accompanying him who might,  on occasions, prefer a little more ease 
and comfort".  On occasions! I  ask you! 
 

Wyn does raise the question of Harveyôs relationship with administrative detail and I  referred 
to this in my foreword. However, this came out as "He has not fully embraced bureaucracy". 
So when you see the biography and read the foreword I  hope you will realise that those are 

not my words. You would earn my respect if you read this booklet with some caution. 
 
My very pleasant duty tonight  is to welcome Caroline Hale as our guest. Caroline was an 

exceptional rock climber and in fact represented Great Britain in competitions. She now 
spends half her time in North Wales and half in the Alps, where she organises snowshoe 
expeditions. She is married to Simon Hale whose guiding duties have unfortunately  prevented 

him being here tonight.  
 

This year, rather unusually, I  believe there are no expeditions to the greater ranges on which 
to report.  However, training is in full swing for another expedition to Kilimanjaro. If  it is 
successful, John Wright will be one of the few people in the world to have climbed the 

regular route to the summit twice in two years. Members of the club have been active in the 
Dolomites, Alps and in Spain and I  wonder if it would be a good idea in future to invite 
members to briefly describe their adventures at this occasion or at Pen y Pass at New Year. 

Perhaps this is something we should think about.  
 
Before coming to this year's awards I'd  like to report that Jesse has donated a new award for 

the person who best understands their limitations. Such an award would be in the grand 
Victorian tradition of admiring those "with  the courage to give the mountain best". It's  sad 
that some modern climbers, notably Don Willans, took the modern view that it often takes 

more courage to go on than to turn around and go back home; a view he expressed in such 
robust terms that our new Guidelines will not permit me to report them. It  will be awarded 
for the first time next year. 

 
We now come to the awards ceremony.  

 
The 1000 m Peaks Race Trophy goes to Chris Smith for a very fine run on the long course. 
The Glory and Gloom award, given for the most notable climb in unpleasant conditions, goes 

to Bill McCann for some epic climbing in the wet on the Idwal Slabs. 
 
The Distant White Domes award goes to Tom Povey for his harrowing adventure in a violent 

storm on Mt Blanc  following his ascent over the Aiguille de Bionassay. 
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The Cracked Karabiner, our award for the most heroic adventure of the year, is in the hands 
of our expert restorer, Peter Hutton, and like the Llydaw Race Trophy, will be awarded at 

New Year. 
Now it only remains for me to ask you to raise your glasses of Mummeryôs Blood to toast the 
club with its motto "Ascendentes respicere iuvat" -mountaineers like to look back.  

 

 
 
Brian Smith 
 

A unique picture of The Gorphwysfa Executive Committee. Its 
origins are based with Terry, but the source cannot be 

revealed. The Lady Members of the committee are in the 
óbackô, doing their knitting. 
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New Yearôs Meet 2010 

Nicolette  Winterbott om  and  others  

A somewhat smaller group than last year met at Pen y Pass to celebrate the New Year; we 
missed absent friends but were delighted to welcome back the Bedwell family after 2 years 

away in the USA. It  was a very enjoyable meet and not quite as frenetic as it can be when 
the hostel is packed! 
 

The weather was grey and windless but particularly on December 30th very beautiful with low 
lying bands of mist. Snow was still lying at the sides of the roads where it had been piled up 

by the ploughs 
 
The hostel staff were utterly  delightful throughout  and 

put themselves out to do things for us, and the food 
was exceptionally delicious. Their attitudes helped 
enormously to make it such a happy meet. 

 
On 30th a strong group were out doing reconnaissance 
due to the insertion of Glyder Fawr into the 1000m race. 

A second group led by Gerry were on the Glyders. A 
heroic attempt  on Snowdon was made by a 3 
generations group. Finally a much enjoyed C walk 

started in Dolwyddelan, and visited Dolwyddelan Castle 
where we had lunch.   
 

In the evening the night orienteering took place rather quietly and was won by Andy. 
After supper we had a presentation by Christine of the Nepal trip;  it was fascinating and very 
impressive, and so good to be able to get answers to all our questions from all the 

participants who were there. I  was amazed that I  had friends who could do such a thing as 
that trek!   . 

 
On the 31st a strong group had a lovely walk on Cnicht, and the C party were able to do the 
walk in the Conway valley which was not possible the previous day due to snow on road, now 

melted. This started by Llyn Geirionydd and we visited Llanrwchwyn Church on our walk and 
some charming old friends of Harveyôs. 

 

In the evening Steven Middleton beat 
his father in the Pool finals but Andy 
defeated Steven Ellis in the table 

tennis. After a superb feast the 
traditional carol singing included a 
much enjoyed barber shop song, thank 

you Andy. Then Nicola Jackson and 
Sue put on a splendid pantomime 
based on the óThree little pigsô with 

brilliant performances by all the family 
and amazing props! Finally Brian 

astounded us with some magic, ably 
assisted by the 3 younger members of 
the cast of the pantomime; and after a 

few wild games it was once more time for Auld Lang Syne.  
 
New Yearôs Day was colder, wetter,  and windier, but runners in the race were not remotely 

deterred, and were met on return by not just soup but mince pies as well, to their delight. 
 

Snowdon 
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So another memorable New Year Meet ended and we thank Harvey and Jean for all their 
work to make it possible, and all the people who contributed in many ways and led the walks.   

Nicolette Winterbottom 
 
New  Year,  Vickiôs version .  

The story is that I  went up the Pyg track on 31 Dec, 
found it icy and also in cloud near the finger post and 
had to put on spikes. I  spiked up to the summit and 

then stayed put (as planned) for about an hour and, 
by coincidence the cloud descended.  The sun came 

out, Crib y Drisgl (I  believe trig point and people visible 
in some piccies) poked its head out an intervals (no 
other summits visible) and all was lovely.  I  was sitting 

some way off the very topé.. and then I  spotted the 
Brocken Spectre, hence the first ones are with the 
rainbow on the side of the shadow of Snowdon.  After 

a bit I  realised this looked lopsided so ascended to the 
summit (quite possible, only about 20 ish people were still on the summit to witness the 
sight) and took pictures from there.  

  Eventually, even I  felt I  had to descend (to Llanberis as I  felt it was too dangerous at the 
top of the Pyg on my own) so I  set off down nearly 3pm.  Then I  spotted that I  had got a 
more conventional Brocken Spectre all to my self on the flattish bit before the finger post.  

Then I  finally started a fast spiked descent as I  had a bus to catché.. which eventually 
arrived. 
 

My third Brocken spectre but by far the best and the longest lasting.  I  never expect to see 
sights like that on the hills again, even though I  expect many years of trying!   Thank you for 
arranging the meet which gave me that chance!  I only include that picture of me to prove I 

took them and would be VERY happy for it not to be included!! 
Vicki 
 
The Race! 
 

I  havenôt done the race for a few years, partly because we havenôt been at New Year owing 
to family commitments, and the last time we were there the weather was foul and I  opted 
not to do it.  So, conditions appearing to be favourable I  got up with good intentions on New 

Years Day, and then looked outside, the cloud was down and it was raining. Do I  really want 
to do this I asked myself? But on the other hand I couldnôt think of any really good reason 
not to do it.  I was pleased to discover that Sue would be taking part and that she hoped to 

do about 90 mins. Okay, Iôll have some company, 
my times previously being around 90 mins plus. 
Sue and I opted for the first start and I  quickly 

realised I  would have to work hard to keep up with 
Sue though was pleasantly surprised when I  found I 
could keep going on the uphill and made the green 

hut just in front.  The weather was much more 
pleasant once we had climbed above the mist and 

there was even a bit of blue sky and sunshine in 
between the showers. Sue was much more 
surefooted than me round the lakes but I  managed 

to catch up and stay in front  on the return.  We were 
both hoping that we would beat 90 mins and it was 
close. Well done Sue (and everyone else) and thank 

you for your company, it made it much more fun.  
 
Jean Hall 
 

The Green Hut! 
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The race 2  !!  
After last year's epic in the snow, this year was a small turnout  for such good conditions. 

Although I must admit to my stoicism being challenged by driving through drizzle and mist on 
the way to Pen y Pass. As usual the route was a gem. A real mix of surfaces; mud, gravel, 
slimy rock, puddle, marsh, snow and even tarmac on the path! I still reckon the river crossing 

is the best bit and the toughest bit is the shoreline you have to órunô because the causeway is 
out of bounds. The descent from the valve shed was the usual swooping run, with wobbly 
legs on the short climb halfway down.  The separation of approaches to the valve shed was a 

good idea, as was race control in the study room. I  was a little concerned about runners who 
appeared to have set out without  any spare gear. I  don't believe they do  

 it with any malice but it does place an unfair reliance upon us kit-carrying runners if they 
have a prang and have to walk or wait for help. Perhaps this rule needs firming up in line 
with FRA requirements? Itôs a nit-pick and I've digressed. The welcome at the hostel was 

warm and friendly and  
 the results came out promptly.  As it has been every year, a great character-forming fun-run 
to start the year. Thank you to everyone who made the event possible: Happy New Year! See 

you in 2012. 
Iolo Roberts 
 
The race 3 !!  
New Year's Day saw us brave the elements once more in our annual Llydaw Race. With 
memories of glorious snowy shores long behind us (that  was last year) we set off into the 

gloom, drizzle streaming from nose and chin and fried breakfasts a-churning. The rain eased 
off as we gained height, though slippery rock remained a significant hazard, particularly 
under Lliwedd. Any time lost was partially offset by the recently installed metalled road, now 

masquerading as the Miner's Track. Who authorised that act of vandalism? 
 
Results were somewhat hard to come by, as Andy M's experimental timekeeping system 

appeared to baffle even him... but I  know Becky had a great run, as did Andy Jackson. Martin 
Cliffe of Mercia was first back in 0:46:43.  Not that the time really matters - it's the taking part 

that counts, in this most special of events. 
Chris Smith 
 
Jokes out of The Christmas crackers! 
 
Q What do you call a wizard from outer space? 

A  A Flying Sorcerer! 
 
Q Who Conquered half the world, laying eggs along the way? 

A Attila  the Hen! 
 
Q What is a ghosts favourite desert? 

A Boo- Berry pie with I -scream!  
 
Q What kind of Ghosts haunt Hospitals? 

A Surgical Spirits! 
 

 And two from Terry! 

Two guys were discussing popular family trends on sex, marriage, and family values. Bill said, 
'I  didn't sleep with my wife before we got married, did you?' Larry replied, 'I'm  not sure, what 

was her maiden name?'  

A little boy went up to his father and asked: 'Dad, where did my intelligence come from?' he 
father replied. 'Well, son, you must have got it from your mother, cause I  still have mine.'  



11  
 

Llydaw Race 2012 Results 

FEMALE 

     Pos Surname M/F Club Category Time 

1 Natasha Fellowes F Gorph FV40 00:55:14 

2 Amanda Wilde F Unatt FV40 01:02:39 

3 Rebecca Smith F Gorph FSenior 01:02:52 

4 Emily Wood F Eryri FV40 01:03:19 

5 Jenny Williamson F Eryri FSenior 01:05:16 

6 Kath Broatch F Unatt FV45 01:06:11 

7 Laura Middleton F Gorph FSenior 01:08:06 

8 Helena Burrows F LOC FV60 01:10:13 

9 Nicki Russell F Eryri FSenior 01:13:24 

10 Maggie Oliver F Eryri FV60 01:13:51 

11 Alexandra Fletcher F Eryri FSenior 01:14:40 

12 Wendy James F Unatt FV40 01:16:55 

13 Elin James F Menai FJunior 01:16:55 

14 Jean Hall F Gorph FV65 01:36:14 

      MALE 
     Position Surname M/F Club Category Time 

1 Ed Loffill M Clwydian MSenior 00:46:00 

2 Dylan Lewis M Sarn Helen MSenior 00:48:34 

3 James McQueen M Eryri MV40 00:49:23 

4 Craig Jones M Eryri MV40 00:50:38 

5 Ali Chant M Eryri MSenior 00:50:48 

6 Gwyion Williams M Eryri MSenior 00:52:03 

7 Nick Jones M Unatt MSenior 00:55:43 

8 Adrian Spencer M Barrow MV40 00:56:55 

9 Rhys James M Menai MJunior 00:57:13 

10 Des Rothery M Unatt MSenior 00:57:45 

11 Andy Jackson M Gorph MV45 00:59:23 

12 Chris Lloyd M Newburgh MV45 00:59:31 

13 Dave Royse M Unatt MSenior 00:59:38 

14 Dave Broatch M Eryri MV50 00:59:41 

15 Clive Hartfall M Unatt MV60 00:59:43 

16 Barney Broatch M Unatt MJunior 01:01:10 

17 Dai Bedwell M Gorph MV40 01:01:25 

18 Mike Blake M Eryri MV60 01:01:39 

19 Richard Barker M Unatt MV40 01:02:01 

20 Jack Norton M Gorph MSenior 01:04:15 

21 Stuart Macdonald M Eryri MSenior 01:05:23 

22 Garry Smith M Unatt MV45 01:09:37 

23 Chris Smith M Gorph MV40 01:10:29 

24 Tom Evans M Gorph MSenior 01:14:52 

25 Gerry Lynch M Gorph MV55 01:20:58 

26 Alan Simpson M Gorph MV65 01:22:27 

 
 

     ALL 

     Pos Surname M/F Club Category Time 
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1 Ed Loffill M Clwydian MSenior 00:46:00 

2 Dylan Lewis M Sarn Helen MSenior 00:48:34 

3 James McQueen M Eryri MV40 00:49:23 

4 Craig Jones M Eryri MV40 00:50:38 

5 Ali Chant M Eryri MSenior 00:50:48 

6 Gwyion Williams M Eryri MSenior 00:52:03 

7 Natasha Fellowes F Chorley FV40 00:55:14 

8 Nick Jones M Unatt MSenior 00:55:43 

9 Adrian Spencer M Barrow MV40 00:56:55 

10 Rhys James M Menai MJunior 00:57:13 

11 Des Rothery M Unatt MSenior 00:57:45 

12 Andy Jackson M Gorph MV45 00:59:23 

13 Chris Lloyd M Newburgh MV45 00:59:31 

14 Dave Royse M Unatt MSenior 00:59:38 

15 Dave Broatch M Eryri MV50 00:59:41 

16 Clive Hartfall M Unatt MV60 00:59:43 

17 Barney Broatch M Unatt MJunior 01:01:10 

18 Dai Bedwell M Gorph MV40 01:01:25 

19 Mike Blake M Eryri MV60 01:01:39 

20 Richard Barker M Unatt MV40 01:02:01 

21 Amanda Wilde F Unatt FV40 01:02:39 

22 Rebecca Smith F Gorph FSenior 01:02:52 

23 Emily Wood F Eryri FV40 01:03:19 

24 Jack Norton M Gorph MSenior 01:04:15 

25 Jenny Williamson F Eryri FSenior 01:05:16 

26 Stuart Macdonald M Eryri MSenior 01:05:23 

27 Kath Broatch F Unatt FV45 01:06:11 

28 Laura Middleton F Gorph FSenior 01:08:06 

29 Garry Smith M Unatt MV45 01:09:37 

30 Helena Burrows F LOC FV60 01:10:13 

31 Chris Smith M Gorph MV40 01:10:29 

32 Nicki Russell F Eryri FSenior 01:13:24 

33 Maggie Oliver F Eryri FV60 01:13:51 

34 Alexandra Fletcher F Eryri FSenior 01:14:40 

35 Tom Evans M Gorph MSenior 01:14:52 

36 Wendy James F Unatt FV40 01:16:55 

37 Elin James F Menai FJunior 01:16:55 

38 Gerry Lynch M Gorph MV55 01:20:58 

39 Alan Simpson M Gorph MV65 01:22:27 

40 Jean Hall F Gorph FV65 01:36:14 
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Stories from Salone 

News from Suzanne Thomas in Sierra Leone (also known as Salone)  

 

 
What am I doing?  

I often ask myself the same question! This job is qui te unlike any other! As Welbodi is here to 

assist and support the local staff, implementation of changes is not solely in our hands and so 
there can be many unexpected hurdles along the way. One of my key roles is to help support 
the delivery of the postgr aduate training programme for doctors who want to specialist in 

paediatrics. At the moment we are working towards getting the hospital accredited with the 
West African College of Physicians. This means that it must meet certain standards in terms 
of equipment and staffing.. To this end I have been working on preparing 2 on -calls rooms 

and a library for the doctors to use. This has involved commissioning a carpenter, finding 
cleaners , buying all sorts of things and dusting down some random books! Meanwhile we 

continue to meet with key personnel at government level to engage their support for 
accreditation, as there are still several areas which need attention including laboratory 
services, medical records and the lack of X-ray facilities and trained radiographers. Funding 

for the trainees to go to Ghana did not materialise, so for now they are still with us. One area 
that I would like to contribute to is the use of logbooks and educational meetings to stimulate 
appropriate learning and application of theory i nto good practice. The other side of my work 

is more pharmacy related. This week I have been supporting a pilot project to introduce a 
new drug chart on one of the wards. It has taken some while to get to the pilot stage but if it 
is successful, the plan is to use it across the whole hospital. Hopefully this will help reduce 

errors in drug administration, make it easier for doctors to review their prescribing and for 
pharmacy staff to record their dispensing. Another project I have inherited from a former 
colleague is local production of alcohol hand rub. Iôm not sure if this will get off the ground or 

not, but could potentially be very helpful in a hospital where running water is limited.  
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Pharmacy stuff  

As a pharmacist itôs impossible to not be curious about drug issues here! There are so many 

difficulties with regards  to drug treatment. Getting  reliable supplies is a major issue. Supplies 
from the government  are usually insufficient which means that the pharmacy cannot dispense 
what has been prescribed. Often the shortfall is supplied  by a German charity called Cap 

Anamur. Other times carers have to try and buy the  item from one of the community  
pharmacies. There is a significant problem with counterfeit  drugs here which is a real concern 

regarding resistance. Lack of laboratory facilities makes rational prescribing very hard and we 
donôt have any sensitivity data for the very limited range of  antibiotics available. To add to 
this, drugs that we would consider  prescription only are freely available, often in  injectable 

form!   

All things social  

 
 

So after a long week of work and traffic it  is good to relax at the weekends. There are some 

beautiful beaches just outside of Freetown so itôs always nice to grab an opportunity to visit 
for the day. The sea is so warm and you canôt beat the views you get when swimming in the 
sea . And there is always get a nice plate of fish or prawns to eat! When I canôt get to the 

beach I try  to swim at the pool on the UN compound.  Itôs hard to get exercise here so I really 
enjoy using the pool. At the end of October my sister and a mutal  friend came to visit so we 
had a great week going on some trips outside of Freetown. Having survived a slightly 

worrying boat ride, we enjoyed the peace and quiet  of Banana Islands followed by a stay at 
Tacuguma Chimpanzee Rehab Centre. We loved watching the chimps and staying in in the 
forest! At the end of the week we  stayed in one of the better hotels in Freetown,  to celebrate 

my birthday in some style! It was a lot of fun and it was good to  have some time off work. 
My actual birthday was a few days after they left, and I  had a nice meal out with friends and 
colleagues on that day.  You could write a book about the street  life in Freetown. Itôs loud and 

colourful. Everyone has something to sell! And you see all sorts of things being carried 
aroundðoften cleverly balanced on heads! You donôt even have to get out of the car to shop 

é vendors will come to you! So on our way home we often have fun buying  snacks such as 
plantain chips or popcorn as we sit in the traffic!   
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Christmas is coming  

Or so I am told! But in truth it seems  very odd to think that it will be  Christmas Day in 3 

weeks time! Actually I love feeling the sun instead  of the cold and I donôt miss all the hype 
you get in the UK leading up t o Christmas. December is more popular for weddings than 
carols and mince pies here! So yesterday I watched a wedding happening in a neighbouring 

compound and next week I will be going to one!  However itôs nice to know that I will be back 
for Christmas and New Year. I return on 24th Dec and will come back to Sierra Leone on 11th 

Jan. I plan to spend a week in London and a week in Liverpool / Manchester so maybe I will 
see some of you during that time. By the way, keep your eyes peeled for any Comic Relief 
footage being aired next year. Comic Relief have given the Welbodi Partnership a grant for 

the next 3 years and as a result they have been filming at our hospital. So if you see any TV 
clips about children in Sierra Leone there is a good chance itôs been filmed here!  

For thanks and prayer  

Challenges ahead: I would like to have opportunities to use my educational expertise in the 
training programmes. In January there will some significant staffing changes in the Welbodi 
team which I will need to adapt to. Wor king out how best to work with the pharmacy staff 

and agreeing on ways that we can improve the pharmacy service.  
 
Good things so far: Continued good health I now have tenants in my house! Not too many 

long-term power or water cuts! Great week off work wit h visitors and lovely gifts from home! 
Opportunity to pilot new drug chart Completion of on -call rooms I have started Krio lessons 

Working with the hospital management team and encouraging them to lead their staff so as 
to provide the best healthcare possible for their patients, despite some very difficult 
circumstances. Mostly everyone here has lived through an awful war which has affected 

attitudes, caused a generation gap and the loss of good role models. I need to practice my 
Krio more!  
 

Contact detail s 

Email: Suzjthomas@yahoo.co.uk 
Mobile for texting or calls: +23278571757 

Skype for messaging: Suzjthomas  
For general info see: www.welbodipartnership.org   
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Bridgeôs Welsh Mountains 

I have always been a person who believes that one of the most important th ings in life is the 
moment.  But now Iôm in the latter period of what Shakespeare called the seven stages of 
man ówhen one shifts into the slippered platoon with spectacled noseô, Iôm beginning to look 

back a little. This article is about 1983 when I was a warded the Bob Graham Achievement of 
the Year award for completing all the Welsh 2000 feet peaks in one continuous effort on foot. 
To my knowledge, this had never been done before. 

 
Using George Bridgeôs book óThe Mountains of England and Walesô as reference, I proceeded 
to link the 168 peaks as a continuous route.  The challenge I set myself was to traverse these 

mountains in 14 days, one peak every hour, always starting where I had finished the previous 
day.  My attempt started on the 4 th July 1983. At 9.52am I stood on my first peak, Carreg -

Llwyd, at the west end of the Brecon Beacons.  Sixteen days later at 1.19pm, I was on Tal -Y-
Fan, the northern-most 2000 foot mountain in Wales.  
 

I had traversed 168 peaks.  The whole distance had been done on foot.  I was on the hills on 
average 13 hours every day, the first week with friends but a lot of the time alone.  I was 
lucky with navigation, having a heat wave for two weeks until the weather changed on the 

fourteenth day.  On that day, 17 th July at 11pm, I was suddenly stopped in bad weather and 
forced to bivouac on Carnedd Llywelyn, a night I will never forget for many reasons.  I was 
only a few miles from the finish but I had to retreat and rest on the fifteenth day.  I 

completed the challenge the following day. 
 
It is not my intention here to describe my feelings and experiences over those sixteen days.  

They are deep set in my memory.  All of you will know the physical and spiritual experiences 
the mountains bring.  Just to say I was grateful for the men who built the sheep shelter on 
Carnedd Llywelyn and the late Mike Leask who gave me fresh oranges on Glyder Fach (a 

special moment).  And day thirteen, when I felt so strong that I traversed eighteen peaks in 
Snowdonia covering twenty-six miles, climbing 14,600 feet.  It took me seventeen hours, but 
I was in the zone and enjoying it.  

 
One of the joys of this type of venture is planning the optimum route.  I spent many hours at 

this and the list of mountains in this article is in the order they were done going f rom south 
to north.  One of the problems with this is access.  I did seek permission to cross some low 
land areas and when attempting such a challenge one should respect the wishes of 

landowners. 
   
As mentioned, this list of mountains is based on George Bridgeôs book published by Gastons 

Alpine books and West Col in 1973.  On pages 14 and 15, he explains what he considers to 
constitute a mountain.  In simple terms, there must be a 50 foot height difference between 
peaks.  Based on that, he concluded that there were 168 mountains in Wales.  George based 

his information on what was available to him in 1973.  Since then, the mountains have been 
re-surveyed by modern methods.  Several people have been involved in these surveys, 
notably Anne and John Nuttall.  I  think the number of 2000 foot mountains is now 190.  The 

interesting aspect here is what constitutes a 2000 foot peak as formulated by Bridge, i.e. 
there must be a 50 foot differential between peaks has been accepted by recent surveyors.  
This now seems to have general approval. 

 
George Bridge was a pioneer and me being a fell runner and interested in height, distance 

and time, 168 peaks has been and will always be an emotional number.  One peak every two 
hours gets you home in 14 days on the Welsh 2000s. 
 

Some may say óbut now there are 190 peaksô.  I do not think that matters.  I have studied 
where these extra peaks are.  Many of them are on the same line of travel as Bridgeôs original 
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classification.  The difference in doing 190 peaks instead of 168 in t erms of distance and 
ascent is negligible.  Bridgeôs list also remains constant. 

 
I have kept Bridgeôs original names for the summits.  Some mountains did not have names 
before Bridgeôs classification and some have now been changed.  Some peaks do not exist on 

the new lists.  To respect Georgeôs legacy, all the original names are used in this article.   
This is also the case with distance and height; all are in imperial measure.  
   

In conclusion, I would like to thank my family and friends who gave their su pport on this 
challenge.  A special thanks to Tony and Kevin who got me through the first week.  I am not 

sure whether this challenge has been done by anyone else.  If it has, I would like to hear 
from them.  If not, it would give me great pleasure for it to be done in a quicker time.   
I do hope this article motivates the long distance athlete and mountaineer.  There is not a 

month goes by when I donôt think about being on the Welsh hills in the summer of 1983.  
Finally: distance 400 miles (approx), ascent 100,000 feet (approx). Can it be done in 10 
days?   

 
Fig.1 The 168 Welsh Mountain Peaks based on George Bridge (1973).  The mountains of 
Wales arranged in regional groups from south to north, in the order taken by John Middleton 

starting July 1983.  The maps referenced are ordnance survey 1:50,000.SH 115, SH 124, SH 
125, SH 135, SH 147, SH 148, SH 160, SH 161. 
 

a) Brecon Beacons 
 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

1. Carreg-Lwyd 2021 740179 160 

2. Careg Las  2076 777202 160 

(summit=Carnauôr careg=las)  777203 160 

3. Bannau Sir Gaer 2457 811218 160 

4. Bannau Brycheiniog 2631 825217 160 

5. Fan Hir 2400+ 830209 160 

6. Fan Gihirych 2379 880190 160 

7. Fan Nedd 2175 913184 160 

8. Fan Llia 2073 938185 160 

9. Fan Frynych  2063 958227 160 

10. Rhos Dringarth 2064 960216 160 

11. Fan Fawr 2408 969193 160 

12. Y Gryn 2031 988216 160 

13. Duwynt 2704 005206 160 

14. Corn Du 2864 007213 160 

15. Pen y Fan 2907 012215 160 

16. Cribin 2608 023213 160 

17. Waen-rydd 2504 062206 160 

18. Allt Lwyd 2146 078189 160 

19. Cefn yr Ystrad 2000+ 086137 160 

    

 
b) Black Mountains 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

20. Pen Cerrig-calch 2302 217223 161 

21. Pen Allt-Mawr 2360 206243 161 

22. Mynydd Llysiau 2172 207278 161 

23. Pen-twyn-mawr 2159 242266 161 

24. Pen y Gader-Fawr 2625 229287 161 

25. Waun Fach 2661 215299 161 

26. Rhos Dirion 2339 211334 161 
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27. The Tumpa 2264 224350 161 

28. Chwarel y Fan 2228 259294    161 

29. Pen y Garn Fawr 2001 281308 161 

30. Black Mountain 2306 255350 161 

31. Pen y Beacon 2221 244366 161 

 
c) Radnor Forest 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

32.  Bach Hill 2001 214637 148 

33. Great Creigiau 2102 197635 148 

34. Black Mixen 2133 196664 148 

35. Great Rhos 2165 182639 148 

 

d) Rhayader Mountains 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

36. Gorllwyn 2011 918590 147 

(summit=Pen y Gorllwyn)     

37. Drygarn Fawr 2104 862583 147 

38. Bryn Garw 
(summit=Pen Y Garn 

2001 798770 147 

 
e) Pumlumon 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

39.  Y Garn 2244 775851 135 

40. Pen Pumlumon Fawr 2467 789869 135 

41. Pen Punlumon  Llygad-bychan 2385 799871 135 

42. Pen Pumlumon Arwystli 2427 815877 135 

 

f) Cader Idris Group 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

43. Tarren y Gesail 2188 710059 124 

44. Tarrenhendre 2080 682041 135 

45. Craig-y-Llyn 2041 665119 124 

46. Tyrau Mawr 2169 677135 124 

47. Cyfrwy ( The Saddle) 2661 703133 124 

48. Mynydd Pencoed 2513 704117 124 

49. Craig Lwyd 2251 714118 124 

50. Craig Cwm Amarch 2595 710121 124 

51. Cader Idris, Penygadair 2930 711130 124 

52. Mynydd Moel 2831 727136 124 

53. Mynydd Gwerngraig 2241 744141 124 

54. Waun-oer 2198 785147 124 

55. Cribin Fawr 2162 794153 124 

56. Maesglasau (east top) 2211 822151 124 

 

g) The Arans 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

57. Pen y Bryn-fforchog 2247 817179 125 

58. Glasgwym 2559 836194 125 

59. Gwaen y Llwyni 2247 857204 125 

60. Pen Y Allt Uchaf 2034 871197 125 

61. Aran Fawddwy 2969 862223 125 

62. Erw y Ddafad-ddu 2861 864234 125 

63. Aran Benllyn 2904 867242 125 

64. Pen - aran ( far N top)  2775 869247 125 
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65. Foel Hafod - fynydd  2260 877227 125 

66. Llechwedd Du 2014 894224 125 

67. Foel Rhudd 2162 895239 125 

68. Moel y Cerreg - duon 2051 923241 125 

69. Foel Y Geifr 2054 937275 125 

70. Foel Goch 2000+ 943290 125 

 
h) The Berwyns 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

71. Pen y Cerrig - duon 2000+ 953281 125 

72. Pen y Boncyn trefeilw 2150+                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      962283 125 

73. Stac Rhos 2100+ 968278 125 

74. Cefn Gwyntog 2018 976276 125 

75. Cyrniau Nod 2188 988279 125 

76. Y Groes Fagl 2162 988290 125 

77. Trum y  Sarn 2126 995313 125 

78. Bryn Gwyn 2100 042295 125 

79. Post Gwyn 2182 048294 125 

80. Moel Sych 2713 066318 125 

81. Cadair Berwyn 2712 071323 125 

82. Moel Poethion 2238 083307 125 

83. Godor 2228 094307 125 

84. Mynydd Tarw 2234 112324 125 

85. Rhos 2031 124324 125 

86. Foel Wen 2267 099334 125 

87. Tomle 2434 085335 125 

88. Cadair Bronwen 2572 077346 125 

89. Pen y Bryn 2250+ 087352 125 

90. Y Foel 2028 089369 125 

91. Moel Fferna  2067 116397 125 

 
i) The Arennigs 

Name Height ft  Grid Ref Sheet 

92. Foel Goch 2005 953422 125 

93. Gylchedd ( summit=Carnedd Y Filiast) 2195 871446 125 

94. Carnedd Llechwedd 2110 857446 125 

95. Arennig Fach (summit=Carnedd Bochgen) 2260 820415 125 

96. Moel Llechwedd 2700 829372 125 

97. Arennig Fawr ( summit=Moel Yr Eglas) 2802 827369 125 

98. Pen y Diocyn 2731 826366 125 

99. Moel Llyfnant 2464 808351 125 

100. Foel Boeth ( N W peak) 2031 778344 125 

101. Dduallt 2172 810273 125 

102. Rhobell Fawr 2408 786256 125 

 
j) The Rhinogs 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

103. Y Garn 2064 702230 125 

104. Diffwys 2461 661234 125 

105. Crib - y - Rhiw 2198 663249 125 

106. Y Llethr 2480 661258 125 

107. Rhinog Fach 2336 664270 125 

108. Rhinog Fawr 2362 656290 125 

109. Moel Ysgyfarnogod 2044 658345 125 

110. Foel Penolau 2000+ 661348 125 
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k) The Moelwyns 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

111. Manod Mawr South 2169 723446 124 

112. Manod Mawr North  2159 727458 115 

113. Moel Penamnen 2044 716483 115 

114. Allt Fawr 2290 681474 115 

115. Moel Druman 2218 671476 115 

116. Ysgafell Wen 2195 663485 115 

117. Cnicht 2260 645466 115 

118. Moel yr Hydd 2126 672454 115 

119. Moelwyn Mawr 2526 658448 124 

120. Moelwyn Bach 2329 660437 124 

 
l) Moel Hebog group 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

121. Moel Hebog 2569 565469 115 

122. Moel yr Ogof 2149 556478 115 

123. Moel Lefn 2093 553485 115 

124. Garnedd - Goch 2297 511495 115 

125. Craig Cwm Silyn  2408 525502 115 

126. Mynedd Tal y mignedd 2142 535514 115 

127. Trum y Ddysgl 2326 544516 115 

128. Mynydd Drws y Coed 2280 548518 115 

129. Y Garn 2077 551526 115 

130. Mynydd Mawr 2290 539546 115 

 
m) Snowdon 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

131. Moel Eilio 2382 555577 115 

132. Foel - gron 2064 560568 115 

133. Moel y Cynghorion 2211 586563 115 

134. Llechog 2356 606567 115 

135. Y Wyddfa (Snowdon) 3560 609543 115 

136. Yr Aran 2451 604515 115 

137. Gallt y Wenallt 2031 642532 115 

138. Y Lliwedd 2946 622533 115 

139. Crib y ddysgl ( summit=Carnedd Ugain) 3494 610551 115 

140. Crib - goch 3028 624551 115 

 
n) Glyders 

Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

141. Elidir Fawr 3031 612613 115 

142. Carnedd y Filiast 2694 620627 115 

143. Mynydd Perfedd 2664 623619 115 

144. Foel - goch 2726 628611 115 

145. Y Garn 3107 630595 115 

146. Glyder Fawr 3281 642579 115 

147. Glyder Fach  (summit=Gwyliwr)  3261 656582 115 

148. Tryfan 3002 664593 115 

149. Moel Nant yr Ogof 2641 677582 115 

150. Gallt yr Ogof 2503 685585 115 

151. Moel Siabod 2861 705546 115 

 
o) The Carneddau 
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Name Height ft  Grid ref Sheet 

152. Creigiau Gleision 2224 729615 115 

153. Pen y Cowlyd 2080 733622 115 

154. Pen Llithrig y Wrach 2621 716623 115 

155. Pen yr Helgi - du 2733 698630 115 

156. Pen yr Oleu Wen 3209 655619 115 

157. Carnedd Dafydd 3425 663630 115 

158. Carnedd Llywelyn 3491 683644 115 

159. Yr Elen 3156 673650 115 

160. Foel grach 3202 688658 115 

161. Garnedd uchaf 3039 687669 115 

162. Drosgl 2487 664679 115 

163. Foel fras 3091 696681 115 

164. Llwytmor  2785 689692 115 

165. Pen y Castell 2044 721688 115 

166. Drum ( summit=Carnedd Penydorth Goch 2526 708695 115 

167. Carnedd Y Ddelw 2257 707705 115 

168. Tan y Fan 2001 729726 115 

 
Note: Spellings / capitals as used in óBridgeôsô  
 
John Middleton 
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Welsh 1000 Metre Peaks Race 2011 

 
It was quite a year! The promotion of Glyder Fawr to 1000 metre status presented us with a 
real conundrum. Should we stick to the traditional four 1000 metre peaks or embrace the 

pronouncement of modern satellite technology that added 1.7 metres to Glyder Fawr and 
over 1000 feet of ascent to an already tough race. And if we did ï how on earth could we get 
runners to the new peak? 

 
Well you saw our response, the weather was kind and the overwhelming majority embraced 
(and enjoyed?!) the challenge of the Gribin ridge.  

 
Performances in the warm conditions were stunning...Class A saw 3 runners neck and neck 

on the Gribin ridge where they were reported to be ñchatting amiablyò! At Pen Y Pass less 
than a minute separated them. Then a stunning ascent of Snowdon in under 57 minutes saw 
last year's winner and current 2010 British Fell-running champion, Tim Davies of Mercia pull 

clear to win in 4h 6m from Eryri's Sam Smith (4h 8m) followed by Steve Cale also from 
Mercia (4h 12m). First woman was Eryri's Andrea Rowlands in 4h 41m.  
 

In the half -race from Ogwen, there were wins for Eryri Harriers Paul Jenkinson and Jenny 
Heming. In the mountaineers category over the classic route, first man was Lawrence Eccles 
of Penny Lane Striders in 6h 18m and first woman was vet 50 Caroline Wilson in 7h 26m.  

 
First team was the armyôs OPR 50 A with a combined time of 19h 47m and first civilian team 
was Knight Ambling in 25h 49m. 

 
We underestimated how many would finish and ran out of medals and there was confusion 
over the team results...we apologise for these and other problems and will work to e liminate 

them next year 
 
Competitor feedback has been very positive and enthusiastic as well as constructive; we are 

already thinking about where we go next. We are planning another online survey and very 
much hope good support for this.  We always try to remember that our race is for the 

competitors but also for the team on the ground that ensures the safety and enjoyment of 
the entrants. The organizing committee would like to record its thanks of all marshals and 
event centre staff who worked so tirelessly to make the event a success. 

 
We would also thank our sponsors First Hydro for supporting us for a second time; it has 
allowed us to use and develop the technology which provides essential safety features.  

  
Finally Chris Smiths 59th position in 5:51:36  in class A kept the club flag flying in the long 
race; an excellent time in on a year when the competition was hard. Over the years we have 

not been very flush with finishes in Class A!    
 
Once again, thank you to all the club members and friends who tur ned out to ensure that we 

had nearly 400 competitors arrive on the top of Snowdon. Your support and your enthusiasm 
for the race ensured that new route was a brilliant success and we look forward to further 
improvements in 2012. We do hope you felt you had  an useful and enjoyable day and hope 

that we can draw on your support for 2012 ï perhaps the weather will be kind again too!  
 

Harvey, Andrew and Jean. 
 
Ed: All results on the web, but also in a very professional booklet form ï contact me if you 

wish to have one. Entry forms for the 2012 event should now be on the web too.  
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Letters to the editor  

 
30 January 11 
To The Gorphwysfa.   

Hi all, 
After years of sterling work, Rodney has passed the management of the Gorphwysfa website 
to me.  Many thanks, Rodney, for all your efforts!  

I know not all of you use the web regularly, but for those who do, it is becoming increasingly 
useful.  The website needs to be a repository for all possible information that we need as club 
members.  Itôs YOUR site, so it needs to have input from you all on what we should have on 

it.   Please take a look at this (very short) survey and tell me what youôd like to see. 
http://www.surveymonkey.com/s/VC95NHB  

Give me a call on 01865 739308 if you want to discuss anything.  
Very many thanks in anticipation! 
Kate  
 
 
January 2011 

Dear Harvey, 
Thank you for all your messages.. sorry we didn't get back to you sooner.  Sadly and most 
unexpectedly Eileen was rushed into hospital on Christmas Eve suffering from a Heart attack.   

Fortunately, the para-medics were at the house within 10 minutes and were excellent.  
Eileen had an angio-gram at Ysbyty Glan Clwyd and they inserted 3 stents.  She was released 
home on New Year's eve however, she remains unwell although we donôt know at this stage 

 what is causing this recent bout of sickness. As you will understand, it has not been a good 
Christmas and New Year however; we do want to wish you and yours our best wishes and 
good health into 2011.   

Kindest regards 
Johnny & Marianne 
 

 
December 22 2011 

Dear All, 
We have not made it to Christmas cards this year and everything is packed up (including 
address books!) as we have just sold and moved out of our Wingrave house. We plan to be 

based from now on in Sidmouth and London. Our addresses for the for-seeable future are: 33 
Tavistock Square, London WC1H 9EZ  (0207-387-2358), and 19 Winslade Road, Sidmouth 
Devon (01395-513146).  

We do hope you have a lovely Christmas and a peaceful New Year.  
If you are ever in London  or Devon please come and see us.  
With very best wishes  

Di and Peter Kuh 
 
 

http://www.surveymonkey.com/s/VC95NHB
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Gorphwysfa Ladakh/Singalila Ridge - A Diary 

Harvey and the other happy trekkers  

September -  October 2007  
 

In December 2006 I circulated an idea for a trip to Ladakh and Northern I ndia having 
personally been there in 2004. This was followed in 2006 by having a load of adventure and 
fun in Nepal in 2006 it certainly seemed  a good idea to keep things rolling with another trip!  
 Ladakh is top of the hit parade in so many ways; at the  time I was surprised to see so little 
take up from the club. I wrote óDonôt miss this opportunity, life is too short!ô ï I am pleased 

that I did not!!   
Autumn is a brilliant time to visit this part of the 
world. The main tourism season is coming to an 
end, and one is able to really appreciate the 
fantastic country and the wonderful people.  Frances 
and I in 2004 had a wonderful visit ï it was 
fantastic, and it certainly was a part the world which 
we wished to return to!  
 
I had other ideas too! I thought that whilst we were 
in India it would be a good idea to pop over to the 
unique Darjeeling Railway, and whilst there why not 
slip in another trek along the Singalila Ridge, that 
separates Sikkim from Eastern Nepal? Also it would 
be possible to fit in visits  to the Taj Mahal (as we 
had done) and other world famous sites in Northern India.  
As it worked out four of us, Lucy Oakley, Vernon Hewitt, Frances & I did the Ladakh trek, 
John W. had to withdraw because of family problems. Terry came out later & fitted i n the Taj 
Mahal bit and then, together with   Brian & Regina joined in on the Darjeeling 
section,(although Frances had to return before this  because of work commitments); Lucy & 
Vernon were flying on to Australia at the end of the trip -  all a little complex in the 
organisational side  but things slotted into place perfectly!   
 
The Ladakh trek was a fairly (??) demanding, high altitude trek, and I am sure it is graded as 
"strenuous" in most books. We trekked from the south, across the country to the rejo ined 
main valley where the capital, Ley, was situated. John & Eileen Jackson, together with 

Jeremy & Gillian Naish did this trek (and showed the slides at a New Year meet) a few years 
before.    
 

The below is taken from the diary that was kept of the whole  visit. Flights to India were not 
spectacular I always thing it is similar to catching a bus into town ï except for all the fuss at 
check in!  

 
In the 2004 Diary I wrote about our trip to and our stay in Ley - óThe views from the plane 
were spectacular; it was a crystal clear morning, and as we flew over the Himalayas one soon 

realised how vast they are. Mountains followed mountains followed by more mountains in 
what seemed an endless chain, vast valleys, and huge mountain masses, rivers carving their 

ways to some unseen and unknown sea. But it was a relatively short flight, and the 
excitement level was raised as we circled over Ley preparing to land. Another world, perhaps 
another time lay below us and soon we were passing through immigration eyes wide open , 

ready to explore!  Our man in Ley, Morzu,   recognised us straight away (I wonder why!) ï 
and after a very warm greeting we piled into his fathers taxi and sped off to find the Dorje 
Guest House.  
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Ley is the capital of Ladakh, and lies amongst the low hills on the north side of the Indus 
valley, at a height of 3500m, 11500 ft. The road access from India to the city is only 
guaranteed until mid September; the high mountain passes become snow bound after this 
date, so the only access is to fly in. This means that the travellerôs opportunity to acclimatise 
on the journey is non existent. Most people will feel the effects of the altitude on arrival, 
some more than others. Because of this we had arranged to spend three nights in the city, 
the normal period for  acclimatisation at this altitude.  
 

Frances continues óThe guesthouse was a substantial two storey building with a roof terrace 
and penthouse room on top, prayer flags flying from the roof surrounded by a walled 

vegetable and flower garden. We were ushered into the family living room, with a low dais on 
two sides, covered in Tibetan carpets and cushions. Tea was served on low carved wooden 
tables, and we soon got to know Morzu, who was a well educated electrical engineer, who 

had visited France on an exchange visit as a teenager. He ran the guesthouse jointly with his 
older brother Dorje, who was at present away in University.  
 

Our room was the Penthouse suite (Ladakh style, H.!), reached via the roof terrace, with 
picture windows on two sides and the best v iew that I have ever seen from a window. It 
looked over the small terrace fields, stonewalled alleyways and scattered villas amid poplars 

in autumn colours, on the outskirts of the town, across the rocky foothills to the snow capped 
peaks of the Stok range of mountains. From the side window we viewed the rocky hills 
behind Ley on the southern side of the Indus valley, with a view of the old town, surmounted 

by the deserted nine storey royal palace, climbing up the steep rocky hillside ï and even 
higher up a rocky ridge jutting out into the horse -shoe of mountains that surrounded Ley was 
a fort and monastery. The prayer flags that streamed in long banners from its summit were 

incongruously at odds with the electric cables also strung up to the summit. In the morning 
the bright sunshine sparkled on the high snows, under a blue sky with wispy clouds ï a 
magical site.  

 
We made ourselves at home, and then took Morzuôs advice to rest for a few hours before he 

collected us to orient us around Ley. The altitude 
was taking its toll, ( the climb up the stairs in the 
house was not easy! H) we walked slowly up the 

lane to the town centre. We found The Summer 
Garden, a Tibetan/Indian/Chinese/Western 
restaurant which benefited from having a stove to 

keep it warm, and drank  tea. We learnt to ask for 
black tea, to avoid it arriving made with hot milk a 
Ladakh treat. We then found the Post Office, a very 

ancient looking dingy building in the Main Bazaar, 
with two little windows like a ticket office  where 
someone dispensed stamps. We bought a supply, 

visited a bookshop (treat for Harvey) and finally 
where taken into a traditional Ladakh outfitters, 
were I tried on a Festival cloak, a garnish affair of 

patchwork Chinese style material, lined with soft 
combed lambs wool.  You could even buy the 

gorgeous turquoise studded headdresses Iôve 
always admired from pictures of Ladakh, though 
usually mothers start collecting turquoises (there 

was an old lady sitting with a cloth on the 
pavement) and make the headdresses for their 
daughters wedding. After a couple of hours weôd 

had enough, so made it back to the guesthouse. We 
soon discovered that the downside of big picture windows was that it got very cold after 
dark, with no heating. I was glad of the Llama wool jumper Tanya gave me from Peru, on top 

of my fleece ï it also helped to wear a fleece hat!ô  
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We stayed in this same guest house on our 2nd trip in 2007.  
 
Day 1: 21 st  September 2007, Friday  
 

Today was an all-day drive, with six (us four, the driver and our guide Konchak) in a jeep  and 
our camping gear in a separate truck.  Once outside Leh the roads became menacingly 
narrow-mainly single-track, mainly tarmac but with many sections under repair, giving a 

somewhat bumpy journey! Our first little adventure was only shortly into the da y when we 
came to a full stop behind a line of traffic.  On inquiry an accident had occurred immediately 

ahead.  By good fortune, our guideôs cousin lived adjacent to where we stopped and we were 
invited into a house to take tea.  A delightful experience m ade the better by the company of 
several school teaching colleagues of our hostess who were also stuck. 

 
Next little experience was another holdup - this time we were confronted by a truck with its 
light on in the middle of the road.  Apparently some blast ing was about to take place - what 

we didn't know was how close!  There was a great bang, and clouds of dust and debris flew 
into the air.  We all took shelter - Lucy was somewhat unceremoniously thrust back into the 
jeep.  Several bangs later they were finished but there was still a problem - the road was now 

strewn with boulders and was impassable!  We did start to think of offering a hand, but we 
spied a bulldozer in the distance.  Fortunately the worst had been shifted and our magic 
driver squeezed through - just as well as undoubtedly the bulldozer would have delayed us 

further.  Because of the delays, we bypassed Alchi monastery and have been promised a visit 
on our return.  
 

Brief stops were made along the way, one of the better to see the merger of th e blue Kansar 
River with a brown Indus.  For lunch we stopped at Karshi and lunched in a delightful open -
air restaurant under the shade of apricots trees. After lunch we made our way onwards 

through increasingly spectacular scenery to Lanaruru and visited the monastery 1000 years 
old and a little unreal - unlike the Thikse the monastery we visited yesterday.  A lot of time 

was spent finding the keys but all was soon well!  We were given an excellent tour with some 
helpful explanations. 
 

Back in the jeep we motored on through moonscape scenery - offering views of rounded 
rocks like crinkled velvet back dropped by towering limestone jagged peaks. The driving was 
amazing - one had to be brave to meet most traffic head -on.  Overtaking involves blasting 

the horn and hoping the other vehicle would move over a bit.  Giving way, particularly by 
army trucks - one of them pulled out right in front of us ï was a little known courtesy. Our 
guide and driver found our campsite in the village tourist site at Natha.  The boy s had already 

set up the mess tent, our tents and the cooking tent so all that was  left to do was to settle in 
and enjoy our first meal together.  
 

Day 2 : Saturday 22nd September  
 
We were treated to a ólie inô after our first night's camp, with bed tea at seven o'clock, 

followed by a hot washing water at 7.15.  Then a swift pack before breakfast in the mess tent 
at 7.30, and we were off at eight for what our itinerary described as a 7 hour drive on a 

"fairly smooth" road.  After a few minutes we stopped at  Mulbek Gompa, a small monastery 
housing two monks in front of a beautiful serene relief carving of Buddha in a rock face - first 
century BC. 

 
We drove on through the fertile Wakh Valley, admiring the bright green fields of a type of rice 
eaten in soups, and the curvilinear patchwork of fields growing barley, corn, peas, 

vegetables, with willows lining the irrigation channels in coppiced rows.  Tall rows of Poplarsô 
interspersed the landscape, and marigolds and Japanese anemones added bright spots of 
colour. We soon reached the rather scrappy, sprawling town of Kargil, but were detained for 

some time whilst driver found a car repair workshop (more like a shack) to loosen the 
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steering on the jeep. Here we were close to the Pakistan border Konchak told us that  the 
town was shelled by Pakistan during the Indian / Pakistan dispute.   Harvey and Frances 

explored the huge lorry park, admiring the massive band -saw in the wood-yard converting 
willow trunks into planks, which then became doorframes.  
 

Eventually we were off again, down the lovely Giru Valley, the villages looking prosperous 
with lots of new housing and several lavishly decorated new mosques.  We stopped for lunch 
at Sanko, in a reasonably clean local cafe.  Our cook gang produced lunch boxes - round 

metal containers stacked inside a Thermos flask containing sandwiches, boiled egg, boiled 
potato, small Mars bar like confection, banana and fruit drink. After Sanko our "smooth" road 

became unmetaled except for the odd bumpy stretch of tarmac through the vil lages.  The 
scenery continued to be stunning with swirling patches of a red flowering plant, sage and 
burgundy rising above the edge of cultivation topped by striated jagged rocky ridges, and the 

occasional snowy peak towering through the mist.  There was great excitement when Lucy 
spotted two large, sleek wolves just above the road; unfortunately they made a rapid dash 
for the skyline as soon as Harvey got out of the jeep to take a photo.  A bird with wings and 

tail like a zebra crossing and orange head and crest flew across.  
 
We were within a couple of miles of our intended campsite when we passed a limp red flag 

by the roadside.  A Biheri roadworker ran up the road gesticulating to us to go back.  Shortly 
afterwards began a series of 25 explosions widening the road, and the reek of gunpowder fill 
the air.  We were still not allowed to pass and then came a further four explosions.  Our 

guide Konchuk decided the wait for the workmen to clear the debris of the road would be too 
long, so he found an alternati ve campsite in the grounds of the "alpine hut" used as a base 
for climbing Nun Kun (twin 7000 metre peaks) seen spectaculaly from the hut balcony where 

the gang set up camp chairs for us to drink tea while they erected the tents.  Lucy, Vernon 
and Frances decided on a walk through a rather impoverished mediaeval hamlet on the 
opposite bank of the river.  A swaying suspension bridge took us across a spectacular deep 

gorge, then a zigzag path led up to the hamlet, where we were rather plagued with children 
saying hello, asking names, time etc.  The older ones were rather more polite, but the young 

ones pestered for "one toffee".  After threading our way through narrow passages between 
higgledy-piggledy mudbrick houses with hurdle doors we came out on Road 790, according to 
a painted sign on the wall.  This was a broad track heading for the hills, lined with willows.  A 

cloud of dust announced the arrival down the track of a large herd of sheep and goats, being 
brought back to the village for the night.  Vernon and Frances climbed up to a ridge, 
discovering in the process that the wine red colouring swirling across the hillsides were in fact 

bisort leaves ï some plants still had their pink flower spikes.  And surprise of surprises we 
also found tufts of late Edelweiss!  Though the col on the horizon beckoned invitingly we 
decided it was time to return to camp, bypassing part of the village along a ridge which 

turned out to be the cowpat drying area.  After a good dinner we went to bed with the 
chanting of the Imam  from the neighbouring village lulling us hypnotically to sleep.  
 

Day 3 : Sunday 23rd September.  
 
Today was the third and final day of the fantastic drive around to the start of the walk.  After 

an early start to make up for the lost time due to road blast ing, we headed by a circuitous 
route to the Pensala Pass.  The actual height seemed to vary between 4000 metres and 4200 

metres depending on the source.  The morning was full of snow flurries.  The snow line had 
dropped significantly overnight and the moun tains certainly looked like "real" mountains. 
Himalayan marmots were seen, large orange bodied with a black tail, numerous yaks, zosô 

and cattle and goats, fantastic views, two stupendous glaciers, mountains in all directions.  
There is the most amazing geology, folds, deep and narrow gorges, desert like a rock 
resembling sand dunes and on the approach to Padnan a wall of rock behind the town 

resembling marble. 
 
We passed at least three police passport checkpoints, the last one was in the sun,  in a little 

decorated stone garden including a heart-shaped stone saying love and a painted smiley 
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face, a policeman lying with feet up enjoying the view. We, including him, all laughed at the 
cows refusing to go over the footbridge. Dandum monastery stood high above a wide alluvial 

looking plain.  It was the similar to the gompa we have seen, to the same general design and 
around 4 - 500 years old.  The monks did not seem poor and there was a strong smell of 
butter in the dark main hall of the gompa.  What is impressi ve is the way our guides and 

drivers prostrate themselves several times and even used a quieter tone of voice when 
discussing gompas and Buddhism. 
 

Badur itself at the end of the drive was a typical new build to service both the state of 
Zanskar and the increasing number of tourists.  Unlike Kasha and Konchuck  further on both 

were built on a hillside with stupendous views over the Zanskar Valley.  Loads of potential 
routes trekking routes abounded.   I must mention the large (21BC figure of Budda carved in  
the rock material which must be similar to the ones destroyed by the Taliban in Afghanistan.  

The country certainly lives its spirituality. We then had a visit of a group of ladies from the 
local womenôs cooperative. 
 

Day 4 : Monday 24th September  
 
The first big day - although sitting in a 

"jeep" for three days driving to where 
we had arrived was fairly "big" for 
anyone on the receiving end!  The 

campsite overnight on a dry dusty piece 
of land with a very ecological toilet with 
no door served its purpose well.  Day 

three evening Konchuck, our guide, had 
sorted out the horsemen, they were 
expected at 7:30 a.m. today.  As is the 

way with a lots of plans times did not 
operate.  I was up at 6.15 - bed tea at 

6.30 -é. water 6.45, breakfast 7.30 - 30 
minutes late.  At breakfast it was 
reported that the horsemen were not 

happy crossing the high passes with the 
generally unsettled weather that was 
more evident - we had rain overnight and the snow line marked a swathe across the hills that 

surrounded us at a height much lower than we would be visiting. A way forward was agreed 
by setting off on the first two days of the trek - relatively flat and lowly, and then 
reconsidering the situation.  

 
Eventually we got away and shortly after 8.15 with a few grumbles, having a greed not to visit 
the local gompa as there was every reason to believe that we would have to abort the trek 

and return to this village.  The way led up through the village, and on to a dirt road that ran 
parallel to the Doda River, the valley opened out w ith steep rock cliffs on our left and 
mountains rising out of the valley plateau on all other sides.  We were joined by a local 

schoolteacher who ran the school (six children) at Rinari involving about one half an hour's 
walk - dedicated or perhaps just accepted! By now the Doda River had run into another 

tributary and become the Zanskar River, our first view of the river that was to become a 
mighty waterway.  
 

The way was scenic in the extreme sense, but also warm and dusty - we still had our Gore -
Tex on as rain had been threatening from the start.  A tea shack (notice -summer camping 
available) was hastily opened by a villager from Riman, who had noticed our approach and 

probably walked half a mile to open up.  The hot black tea flavoured with cloves was 
delicious!  Plodding on, along a jeep track the river became a prominent feature - lunch was 
taken alongside it at about 12.15.  Our guide somewhat surprised us all by announcing that 

camp was something like one hour away (it was actually two).  In the itine rary details were 
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given of a long 
suspension ridge - 

Frances decided to 
seek this out (the 
longest in the area) 

and Lucy and Vernon 
joined her while I 
took a more direct 

route to camp - 
sandy paths were 

getting the best of 
me, a bladder 
infection also 

discouraged me! 
 

By this time we had been overtaken by a group of 12 trekkers from France who were doing 

our route.  I thought that this might be helpful for our plan to get to Lamura.  Slowly our 
campsite village approached, and shortly after arrival the hor se men and gear arrived much 
to my pleasure as a tent meant rest!  In about 30 minutes the bridge hunters returned 

successful and camp soon appeared.  The afternoon had been dry, warm and largely sunny.  
An enquiry to the cafe proprietor assured us a fine night.  I should have kept quiet, slowly 
the clouds rolled in, the rain came down and the temperature dropped, not helpful for our 

future plans. 
 
But a dinner Konchuck was very positive so we must wait and see what tomorrow brings!  

 
Day 5 : Tuesday 25th S eptember, Pishu ï Hanumil  
 

After a quite rainy night (despite the man in a tea tent promising not!) The day dawned 
bright, windy and clear.  Promising!  We also had the advantage for the first time of our own 

toilet tent which was a distinct improvement o n the local arrangements.  These consisted 
usually of a small two-storey structure which you visited with some trepidation to discover a 
hole in the floor (in the lower story!) and sometimes door to offer a degree of modesty.  

 
At breakfast we were given th e really good news.  We where combining with the French 
group on the same site and braving the potential snow drifts in the passes together.  It was 

thought the larger group would offer more resilience in the event we had to turn back or 
whatever.  We were up bright and early (6.30!) had breakfast by 7.30 and were all our way 
by eight - way ahead of les Francais! We walked steeply uphill out of the campsite to regain 

the main path which follows the river.  At last we were off the jeep tracks and onto more 
interesting mule tracks.  We took the opportunity to photograph the wonderful scene of 
recently snow frosted mountains and kept following the river bank.  

 
At one point, just before lunch we met a German woman who gave us more good news.  Her 
party had come through the passes in the opposite direction and whilst they had met snow it 

was melting fast so should prove no further obstacle to us completing the trek. At lunch we 
stopped on the dried up the bed of a tributary of the Zanskar and feasted on rice, spli ced 

cauliflower, baked beans and cheese.  At this point Harvey's heel needed some attention and 
shortly afterwards we decided to split up into two groups to allow differential walking speeds.  
One interesting point of the lunch what was a small hydro plant  which apparently generated 

sufficient power for the village above.  We continued walking basically downhill, regaining the 
main river and passing the French who were having a late lunch on a beach.  Plenty of birds 
to see on the way - kestrels, chough and one new to us a cross between a Jay and a magpie 

called, I think, a Riporurn.  
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A couple of hours or so after 
lunch we came into sight of our 

next resting place - Hanumil.  
Approached by crossing a 
bridge over the stream then up 

a steep bank.  We arrived to 
find our advance party - who 
had passed us with the horses 

at lunch - had pretty well 
already set up camp. The 

weather was still bright and 
windy so we all set to do some 
much needed washing and vied 

with each other to find the most 
efficient drying med ia - as none 
of us had any pegs!  Harvey 

suggested whittling some but it 
seemed quicker to put the 
articles on to tents, attach them 

to trees and drape them over 
rocks. A good day - much enhanced by  the thought that our trek, which on day three 
seemed doomed due to snow blocks, was well and truly on.  

 
Day 6 : Wednesday, September 26  
 

The night passed quietly, with the three quarter moon silvering the Zanskar River below us, 
and the stars twinkling above us. A 7.30 
start for our first testing day, involvin g the 

ascent of Parfi La, the first of the trek's 
eight passes.  The trek descended nearly to 

the Zanskar River and wound its way 
around the cliff face, with the milky blue 
waters rushing below. As the Zanskar 

Gorge deepened, the trail wound its way 
up the hillside in what the guidebook 
described as a "gentle" 500 m ascent.  It 

was quite stiff enough for us, with 
shortness of breath exacerbated by the 
altitude, though less than might be 

expected. 
 
The usual prayer flags greeted us flapping 

wildly in the bre eze at the pass.  Vernon ascended a little rocky summit above the pass for 
good measure.  After lunch came a 500 m steep descent to the Oma Chu, a tributary of the 
Zanskar.  Here we sampled the first rickety bridge - a cantilevered affair made with irregul ar 

branches and gaps plugged by flat stones, but with no rope rail.  Lucy, Vernon and Frances 
waited for Harvey on the shady rocks forming the small gorge below the bridge.  The 

turquoise water looked very inviting, with a little beach fringed by rose bush es, their hips 
glowing red in the strong sunlight.  All around us soared dramatic cliffs and white wagtails 
hopped from stone to stone at the edge of the river.  

 
But eventually we had to leave this idyllic spot, to toil up the opposite hillside in a furthe r 
ascent of nearly 5000 m (?), in hot sunshine, relieved occasionally by a welcome southerly 

breeze blowing from the  snow-capped Great Himalayas.  A grouse like burbling alerted us to 
the presence of some Himalayan turkeys in the scree slope above an unusually green 
hanging Valley.  They were perfectly camouflaged when still, but could just be spotted when 
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they moved.  Sand martins darted around us from their nests in the cliffs on the opposite wall 
of a deepening Gorge. 

 
Eventually we reached the top of a sandy ridge 
above the hanging valley and contoured around 

the steep hillside above the gorge - no room for 
error here.  Between 3.45 and 4.10 various party 
members reached camp on a sloping shelf above 

a stream.  We consumed large quantities of tea 
before heading off to sort out our tents.  

 

Day 7 : Thursday 27th September  

 
Last night we were treated to duets of  
Ladaki songs by Konchuk and Dorje.  The first was a baby song saying Hi Hi please have a 

lovely life etc and preserve our culture and the other  was a love song - from a book.  All 
Ladakiôs seemed to sing and can halloo loudly across the valley and to houses etc We now 

have to try and learnt these - especially the love song with a nasal sound and lots of one 
quarter notes. 
 

Day seven was billed as the longest day - nine hours in the itinerary and 10 -12 for us.  Up 
early and away by seven o'clock starting up a long, high and impressive gorge for around an 
hour or two.  Then long traverses along very dry and yellow valleys and finally up to the pass 

by 12.30.  We could see the prayer flags in an arch over the path - beautifully showing snowy 
mountains beyond.  Once through the gorge the view opened up ï enormously - right across 
to the Ladaki range, this really made the struggle worth while.  Horses a nd a female yak and 

a baby came through the pass while we munched a really good lunch and tea to drink our as 
we sat and contemplated our route in front a route to take very seriously!  
 

Then down, down and down and up, up and up though we all seem to be go ing better today.  
On the way we passed 
incredible rock formations and 

scenery, a lady with a huge 
bundle of wood - conversation 

a bit difficult but gales of 
laughter between her and the 
guides - something about 

Frances married to Harvey!  
We passed six cows, zosô and 
yaks resting in a circle and 

made the campsite by 5.30 to 
a tremendous welcome, 
Vernon and myself first, sacs 

taken off and ushered into the 
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tea tent, sat down and tea poured.  All repeated when the others arrived.  I had helped with 
the tents yesterday and we were the latest in,  yet - it was a truly lovely welcome.  

 
Day 8 : Friday 28th September Linshad ï Fort of Singela 
 

Bed tea 6 15, got away 8ish.  We had camped in the centre of a rather spread out village 
Lingshad ( Lingshed - in guidebook).  Initially we descended, crossed a stream and then 
climbed up towards the gompa/monastery  that overlooks the village.  On arrival we were 

ushered into the monastery where one could see morning prayers were taking place - 14 
monks were chanting to an accompaniment of cymbals and drum.  We sat and listened for 

about 10 minutes.  The chanting monks where administered butter -tea by a young monk and 
at one stage seemed to have money 
distributed by an older monk - pocket money? 

 
Boots on again the way led up, up, up - 
described as a one hour easy climb to 

Margum La at 4370 metres - although the 
going was easy underfoot - the altitude was 
certainly showing on yours truly!  Spectacular 

views surrounded us, and as we descended 
through Goungna (3840m) and Skiunpeta(?) 
where the traditional method of winnowing 

the oats had taken place and we had lunch 
alongside the river at the valley bottom, 4000 
metres. 

 
We then had a steep ascent to the Kinpa La, 
4430 metres, which I was very please to 

arrive at.  The guides brought out a flask of 
black tea that went down really well!  All day had been a lovely blue sky sunny day but as it 

progressed a cold wind meant that the fleeces and Gore-Tex were given an airing.  Our 
eventual destination was the Sengi La Base Camp (South), which we arrived at about 4.15.  
Here proudly presented was a "hotel", a canvas cover which the guidebook lists as a tea tent 

(open in season only).  It was open - but sadly no Coca-Cola etc!  Our cook gang had a very 
welcome pot of black tea awaiting us!  
 

Day 9 : Saturday 29th of September    Foot of Singeler ï Singela ï Photoskar 
 
Having spent a very cold night at our highest campsite yet (4400 metres) we awoke to a 

glorious sunrise.  Altitude had taken its toll on Vernon who professed to being particul arly 
grumpy! A late start for us (8am) also took its toll on the trek - some of the timings in the 
notes are more than a little adventurous for our group.  The route to the bottom of the pass 

was very gentle, winding round a great basin at the foot of the pass.  Hoarfrost was 
particularly pretty - but showed how cold the night had been.  An old dilapidated tea hut 
greeted us at the foot of the pass - no tea!  We had devoured the "Harvey Sandwich" as a 

means of ensuring the group makes it up steep ascents. Lucy set the pace, Alpine style with 
Harvey in the middle and Frances at the rear giving encouraging suggestions like - don't stop 

- small paces, use your sticks etc which served to get the group up the highest pass (5000 
metres) in the rather uninspiring t ime of four hours.  
 

The descended from the pass started quite "interestingly" with frozen paths and fresh snow.  
Much to the surprise of all  Vernon scampered off in the lead and managed to stay upright!  
Looking back at the pass the rocks to the right wit h their snow covering reminded one of a 

shark or white shark- an amazing sight.  We lunched by a stream and then the party split to 
differential walking speeds to make sure everyone was at the pace they preferred. We had 
been warned of river crossings and boulder hopping, but in the event they turned out to be 
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quite tame affairs, albeit Dorge was extremely helpful in keeping Vernon upright during the 
crossings. 

 
The next section was a progression of three hills and valleys leading to the final pass of the 
day, which when it was reached  gave a wonderful view of Photoskar amazingly built into the 

cliffs above our river, complemented by ancient óStalagmitesô - rocks which had refused to 
crumble away and stayed as statues. Our campsite was more than a little di fficult to find and 
Lucy and Vernon were very grateful that Dorje had raced on to catch them and guide them in 

at around 5:30 p.m. ï a 9 ½  hour day of pretty hard walking.  Harvey and Frances made it 
into camp at 7.30, 11 ½ day  which meant about half an hour walking in the dark including 

crossing the most rickety bridge yet.  All slept well that night!  
 
Day 10 : Sunday 30th September  

 
We awoke after the coldest night so far (boots inside the tent, down jacket on top of sleeping 
bag) to find the small stre ams around our tents frozen up.  After yesterday's long day, we 

decided on an earlier start and were off in the cold early -morning by 7.30.  
 
Our route was to take us over the Sirsir La (4800 metres), the second -highest pass of the 

trek, but 1000 m of ascen t above our Photoksar campsite, with a steep ascent towards the 
top of the pass.  To avert another long day and to give his tender heel some rest, Harvey was 
persuaded (with some difficulty) to take a horse to the top of the pass. Konchuk and Dorje 

procured the horse from a neighbouring farm early in the morning, and it came galloping up, 
resplendent with Tibetan carpet saddle, shortly after we left camp.  Harvey was hoisted up 
and the horse trotted off so quickly that we missed the chance of a photo of Har vey the 

Himalayan Horseman!  In fact, for Vernon, Lucy and Frances who were not handicapped by 
bad knees and raw feet, and who were less affected by the altitude, the pass proved easier 
than expected.  Lucy and Frances paused briefly on the windswept pass for a quick photo, 

before legging it down towards the Spong Nala Valley.  As usual, there were fantastic rock 
formations, folded and twisted like marbling in a sundae.  Rocks spires erupted from snow -

fields on the skyline and stream beds were dry beneath f rozen waterfalls.  The sun sparkled 
on the descending river, with unnamed glaciers and peaks of the Zanskar range as a 
backdrop. 

 
As we continued our descent of the Spong Nala towards our campsite at Hanupatta  the 
scenery became more domesticated, with willow trees lining the path next to an irrigation 

channel, baby yaks in the fields, and even some vestiges of green grass.  We variously 
arrived at camp between 2.00 and 2.30 and enjoyed a wonderful afternoon in the sunshine 

washing hair, feet and clothes which were 

dried on stones beside the river or hung from 
the branches of willow trees.  
 

Day 11 Monday 1st October  
 
Another moonlit night - now rising at about 1 

a.m. to bathe the whole of the surrounding 
mountains and campsite in bright cold light.  

Just about every star in the northern 
hemisphere was visible. The accepted 
morning routine ran well and we were off 

before 8 a.m..  Down through the village of 
Hanupatta - first greeted by a huge herd of 
the silky pashmina goats, then a woman who 

turned out to b e the campsite owner and a 
little girl leaning out of a window.  The village 
was really very green and fairly flat  set on 

the hillside with narrow alleyways.  We then 
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descended down to the gorge proper, through an ever narrowing valley with Spong Nala 
River flowing fast at first.  

 
The gorge itself was great - very deep, winding and very fast water.  The path was cut where 
ever it was possible ï undercut in the cliff on a ledge -  always a good mule width, but with a 

few slight scrambles that must have been interesting for the horses. We avoided the one 
longish narrow bridge where the pass divided to find a much more rickety one taking us to 
the jeep track.  We followed this track with marked kilometre stones to Tarche.  One group of 

road builders were actually sweeping the road - presumably using the vast quantities of dust 
to compact the stones.  At Tarche we had a cafe stop, lunch and Harvey, Lucy and Vernon 

accepted the kind offer of a jeep ride rather than flog down the tarmac road to Waila.  
 
The campsite and town really mark the return to civilisation with a comparative bustle around 

the place and an obviously well used campsite.  All extremely friendly though the time gained 
was put to good use to prepare stressing issue of tips!  Frances opted to walk to Shila, and 
rather than walk along the road, asked Konchuk if there was a possible way by footpath on 

the opposite bank of theé.. river.  It turned out that Konchuck had a prospected a possible 
alternative the previous year, so he was able to guide along  irrigation channels, goat tracks 
and local footpaths is just above the lush cultivation.  At the village of Tarjit the path crossed 

to threshing floors on the hillside level with the flat roofs of the village houses.  At some 
points, an eroded goat track led precariously above the river gorge.  Eventually, the valley 
opened out and the path threaded its way along the willow -lined banks, past grazing 

donkeys, and with spectacular views of Waila camp perched high on a rock on the opposite 
bank. 
 

 The evening was the last night of the trek before our two pony men departed for the return 
journey to Padum, and cook gang left by jeep for Leh with the tents.  Cook Dorje surpassed 
himself with a wonderful dinner.  Then we lit a camp fire, opened bottles of beer tha t had 

arrived from Leh with the jeep, and enjoyed a singsong of Ladakhi and English folksongs (not 
forgetting the Land of my Fathers for the Welsh contingent too!).  

 
Day 12 : Tuesday 2nd October  
 

Early rise again - bed tea 6 a.m.!  Frantic clear up today was the last section of the trek, up 
over a ridge and then a descent to Lamura, where transport would return us to Leh.  
 

Breakfast over, excellent porridge again, and Konchuck announced that there was no need 
for us to walk all the way (a suggestion that Harvey's left 
foot gratefully accepted!) - the "pickup" would take us part 

of the way up a jeep road.  We all piled in and off we set - 
up, up, up over a very rough poorly built track.  Eventually 
after a good shaking up the vehicle arrived at the ultimate  

end of the car journey. Vernon and Lucy strode off up a 
sandy gully and Frances and Harvey and the Ladakhi guide 
followed behind. A twisting and turning path brought us to 

the skyline of a ridge, where one caught breath and admired 
the views down to the n ext valley; far over to the left where 

palettes of green vegetation that picked out the area around 
Lamura.  Chatted to four trekkers who were travelling in the 
opposite direction.  The way forward, clearly defined, was 

followed, the sun shone and we descended into a delightful 
valley, a picturesque area that brought comfort to tired 
limbs!  

 
As we approached the settlement we turned left upwards, 
following a tumbling stream for about 30 minutes.  Crossing 

this, we left the stream behind and joined the busy  main 
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road, a road we had driven up to get to the start of the trek some days before.  
Refreshments were taken and our pickup vehicle arrived, it was about lunchtime.  The 

journey back to Leh was interesting.  We visited Alchi monastery were the murals, pa inted 
between the 11 th and 13th century by Kashmiri and Tibetan artistes, are described as a 
Buddhist paradise, and spent time looking at its thousand year old wall paintings - 

impressive.  They had been seen by few visitors before 1980, and have been miraculously 
preserved, the invading Muslims failing to find the monastery; if they had then all would have 
been destroyed.      We also visited another nearby monastery and further explored the 

history of Buddhism. 
 

Arriving back at Leh at about 5:30 p.m. we found our big bags missing; they should have 
been brought back early after our last night's camp.  A phone call located them and the trek 
company agreed to deliver them to the Dorje Guesthouse.  Dinner was taken in the Summer 

Garden restaurant, a pleasant place to eat with a good menu.  Bed 9.30, back to terra firma 
after a wonderful trek.  
 

Day 13 : Wednesday 3rd October  
 
A day to recover - although plans were afoot to visit the palace etc these were put on hold.  

Late morning saw Harvey and Frances having a trip up Leh High Street with a short shopping 
list.  A fascinating time was had - a bookshop adding a couple of books to the library and 
Harvey's personal hair stylists doing wonders with his overgrown locks, massage and all for 

about £1.  Coffee was taken in the German Bakery and a roam up the bakery alleys opened 
one's eyes to the bread baking system which must be a number of hundreds of years old.  
 

Lunch at the guesthouse and a lazy afternoon where the forerunners to dinner again at the 
Summer Garden.  We had invited Kenchuck and Dorje, together with Morup from the 
guesthouse. Morup had got himself married (arranged by parents) since we last saw him 

three years ago and now had a baby too, so was keen to show off his new wife and baby 
plus a house that was nearly, but not quite, finished. So off we went with him to see the 

house and to meet the family at 7 p.m. The new house is situated in the old, old town near 
the palace.  A route along countless narrow dark passages led us to a worn looking flat -type 
residence which was the temporary house till the new house was finished, just across the 

way.  We were warmly welcomed and coffee and biscuits were produced but we had to 
apologise and leave early as dinner was waiting elsewhere. 
 

Dinner was a pleasant socialable occasion, seven of us sat down ,several bottles of beer were 
emptied and a good time was had by all.  Bed 9.30 - action stations in the morning.  A taxi 
will pick us up as 5:30 a.m. for the airport leaving 7:35 a.m.  

 
So the trek ended. Sadly the Diary did too until we arrived in Darjeeling éééé 
 

8th October   Darjeeling  
The Singalila Ridge separates Sikkim from Eastern Nepal. It extends from Darjeeling to 
Kanchenjunga, and it is said affords the finest views of the mountain which is 8586m high, 

the third highest mountain in the Himalayas and of course first climbed by an expedition led 
by Charles Evans, who lived in Capel 

Curig. One of the first persons to 
summit was Joe Brown from 
Llanberis.  

   
Our day 
began 

bright 
and early 
at 3:30 

a.m. with 
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a wakeup cup of tea for all but Vernon as the other five members were undertaking a trip to 
Tiger Hill to watch the sun rise over Kanchenjunga and Everest. 

 
Whilst Vernon slept, the others enjoyed good views in surprisingly clear conditions bearing in 
mind the mist that settled in later in the afternoon.  The party returned just before 7 a.m. 

and caught up with a bit of sleep before breakfast at 8.15 or so.  We were anxiously awaiting 
news of the availability of tickets on the ñJoy Ride" - a short steam hauled trip on the Toy 
Train from Darjeeling to Ghoom and return. A breathless office manager finally delivered 

them with an hour to spare for the 10.40 departure.  We all set of smartly downhill and Brian 
negotiated by some inner compass to get us exactly to the  station without touching any of 

the main roads.  The early party had spotted steam being raised but it was still very exciting 
to see two B class locos in the loco shed and one heading a service train. 

 

Much photography took place and I think we were 
all astonished at how small these little 0-4-0 saddle 
tanks really were.  The driver and firemen have no 

bunker to protect them so the workings of the loco 
are fully exposed to view at the rear.  We found our 
designated seats and almost immediately the 

service train, virtually empty, made a noisy 
departure. 
 

At this stage several vendors attempted to sellers 
various "one piece" shawls etc - despite being told 
quite firmly that we had only come to experience a 

train - not to do shopping!!  Tickets were checked 
off against the manifest (ages seem to be 
necessary for some reason) and the guard signed 

off on his consignment - then with much bellringing 
and whistling we were off - albeit to a very slow 

start as a route is all uphill to Ghoom.  
 

The line ran along the streets and clearly vehicles and people are used to giving way to the 

little train.  So much use was made of the whistle at the endless level crossings were the 
track switched from one side of the road to the other to ease the curvature that we soon 
seem to run out of steam and had to stop to regain pressure - which the firemen told me 

needed to be between 150 and 160 pounds per square inch.  It was noticeable that the local 
people were not to amused at the noise and smoke so close to their dwellings and shops. 
 

Eventually we arrived at a loop 
where the track goes round in a 
great circle over the top of itself 

to gain height and we stopped 
there for another 10 minutes to 
regain pressure for the relentless 

climb with a full load of three 
bogey coaches.  Often the 

engine seemed to be nearly at a 
standstill, but the crew coaxed it 
along finding what momentum 

they could until they reached 
Ghoom station. Here we had a 
30 minute break so we took the 

opportunity to look at the 
Railway Museum - it was clear 
that wh ilst the line had been 

declared a world Heritage line in 
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2000 - little had been done to ensure its continuation since.  
 

The ride back was truly stunning as we 
were positioned in the front coach with a 
full view of the crew working the loco 

through a front facing glass window.  The 
descent was made on hand-brakes only with 
the firemen braking the engine and another 

chap braking our coach and presumably 
others doing the same in the other two.  No 

such thing as steam brakes on the engine or 
vacuum brakes on the stock!  As the train 
really could not stop the whistle was in use 

almost continuously - the regulator was 
used very sparingly and we retained 
constant pressure all the way.  Water was 

taken on board just outside Darjeeling and 
we successfully came to a halt in the station 
with judicious use of the reversing gear.  I 

suspect we may have at least one convert in 
Brian to the joys of steam power!  At the 
station we were met by Rigzin, who is to be 

our Sirdar, and we were told that the line 
would be open for our return trip after the 
trek so tickets were purchased there and 

then - second-class and less than R250 for 
all of us!!  

 

The afternoon we spent doing a little shopping, recovering and some went to see a display of 
local dancing - and I believe joined in at the end.  So, a good day, marred by the onset of 

early evening rain which put a little bit of a damper on enthusiasm for the trek tomorrow.  
 
Tuesday 9 th  October  

 
Well the trek has arrivedé.. We have been cosseted and thoroughly spoilt at the 
Windamere(sic) hotel.  We have had two days in a lovely cocoon, good food (too muché?) 
superlative service in the most comfortable surroundings.  The hotel is a sort of 1940s or 
fifties time capsule with reminders of the Raj days of pre -1947 everywhere.  Perhaps not 
quite the most apt preparation for our trek.  

 
We enjoyed a decent breakfast in the dining -room warmed by a coal fire - hardly necessary 
but a confirmation of the nostalgia which the Hotel exemplified.  Then we were off!  We and 

our luggage were loaded into two vehicles and then followed a three -hour drive.  At first 
down through Darjeeling then up and up through 
thick lush green, dense forest.  We had a half an 

hour passport check at one point and the mist 
continued to rise and envelop us.  Then the trek 

point start was reached; Roma Travel was the 
company organising our trip, an excellent 
company.  We have horses and sherpas - some of 

whom have climbed Everest and taken part in 
major mountain expeditions.  We are in very 
experienced hands -  overkill for our six-day ridge 

walk 
 
The walk took about three hours and out came the 

wet weather gear and the mist turned to gentle 



38  
 

rain.  The path rose gently easing us up to about 10,000 ft. - a climb of 2400 ft.  But it 
seemed so effortless.  We were at the campsite by about 3 p.m. and where soon sorting 

ourselves out in preparation for afternoon tea at 4 p.m..  What a hard life!  Alas, no ladies in 
a Lyons Maid outfit to hand us dainty sandwiches and cake a la Windamereé. But we had 
tea, coffee, chocolate, hot milk and biscuits in our own very large mess tent.  

 
Then - reading etc in our tent listening to squalls of rain as they attacked our tents.  We were 
so lucky that it was dry for a short time as our tents were erected.  Hope this rain is not a 

portent of what is  to come. 
 

There had been a mention of the dreaded leeches at the pre-trek briefing at the hotel.  The 
dubious honour of finding the first on the trek fell to Lucy - who found one on her hand as 
she returned to her tent.  There followed much inspecting of boots, socks etc.  

 
 To look after us we have, or wait for ité..  
 

Wednesday 10th October  
 
Rose at 6.15 to a good steady drizzle, little visibility and a very muddy campsite.  The tents 

probably kept out most of the rain but avoiding the drips can be chall enging!  Breakfast 7.30. 
BRIANôS BIRTHDAY : it would be unfair not to declare the anniversary 74 and still going 
strong - not bad for a youngster!  A rousing "Happy Birthday" greeted the breakfast, and all 

was fun and joy untilé. 
 
Today's trek was half down and then half up -  an average day.  Sadly the rain did not match 

an average day in this area - a heavy drizzle quickly soaked most things and as the day 
progressed the rain increased to - not a wet Snowdon day but wet enough to make it 
depressing! Lunch was taken at the low point of the day, near an army post where some fun 

was had trying to get the soldier on duty to understand Brian, who wished to do the 
necessary.  A full lunch was taken chips included -  probably about a 2 1/2 hour stop.  

 
We then started the afternoon climb to the campsite - steady up on a jeep track, not as easy 
walking as a footpath may have been.  Brian and Regina at the rear managed to (get) a lift 

off a passing Land Rover for Regina, who was suffering with her back.  A very broad  smile 
passed us as the Land Rover easily tackled the gradient. A general sigh of relief was expelled 
when we reached the campsite - but more decisions - should we stay in the lodge or camp.  

Yours truly went for the tents, but sadly I was overwhelmed by t he rest whose one aim in life 
was to spend a night under a roof!  Dinner at seven and party for Brian, lovely cake and 
birthday cards.  Sadly Brian has a dose of Delhi belly so could not fully benefit from all the 

high jinks! A comfortable night.  
 
Thursday  11th October  ;    To Sandakphu (3636 metres)  

 
Joy unbounded!  When we awoke in the comfortable lodge rooms the sun was streaming in.  
After two days of continuous rain and zero visibility this was just what we needed.  The 

higher ridges were in bright sun shine, below us the valley was filled with cloud.  Out of this 
the peaks emerged with thin fringes of mist clinging to them.  We set out for a short but 

steep day about 9:15 a.m..  The path was gentle for the first mile to a tea shop when a rest 
was taken.  From there the fit members of the party set off at a cracking pace.  The more 
mature members set out at "guideôs" space.  (Or rather the pace that would be favoured by a 

guide over 100 years old.) Inch by inch the slope was conquered!  At the top was a f ine 
grassy (dry) the campsite and, near by, an army base and shop.  On the way up we had fine 
views of Kabru and Kanchenjunga but after lunch the clouds obscured them again. 

 
After lunch and a brief rest the summit party (Lucy and Vernon) set out to conque r the peaks 
that towered above the campsite.  The British and Nepali flags were raised on the summit at 

approximately 3:30 p.m. Afterwards the sunset was observed from near the camp.  
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Friday 12th October  

 
Some of us got up at 5 a.m. in the vain hope we 
might see a thrilling sunrise from the "viewing 

hillock" - but alas, no.  The wiser members had 
stayed snugly in their tents.  So, breakfast at the 
normal time and we were off at 8.15 for Phalut 

(3566 metres).  
 

This was the longest day and we were on the 
move for about seven hours.  Alas, we walked 
most of the day in mist and saw nothing of the 

fabled views from the ridge; Kangchenjunga was 
right in front of us!.  It half threatened to rain but 
we had little more than swirling mist to contend 

with as we walked our undulating path.  Lunch 
was in a clearing by the side of the path - too 
plentiful as per normal. We walked through deep 

forests and areas showing considerable storm 
damage with trees snapped off like the proverbial 
matchsticks - and this over a very extensive area.  

There was a final hard pull up to a campsite.  A 
welcome fruit drink as per usual and then a little 
sleep before dinner. 

 
Regina was heard to complain when a keenly 
desired leech - needed for experimental use by 

Brian - turned out to be a label!  No pleasing some folké 
We had jelly for pudding, eagerly devoured by the famished children around the table.  And 

so to bed at 8.5 p.m.  
 
Saturday 13th October :    Phalut (3566 metres) to Ramam (2560 metres)  

 
Being crushed inside my warm and cosy sleeping bag by wild horses frolicking disturbingly 
close to our tent was not on my long list of apprehensions before starting this trek.  However, 

in a very early hours of our fifth day, the docile, dozy animals which had carried our supplies 
so sullenly during the rainy and misty days suddenly came to life - snorting and galloping 
threateningly through the campsite - no doubt with hot mist -making breath and glinting eyes.  

 
Morning came sadly without the high mountain views.  However the sun -and -cloud-and-mist 
mix over our campsite and surrounding hills was lovely.  In addition to some cheery 

landscape photos I was able to photograph a leech.  Our tent had been pitched on a lively 
leech community.  Our morning walk took us past another passport check point a nd gently to 
a descent through magnolia, bamboo and rhododendron.  Lucy, Vernon and Terry already 

had dashed from dots-in-the-distance to the-disappeared and had left Harvey, Brian, our 
Sherpa Ondga and me to walk at a more gentle pace.  This gentle pace must have been of 

frustration for Ondga who had recently climbed to the summit of Everest (for the second 
time) with a group of British medics.  Brian and I had seen the documentary of this 
expedition on television just before leaving for India.  On our des cent, Ongda pointed out 

where a "pig with tusks - a big one" recently had been digging in the mud.  He also alerted 
us to a large snake by the path - but the snake disappeared before we could see it.  We were 
aware of lively sounds and movements in the for est surrounding us but the origins of these 

were elusive.  Just before we reached a river we were met by a smiling porter who brought 
us my beloved warm lemonade.   
 










