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Words from the chairman

A word from the editor
Greetings. Welcome to the first issue of the Faff in oooh, about a year. It was a very,
very, very, slow start to the year for reason’s we need not mention. But when things
finally kicked off, they kicked off big style. We start in those dull January days with
some lockdown mountain biking in the woods around the West Midlands. Ah yes,
those were the days when I was young and fearless on my bike. Then I hit a jump I’d
wholly planned on going around, and broke my wrist. I so nearly stuck the landing,
but it just wasn’t to be, the tail wiggled out from under me and I crashed in a heap on
the muddy trail. Not the best start to the year for me personally.
Since then, the darkest days of lockdown in January, February and March passed
quietly before we emerged with a bang at the first meet of 2021. The May bank
holiday meet in Reeth (North Yorskshire) had a huge turnout, a massive amount of
sunshine, and was an absolute blast. It was a joy to be back in the company of the
club, and things haven’t slowed down since. Read all about the meets and extra
curricular activities here in your latest issue of the Faff.
I will, as I always do, pass on my gratitude to those who took the time to put pen to
paper. Ian Moore, Alan Hardie, Geoff Taylor, Malcolm Imhoff, Alfred Wainwright, Karl
Stewart, Tom Morris, Vicky Higgins - I doff my hat to you.
There’s a bit of synergy between some of these articles too, with Alan and Karl both
writing about the Barre Des Ecrins, but from trips separated by almost 25 years to
the day. And who’d have thought that scree and scree running would ever feature so
prominently in the Faff?
Do enjoy flicking through these pages, and do remember that all this magic can’t
happen without you; whether you write articles, snap photos, or just pose like a
Cotswold catalogue model.
Stew.

Cover photo
Beth Adamson scrambling on Sharp Edge (SG1)
on Blencathra.
Photo: Stewart Moody

Cover photo - Tom Morris with Alum Pot forming the
backdrop, Yorkshire Dales National Park
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Weekend Warriors
Adam Butler on the first traverse
pitch of Will O’ The Wisp, in mid
Wales. This marks another tick off
the Classic Rock list for one of the
club’s most prolific climbers.
Photo : Stewart Moody

REETH
May, 2021
Reeth was the first camping meet after
the last lockdown ended and groups
could mingle outdoors again. And what a
meet! At least 20 Mercians converged on
the Nun Cote Nook farm campsite in
North Yorkshire for climbing, hiking,
biking, BBQ-ing and whole lot of pubbing.
It was an absolute joy to see everyone
back together again doing what they
love.

One of local residents of Langthwaite.

The bouldering was flippin’ hard, we all
agreed. Dave here is doing a fine job
on this blank problem at Healaugh.

Huw on one of the
short trad routes
at Healaugh.

The mountain biking team on day 1 of the
meet exploring local trails and pubs.

Wild swimming in
the River Swale.

Stew took pride (and pleasure) in visiting
The Red Lion pub on each of the three days.

Naomi and Dave kicking
back on the campsite.

Vicki participates in one of the less know
outdoor pursuits - skip diving! To learn
about another less known pursuit flip
forward to Vicky Higgins’ packrafting article

And yet another trip to The Red Lion pub.
Oh, go on then, mine’s a half of mild!

Beth and Sian on the
off-road Swale Trail.

Beth and the local
flock at the campsite.

Guffaw-guffaw. Next
you’ll be telling me
there’s an English hill
called Great Cockup.
Give over!

The evenings all followed the same pattern. Form a massive circle of camp
chairs, fire up several BBQs, get the beer and wine on the go, check to see
how sunburned you got, and talk about how brilliant it is to be camping again.

Some found it easier to contain their excitement than others. Adam is a good
example of someone high on life after some first class biking and a trip to one
of the Black Sheep Brewery’s ‘flag sheep’ pubs. Give us a jig, Adam. Go on.
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Weekend Warriors
Vijay captures his shadow in a
brocken spectre on a hike up
Snowdon. Rare indeed. Nice.
Photo : Vijay Koratane

The Lakeside Path By Alfred Wainwright
Yes, these really are Wainwright’s words taken
from his book, I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.

The great man himself, Alfred Wainwright.
Author of fine books on fell walking and early
proponent of the man-leg pose.

From Wasdale Head Hall the
lakeside path starts innocuously as
a broad avenue in the bracken,
and although it soon climbs a little
and narrows to a track, the way
continues quite easy, even when
the first screes are reached, and
for a mile beyond, during which
section the path returns almost to
the lakeside, crossing bands of
stony debris which cause no
trouble. Then, just as the walker,
who has been forewarned of the
difficulties of the route is
beginning to wonder what all the
fuss is about, and with the end
almost in sight, there comes a
vicious quarter-mile, compared
with which the top of Scafell Pike
is like a bowling green. Here the
screes take the form of big
awkward boulders, loosely piled at
a steep angle, and avoidable only
by a swim in the lake.

It has been impossible to tread out
a path here despite a brave effort
by somebody to cairn a route.
This section is really trying and
progress is slow, laborious, and
just a little dangerous unless the
feet are placed carefully. Ladies
wearing stiletto heels will be
greatly inconvenienced and
indeed many a gentle pedestrian
must have suffered nightmares in
this dreadful place and looked
with hopelessness and envy at
people striding along the smooth
road on the opposite shore. The
boulders end abruptly at a little
copse of trees, and here, in
between giving thanks for
deliverance, the tremendous cliffs
and gullies high above may be
studied in comfort. A distinct path
now leads easily to the foot of the
lake.
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Wasdale (Not Eskdale) Meet
By Malcolm Imhoff

The first meet after months of
Lockdown and it was supposed to
be Eskdale, but by the time the
Mercians had got around to
finding a campsite there wasn't a
pitch to be found in Eskdale so we
went to Wasdale instead. The
only site with room was Church
Stile camp site at Nether Wasdale,
a bit out of the valley which
limited my options for walking. I
like to walk from the camp site
wherever possible as moving the
campervan is a pain.

The great man himself, Malcolm Imhoff, veteran
mountaineer, avid photographer, and proponent
of the latest outdoors fad - scree traversing.

Wasdale is majestic, and the
classic view of Wastwater with the
mighty three peaks, Yewbarrow,
Great Gable, and Scafell Pike, can't
be beaten. It's why it was chosen
as the logo for the National Park.
The other classic view is of the
Wasdale Screes, seen from our

walk on Buckbarrow and Seatallan
in the late afternoon. This gave
me the idea of traversing the
peaks and returning to Nether
Wasdale along the lakeshore path.
I've climbed Whin Rigg (1755') and
Illgill Head (1983') several times
before, (once meeting Joss Naylor
in a whiteout!) but I'd never
walked along the Screes. In fact I
don't even recall reading
Wainwright's account of it until
now. If I had I might have thought
discretion is the better part of
valour, as this walk turned out to
be a memorable epic.
The day started promisingly with
fine weather and superb views of
the hills overlooking Wastwater
ahead. As I gained height the view
opened out with lovely vistas of
the lake and mountains, and I

could see a clear path across The
Screes below me. Every so often I
crossed the top of one of the
gullys with awesome views of The
Screes below. As I started the
descent down to Wasdale Head an
RAF plane flew past below me,
nicely framed by Buckbarrow.
Down at Wasdale Head Hall Farm I
was greeted by a herd of alpacas.
I should have heeded their
warning. I should also have taken
note of the rather understated
warning sign but I carried on gaily.
The path started innocuously
through an inviting gate and onto
pleasant fields of grass and
bracken. The sun was shining and
everything was right with the
world.
The way continued quite easy,
even when the first screes were
reached, as the scree slopes were
quite stable with vegetation and
the odd tree. Even though the
slopes were very steep a clear
path had been made across them.
For the next mile the path
meandered close to the shore
crossing bands of stony debris
which caused no trouble.
Then, just as I, having been
forewarned of the difficulties of
the route, was beginning to
wonder what all the fuss is about,
and with the end almost in sight, I
came to the final, and biggest
scree slope, a vicious quarter-mile,
compared with which the top of

Scafell Pike is indeed like a
bowling green. Here the screes
take the form of big awkward
boulders, loosely piled at a steep
angle, mixed in with smaller
stones, all extremely unstable and
in constant motion. There is no
path at all, although there is the
occasional small cairn, evidence of
a brave attempt by somebody to
mark a route. I started trying to
fight my way to one or two of
these cairns but quickly gave up.
Wainwright's famous quote
"Watch where you're putting your
feet" came to mind but here in
this nightmare place you could
guarantee that whichever rock
you placed your foot on, big or
small, it would move.

Top : The classic view of Wastwater with the mighty
three peaks, Yewbarrow, Great Gable, and Scafell
Pike. Middle : The warning sign that couldn’t
dissuade the intrepid author. Bottom : Looking
down the screes from above

It’s crux o’clock…! Good luck
Malc, your lead.

The recently shorn alpaca population

The final problem
My progress was slow, laborious,
tiring, and just a little dangerous. I
banged my shins on rocks many
times and still have the scars. In
an attempt to avoid a swim in the
lake I tried to gain some height. At
this point I should have tried to
hitch a lift in a passing boat and I
looked with hopelessness and
envy at people striding along the
smooth road on the opposite
shore.
The boulders ended abruptly at a
little copse of trees, and as I
gingerly stepped onto terra firma I
sent up a prayer of thanks for
deliverance. A distinct path now
led easily to the end of the lake,
past the pumping station, and
home.
Salvation. The end of the difficulties

As I gingerly stepped onto
terra firma I sent up a prayer
of thanks for deliverance
Looking at the massive beast from
the north shore you can see that it
might be a problem, and I resolved
never to do this walk again, but I
heartily recommend it, to my
enemies!
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Anna appears in print.
Again!

On the topic of scree, you’ll have noticed the rise in popularity of fell running since Covid
caused a resurgence in outdoor recreation. Indeed many of our members are really
pushing their own boundaries. Recognising this, there’s a new selective scree running
guide book covering some of Europe’s best, and loosest, mountain descents. It might
not be Anna’s writing in print this time, but flip to page 74 of this new book and you’ll
see her in action in Langdale on one of the Lakes’ finest scree runs. After your traverse
of the Wasdale Screes, do you fancy a shot at this one next Malc?

WASDALE
June, 2021
Time to head back into the mountains of
the Lake District. We booked into the
Church Stile camp site in Wasdale for fun
and frolics in one of the most splendid of
the Lakeland valleys. Here we see Adam
Butler (yes him again, yes I know he
features in a lot of photos, he just tends
to climb with one of the club’s more
prolific photographers) on P4 of Moss
Ghyll Grooves (VS 4c) on Scafell’s central
buttress.

Vicki on P2 of Moss Ghyll
Grooves (VS 4c) on
Scafell’s central buttress.
Not a bad view. Scoffing lunch at Bell Stand in
Eskdale between climbing some nice trad.

I can’t see anything
wrong with a picture of a
cute campsite cat in a
mountaineering club
journal, can you?

I suppose we didn’t really
miss the midges during
lockdown. Every cloud…
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Ruth and Beth at
Wallowbarrow crag in
the Duddon Valley.

Dan climbing at Bell Stand.

It’s pub o’clock.

Adam takes a moment to thrust in the general direction
of Wastwater. One of the drawbacks of being out with
one of the club’s most prolific photographers.
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What is now known as Greg's Hut was
originally built for lead mining purposes,
possibly to house the miners in the C19th
and is at approx. 700m (or 2,200 feet) and
about half a mile North of Cross Fell
summit. It lies on The Pennine Way. This
part is originally a corpse road rom Dufton
to Garigill and runs right past the front door
of the building. The fir trees, surrounded by
a stone wall to give protection from the
wind, were planted to commemorate the
Queen’s Silver Jubilee in 1977 by members
of the Greg's Hut association and are
believed to be at the highest altitude for
trees in the UK.

Greg’s
Hut
by Geoff Taylor

John Gregory was a founder member in
1957 of the BAI mountaineering club which
changed its name to the Mercian
Mountaineer Club around 1971. John,
along with Norman Wright were also
members of the BAI ski club.
John along with Mancunian Bob Broxap,
hatched a plan to ski the high level route
from Sass Fee to Chamonix. On what was
either the first or second day, on setting out
to cross the Adler pass John slipped,
slid, and died from his head injuries before
he could be rescued. Having left it to the
last moment to send off his cheque for the
insurance, John had actually died, before
the cheque had been cleared.

Initially, the insurance refused to pay out so
money was raised from club members and
others to help pay for the repatriation of
the body. The funeral at Cradley Heath in
the West Midlands’s Black Country was held
on Good Friday 1968 thus delaying by a day
the Easter meet that year at the SYHA
hostel ( alas no longer) at Inveruie near
Braemar.
Eventually the insurance did pay out so
Norman, Jack Goff, George Potter (all
founder members) and others got together,
and with the funds collected, and after a
great deal of discussion and searching
managed to get agreement from the local
landowner to renovate this building as a
bothy and as a memorial to the memory of
John Gregory.
For many years, the Greg's Hut association
maintained the bothy; this eventually
became too big a burden on the ageing
membership and responsibility was passed
to the MBA.
Greg, as he was always known was
Chairman when I joined the club in 1965.
He was always encouraging, first to buy a
round and great company. He was 39 when
he died and I was privileged to be a pall
bearer at his funeral.
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NANTLLE
July, 2021
We’d be telling fibs if we denied that part of
the reason for holding a meet in Nantlle,
beside the fact that it is both a beautiful and
peaceful corner of Snowdonia (yet only a few
miles as the crow flies to the summit of the
eponymous hill) was so the mountain bikers
could blast down the Snowdon Ranger path.
Here’s Fabian, at about 8:15am, about to hit
the long downhill section after a 5:00am
alarm call to cycle (ok, ok, to push) the bikes
to the summit. But it wasn’t all biking on this
meet.. Some plumped for a ‘super-direct’
ascent of the Nantlle Ridge, which is code for
“they just yomped straight up the side of the
mountain from the campsite ignoring all
natural obstacles”. And some went climbing
at Tremadog. And of course there was a BBQ.
It wouldn’t really be a camping meet if there
wasn’t a BBQ.

Snowdon
summit.

I strongly suggest that you think twice before
agreeing to a joint BBQ with the climbing team, if
you yourself aim to be back at camp in daylight.
The Nantlle team - little do they know there are
tics latching onto them. That realisation only came
later. Luckily Lou had her tic remover.

6:22am on a rare
stretch of the Ranger
path that can be
cycled uphill.

The climbing group clearly
having fun at the top-out.

Red wine, camp fires, and midges. And someone’s bum
poking out of their tent. Answers on a postcard please.
10:04pm and the last of the
climbers return to camp. BBQ time.

Fabian enjoys his
full English after
cycling the
Snowdon Ranger.
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Fabian and Vicky on the third day of the ride, with Pen--Y-Ghent

NORTH
LANCASHIRE
CYCLEWAY
The much anticipated antidote to the Hebridean Way, by Stewart Moody with Fabian Moore

Maybe it was because several conversations on
this cycling trip pertained to Fabian’s change of
job that we ended up with an inside joke between
ourselves. The gist of this joke was that we had to
give quite daft answers to cliché job interview
questions, but to do so in a way that enabled us to
boast about how lovely a time we were having.
Clearly, we’d use these to describe to Adam what
a lovely time in the saddle he’d missed out on.
The measure of “lovely” is relative to the
conditions found on the Hebridean Way, which
we cycled in 2020. Not that the Hebridean way
was awful, it was just hard work. And cold. And
windy. And the shops were mostly shut. And the
pubs were shut. And there weren’t many cafes.
And the cafes that we did pass were shut. And
there were no showers. Nor camp sites for that
matter. And our tents rarely dried out. Because it
seldom stopped raining. It wasn’t lovely, it was
hard. It was an “expedition” as Julie so rightly
said. But sometimes you don’t want an
expedition, sometimes you just want lovely. And
easy.

Can you describe a time when had to compromise?
Well, let me see. Ok, yes, the time myself and some friends did the
North Lancashire cycleway as a three day trip would be a fine
example. Our intention was for it to be the polar opposite to the
Hebridean which which we did last year. Due to Covid, and the
general isolation of the The Hebrides, that trip was bereft of pubs,
cafés, warmth, ice creams, cake, pork based products, sunshine, and
most other creature comforts. The Lancashire itinerary was created
to deliver all of these things in abundance. Anyway, I digress, back to
the question at hand. Compromise. Yes, so that weekend Lancashire
was enjoying a blistering heat wave. We’d spent 3 or 4 hours in the
saddle already and were all hungry and parched. We found a lovely
pub with a nice garden, but no shade. And so there was an obvious
dilemma which I’m sure you’ve already spotted. Do I order beer,
which I’d really earned, or a lemonade to rehydrate? I pondered for
several minutes. In the end I decided to compromise, and I ordered
a shandy. So, when do I start my new role?

Can you give an example of where you excelled in a
team environment please Fabian?
Well yes, absolutely, I’m a team player for sure. That same lunch in
the lovely pub I just mentioned gives rise to a great example of me
being a team player. The food menu looked fantastic, and quite
reasonably priced. As I knocked back my ice cold Shandy I couldn’t
decide whether to order the steak ciabatta or Persian chicken wrap.
My friend Stew was struggling with the same conundrum. Then we
noticed from a neighbouring table that both sandwiches were
served sliced in half. Then the solution hit us - Stew ordered the
steak, I ordered the chicken. We each kept one half of our own
sandwich, and swapped the other. Go Team! So, now is probably a
good time to negotiate my salary with the head of finance.

How are you at problem solving Fabian? We need
people who can think on their feet here!
That’s a great question, thank you for asking it. Of course, problem
solving is one of my key attributes. You see, that same evening, in
Lancashire, we spent a little too long swimming in the River Lune,
and a little too long drinking cold beer on the river bank whilst
basking in the late afternoon sunshine. We totally lost track of time!
We got to the campsite far later than expected, and by the time
we’d showered it was touch and go as to whether we’d make the
pub for last orders and food. That was a big problem. The best
solution that Stew and Vic could come up with was pasta and
Dolmio sauce from a nearby corner shop. But I stepped up. Knowing
we were only 6 miles from Lancaster, I fired up Just Eat on my smart
phone and got kebabs and fries delivered direct to our tents. So,
let’s talk in more detail about my bonus plan and car allowance.

How about planning ahead, do you have any
experience of that?
Indeed, yes. I’m always looking to the future. The second day of the
cycleway, after 35 miles of pedaling in the glorious sunshine, after
an ice cream by the coast, after even more swimming, and having
checked into a cracking little B&B in the countryside, we strolled
over to the local pub for a well deserved meal and drinks. It was at
that time when hospitality was struggling to recruit staff. So whilst
the food was great, they were clearly rushed off their feet. My
friend Vic had polished off her mussels starter, and finished her
G&T, and she managed to catch the eye of the waitress. I was only
half way through my pint but with an eye on the future I seized the
moment and ordered another IPA. Being temporarily double-parked
seemed wiser than running out of beer, I’m sure you’ll agree. So tell
me, will I be given a corner office, and what are the healthcare
benefits?
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LET THE GAMES BEGIN…

We can’t all be amongst the superhuman Olympians
jetting off to Tokyo to compete on the global stage, but
many of us do still crave the opportunity to wipe the
floor with our nearest and dearest. Whilst Vicki would
have jumped at the chance to host a board game
marathon over a long weekend, Huw and a select subcommittee of Mercians got creative.
Most people have probably wanted to have a go at a digger at
some point, right? Certainly 13 of us fall into that category, as
we all jumped at the chance to join in the cryptically named “No
Diggity” social. It promised to scratch all our earthmoving
equipment itches, and test our hand-eye coordination to the
limit. The premise was quite simple, rent a digger, set it up in
one of the vacant warehouses at Vijay’s work, list a series of
tasks requiring the manipulation of the hydraulic arm, and tape
off a track for the driver to navigate at a break-neck pace of
somewhere between 0.5 and 1 mph.
Under the watchful eye of adjudicator Matt, and with his
thumping sound system belting out the tunes, each contestant
awaited the blast of an air horn to swing the arm into action…

A social like no other
x1 tonne of gravel
x2 footballs
x4 high vis jackets
x6 traffic cones
x1 tea station
x1 wheelbarrow
x1 Mercian branded log
x1 empty warehouse
x1 box of samosas
x1 digger
x13 Mercians

How can we have any idea what
to expect?

Clockwise from top left: (1) Ana looking mighty
pleased with herself after the first round. (2) Beth
arrived after the warm-up was over, so had a crash
course from Huw and got into the saddle. (3) Ruth
was crowned winner after we removed some of the
organisers from the running as they had the unfair
advantage of extra practice sessions the night
before. (4) The score sheet after the second round.
(5) Matt managing the sound system, and the tea
station is in shot too. It was all very civilised. Until
we parked the digger and cracked the beers open.

FF

TRAVERSEE DES PERRONS

by Tom Morris

Switzerland. Land of chocolate, neutrality, Nazi gold…and
mountain epics? Let’s find out.
Alarms were set for a 6am semi-alpine start on a balmy morning in July for what we were
sure was going to be an intrepid outing on the Traversee Des Perrons (AD ***). A
gargantuan ridge traverse starting at the Emosson Dam not far over the border into
Switzerland and a 45 minute drive from Chamonix.
We – being Beth & Tom and our friends, Phoebe, Paul & Emily – had decided on this route
to cap Emily & Paul’s visit to Chamonix from Toulouse as it was described as a route of
high quality with no particularly difficult climbing. With this in mind - and knowing there
were at least 6 abseils involved - we set off as a group of 5 with one set of gear between
us because that has never caused any issues with anyone before ever.
Left to Right: Beth, Tom (with a very
manly leg, but not quite up to
Wainwright’s standards) and Phoebe.
Peace y’all.

An easy drive led us to the car park of
the Dam and a stroll across the
monolithic structure itself where you
are already treated to splendid views
across the reservoir and into
Switzerland with the Grand Combin and
even the Matterhorn (if you squint and
sometimes pretend) rearing up to greet
you from afar.
The guidebook time suggested a 2hr
walk in and it all looked very uphill-y.
Nevertheless, spirits were high as we
set off discussing the finer points of
whether 3 bottles of wine was in fact
THE best fuel for a big mountain day
known to man.
The first, “Jesus, this is a slog”, arrived
at around the 35 minute mark after
which the re-occurrence rate was
somewhere around every 10 minutes. A
slog it was and the route was at times
unclear with some grassy scrambling

and best hoping-for going on.
Eventually we spied a snow band with
some likely-looking footprints leading to
a conspicuous notch that on reflection,
did match what the guidebook said
after all.
1hr45 and with 15 minutes to spare on
the guidebook time we arrived at the
notch and the gearing up point. The
ridge is such that you can only see the
first, and largest, of the Perrons looming
over you whilst the rest of the ridge
remains coyly hidden from view.
Morale renewed, we set off on the
sustained but easy scramble towards
the top of the first perron enjoying
spectacular views of the whole Mont
Blanc massif and the mountains of
Switzerland. Tres bon. Little gear was
necessary here and so we reached our
first abseil station in good time.

Or did we…
It soon became clear that the French
guides who equip these routes
absolutely LOVE an abseil and have a
habit of plastering them all over the
place, in addition to the ones described
in the book. After setting up, then
taking back down, our initial abseil we
found the correct one and were back
down on the grassy ledge below the
main ridge 3 abseils x 5 people later.
Some watch checking here was a taste
of what was to come.
A short walk led us to the start of the
next Perron. This had seemed hugely
intimidating on the approach – a steep,
black granite face leering at you from
afar. Fortunately, that all came out in
the wash and as we got to the foot of
the climb large holds appeared though
it was significantly more vertical than
the previous section.

This was the most fun section of the
climb for me with around 25m of
cracking Diff-ish climbing in big boots,
chucking cams in cracks and slings
round spikes. Some of our lessexperienced troupe members called this
section “awfully jolly steep and really
quite bally scary” (language may have
been doctored to protect delicate ears).
Easy terrain then leads to the summit of
the second Perron.
From this summit, there is a section
described dismissively with, “climb
down a serrated ridge”. It should have,
more accurately, read, “Shuffle a cheval
down a vomit-inducingly exposed
blocky downclimb with f**k all for your
feet and a dodgy sling the only
protection. Swear profusely, cursing the
French and all they stand for and
enquiring as to whether your belayer
has got you approximately 17 times”.
Dignity a forgotten concept, another
couple of abseils and a short walk
brought us to the foot of the last
climbing section. This was to be the
hardest technically requiring some
steep pulls and awkward route-finding. I
led it manfully (ahem) and soon
everyone was able to join me with no
tantrums at all, what tantrums, who
said anything about tantrums?
Some more reasonably-exposed
scrambling and arsey downclimbing
meant the route has an unwelcome
sting in the tail but elation was
prevailing mood as we reached the final
summit.
The book mentioned a 1.5 hr descent
with no further climbing or abseiling.
The lying bastard.
We stomped our way down a fairly
obvious path doing our best to ignore
the various likely-looking gullies which
the book assures us are death traps.
This path then began to climb – highly
suspiciously. The Breche that we were
aiming for curved further and further to
the right and I rounded a small
scrambling section to find what I think I
knew in my heart was always going to
come. Another bloody abseil station.
Ropes out, harnesses out, abseils x 5 for
the sixth time that day.
The rest of the descent was mercifully
rope-free but also mercilessly long (1.5
hrs my giddy aunt!). We fortunately

managed to find the main motorway
back to the Dam before darkness fell
and the rest of walk back to the car was
uneventful with the conversation
mostly revolving on how long
everything had taken, how knackered
we were and how long we had left to
get to the car and whether that Ibex
looked like it was going to have a go at
us.

An unbelievable day for many reasons.
Some of the best views available in the
Chamonix valley and incredible
scrambling/climbing combined with
torturous length and the inevitable faff
of moving as a 5 meant that it was
possibly the best example of type-2
(2.5…) fun I think I’ve ever had. 15
hours car to car for an experience I
don’t think any of us will ever forget.

Car, water, boots off, a little cry and a
fresh t shirt saw us on our way back
home to Chamonix. Grand plans earlier
in the day of beers and burgers in the
sunshine were shelved and we made do
with a panini and half a lager from the
only late-night place still open at
11.30pm.
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WELSH 3,000s

by Ian Moore

featuring Dave Smith

In June 2021 I set off with Dave Smith, a
neighbour of mine (and climbing wall
regular), to complete the Welsh 3000
hiking challenge. We set off in the rain on
the Friday evening to bivvy on Snowdon.
Expecting a large contingent we had
plans to bivvy just away from the summit
but the poor weather must have
deterred many as there was only one
other party outside the station so we
decided to also accept the partial shelter.
It was an horrendous night and the fine
rain penetrated my 35 year old Army and
Navy Gore Tex bag with all the sealing
tape unraveling. That rendered my down
sleeping bag to a squidgy mush. Luckily it
was not too cold. We set off from the
summit at 4.30am along a wet Crib Goch
having had very little sleep. The route was
incredibly very crowded with several
parties coming up the other way. We
headed down to The Pass after hitting the
required summit.
We had booked accommodation in The
Pass so we were able to stop for
breakfast. The weather was now
improving and we set off on the climb up
Elidir Fawr in good spirits. Dave was faster
than me and I had to dig in to keep up.
Age is catching up on me and had me

thinking I should have done this challenge
before retirement age! However I
managed to plod on.
The Glyders were more challenging than
expected as all the tops were in the mist
and it was difficult to see were the true
summits were located so we lost some
time searching. By the time we had
descended the flank of Bristly Ridge and
up and over Tryfan I was really feeling the
pace and struggling.
However, we met our partners with
refreshments on crossing the A5 so I set
off in a better frame of mind up towards
the Carnedds. I made it quite well onto
the plateau and started the long run-in.
Alan Hardie had told us to expect this
stretch to be long and to drag on. The
detour to Bag Yr Elen certainly takes its
toll and the the fast pace in fading light to
bag the last three peaks proved to be a
very long March. At this point there were
several parties racing along together as
we walked above the clouds awaiting the
sunset. We arrived at Foel Fras at 9.50pm,
so the whole challenge took over 17hours.
I felt not too exhausted at this point but
the last 5k down to the car park were
really exhausting. We knew we had to

follow a fence to get safely back. We lost
the path in the dark keeping close to the
fence and got caught up in some waist
high vegetation so the going was very
slow. However, all in all we were pleased
with our time considering the poor
conditions at times and with Dave having
to walk with an old man in myself.
My 35 year old Gore Tex jacket was also a
victim of the very wet night and morning
with more sealing tape peeling off at the
end. Time for new gear for the next
adventure!
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Weekend Warriors
David Simmonite climbing a new route
on D-Day Buttress on Anglesey under
the watchful eye of Vicki Moody. I’m
not sure what he named it, but
‘Fabulous at forty nine years and three
hundred and sixty four days’ was this
editors recommendation at the time.
Photo : Stewart Moody

DYFI
July, 2021
The Dyfi meet (aka Adam’s 40th birthday
bash) saw the club visit mid Wales. We’d be
fibbing if we said that the proximity of the
camp site to the bridleways of Cadair Idris
weren’t part of the reason for choosing this
venue. As luck would have it the weatherman
dealt us a bum forecast on Saturday so the
bikers had to sub out an ascent of Cadair for
the labyrinth of forest trails and singletrack in
the local forests - which was pretty great, and
pretty treacherous too. But enough biking
talk.
As well as accidentally scorching the grass
with some over enthusiastic camp fire action
(that huge cardboard box that Adam’s
birthday balloons came in went up like a
Roman Candle) there was a mass ascent of
the Cwfry Arete (Diff) on Cadair, a hike
around the hills near Dinas Mawddwy ,and
yes you guessed it, there was a BBQ.
We also sounded the alarm and uncorked
Ruth’s emergency gin…though whether it
was an emergency or not is a matter for
debate.

One of many map reading stops in the Dyfi forest
which is criss-crossed by trails and paths.

Lunch atop Cadair
with the locals.

Not quite the kind of biking terrain we signed up for.
Where the hell did the public right of way go?.

Saturday morning saw a wet start, and most were
in no rush to vacate the tents. Another cup of tea?

The high ground
between the
camp site and
Corris.

The birthday boy
and his cake.

Let’s do the time warp, again…

Quite a lot going on here. Keen belaying,
gear jostling, urinating, and spectating.

A stretch of the final descent of the CliMachx
trail in the hills above the camp site.

On Sunday a few of us hiked up Cadair
and then swam in the lake below.

The birthday boy
and his balloons.
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BARRE DES ECRINS
Jon Massey, Ian Moore, Andy Robinson,
Dave Breedon and Alan Hardie
words by Alan Hardie
It is August 1996. The dormitory was quiet but I only slept fitfully. I
was restless, nervous, excited, dreading having to get up.
Suddenly the dormitory door opened and a voice said “Bonjour,
quatre heure!”. The hut sprang into activity. Headtorches on.
People dressing, going upstairs, downstairs, eating a meagre
breakfast at this unmentionable hour, the queue for the toilet.
After the frantic activity we were outside fitting crampons by
4.30am and set of in the procession of headtorch lights down the
path to the Glacier Blanc. We were losing about 100 feet of height
in the process and it would take a couple of hours to regain that on
the flatness of the glacier. The procession of lights trudged on
silently in single file, the pace only being broken as the occasional
crevasse was stepped over. An hour or so later with the first light of
dawn we could see the task before us. The line of walkers had
broken up into smaller groups and the route started to zigzag up
the glacier in response to the increasing angle of slope.
The upward slog was relentless but with all the other groups around
it was rather stop and go. I was concentrating on keeping going
steadily when Jon suddenly announced we should stop, turn left
and up a steep snow slope to the ridge and thence to the summit. I
must confess to not having studied the map a great deal and I
would have followed blindly the others who were just walkers going
to the Dome de Neige des Ecrins at 4,015m.
We however were climbers, the weather was fine, and nothing less
than the Barre des Ecrins (4,102m) itself would suffice! We carefully
stepped across the bergshrund and using ice axe and crampons to
good effect worked our way up the steep slope alongside a fixed
rope to arrive on the ridge at Breche Lory which was narrow
indeed!

Back along the ridge, slowly but surely. However, in due course
we arrived back at Breche Lory and the abseil rope. Ian was
lowered on one of our ropes and he threaded our other rope
through the fixed rope thereby giving us a longer length to work
with. The others then made their way down in deteriorating
weather. It had clouded over and had started to snow. I was last
man and prusikked down the fixed rope. The problem was there
was a number of knots down the length of the rope and at each
one the prusik knot had to be released and slipped over. The
fixed rope was soaking wet and the prusik acted like a wringer as
it slid down, my mitts becoming thoroughly wet in the process.
Once on our rope I abseiled across the bergschrund before
running out of rope. As I untied, I managed to fall over and had to
ice axe brake to prevent a long slide down to the glacier. Looking
back up to the ridge I could see Uli and Helga approaching the top
of the fixed rope as the weather worsened.
We roped up and moved off slipping, sliding in the deep soft
snow. My crampons kept balling up and I had to whack them with
my axe to release the snow. Eventually the slope levelled out and
we reached the glacier proper. We picked up speed and the sun
came out making it extremely warm. As we approached the
Ecrins hut Ian mentioned that he had left some gear in the hut
and needed to retrieve it. The Ecrins hut sits on top of a rocky
buttress some hundred feet above the glacier and none of us
fancied making the journey up only to come back down again. So,
Ian was on his own.
We continued down the glacier leaving Ian to sort himself out.
Eventually we arrived at the Glacier Blanc hut. We rested a while
and it wasn’t long before Ian arrived. He must have really been
motoring and he had managed to collect his gear.
With the team re-grouped we retraced our steps down the side
of the glacier and just as the road head came into view it began
raining. Within minutes it was pouring down and by the time we
reached the car we were soaked. We jumped in the car (all five of
us with rucksacks) and soon arrived back at a rain soaked
Ailefroide campsite.

With Jon, Ian and Andy on one rope and Dave and myself on
another we began picking our way along the ridge. The situation
was quite dramatic, a steep snow slope down to the glacier on our
left and an abrupt rocky near vertical drop on the other. Careful
scrambling was called for, looping the rope over spikes and through
cracks, moving together and then singly as required. We pushed on,
passing occasional climbers coming back from the summit. At one
point a German pair who were holding us up, and a guide with an
Italian client and ourselves were all trying to manoeuvre around the
same piece of rock. The Italian who was returning from the summit
made an awkward move -“Cento Madonna” he breathed with relief
as he grasped a large spike alongside me. His guide came along
unconcerned by it all as if out for a morning stroll. We used this
opportunity to overtake the Germans and continued onwards.
Eventually we arrived at Pic Lory and the ridge eased for the final
scramble to the summit. I was glad to have finally made it and only
stopped on the summit for perhaps fifteen minutes as the others
who had arrived before us were keen to descend. The Germans (Uli
and Helga I had named them, although his name was genuine as
she had been calling him by name, unhappy with the tricky bits on
the ridge) arrived and I took photographs for them as we departed.

The magnificent Barre Des Ecrin. The normal route to the
summit weaves it’s way up and through the crevasses and
seracs to attain the ridge, and summit at the top of this photo.
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BARRE DES ECRINS
Fast forward exactly 25 years from Alan Hardie’s ascent
And the editor of the Faff has been in a Whatapp chat with Karl Stewart
regarding his own ascent of the Barre Des Ecrin, which he hoped to
summit on his birthday with Lucy. Here’s what he had to say about it…
Just back from up high. Walked into Ecrins Hut
late in the day (almost missed dinner) and had a
bit of a scare on the glacial approach, crevasses
everywhere.
Acclimatised on Roche Fourio (3,750m) on first
day, which helped us work out our gear (stupidly
forgot to pack any alpine stuff for this van
adventure, so had to rent boots, crampons, axe,
but was still without ice screws, pulleys and
gloves).
On 2nd day got to the top of Dome de Neige.
Some precarious looking snow bridges on the way
up, and generally consistently exposed. Wind was
quite strong at the top, the Barre in and out of
clouds, a queue just to get onto the ridge, and
lack of warm clothing (gloves especially), and
concern about sagging bridges on return, meant
we decided not to attempt the Barre.
Oh, and no insurance for anything with glacial
approach!
Still a magnificent day to see out my 43rd year,
and still a 4000m peak.
Absolute killer for return journey. Made good
time and all, but followed apparent main track
after the hut back across glacier, but still ended
up in a mess of crevasses.
Rather stressful.
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Go Nice Places, Do Rather Stressful Things

Alpkiteer and Alpinist Karl Stewart wearing
the Qark 580 lumen rechargable headtorch
on the Barre Des Ecrins

Weekend Warriors
Vicki Moody, badgered by her husband
into accompany him on an ascent of
Snowdon via the Llanberris path. Why?
For a cultural experience he said, and
to soak up the sight of the single
biggest summit cairn queue in living
history. They say that if you aren’t part
of the solution, you are part of the
problem. So she neither queued for
the cairn, nor took a selfie near the
summit. Just had a snack and from a
distance stared in awe. What could be
more British than this?
Photo : Stewart Moody

Happy 50th birthday Naomi
Naomi got pretty cold whilst
climbing on her 50th, (much like
her 40th), but at least this time
her jacket was only thing that
was blue. A decade ago, rumour
has it the weather was so bad
on Lliwedd that Naomi herself
turned blue on her birthday
climb!
A lovely little crag near Cnicht
was the target of the day. Had it
been drier, and warmer, it
would have been perfect - but
nothing ventured - nothing
gained. It was fun.
A warming cuppa in a nearby
café and dinner at the Tyn Y
Coed in Capel Curig was a great
way to spend the afternoon.
And then came the pressies! As
well as a few more practical
items, the club sourced a hand
painted teapot.

Congratulations to
Amandeep & Sunny

Naomi got pretty cold whilst
climbing on her 50th, (much like
her 40th), but at least this time
her jacket was only thing that
was blue. A decade ago, rumour
has it the weather was so bad
on Lliwedd that Naomi herself
turned blue on her birthday
climb!
A lovely little crag near Cnicht
was the target of the day. Had it
been drier, and warmer, it
would have been perfect - but
nothing ventured - nothing
gained.

Check out the dress, isn’t it beautiful? It was with great
pleasure that we saw Amandeep marry Sunny in the
first Mercian wedding to be live streamed via YouTube.
Folk gathered in their homes to raise a glass, to toast
the bride and groom, and wish them a lifetime of
happiness together...and a few mountain summits too
we hope…though perhaps not in that dress.

A warming cuppa in a nearby
café and dinner at the Tyn Y
Coed in Capel Curig was a great
way to spend the afternoon.
And then came the pressies! As
well as a few more practical
items, the club sourced a hand
painted teapot.

GILL HEAD FARM
August, 2021
Well, well, well. An August bank holiday where it
didn’t rain every day. What luck. And what a meet.
So much happened. We climbed on Gimmer Crag,
Corvus, Gillercombe Buttress, and in Bram Crag
quarry. Folk hiked up Skiddaw, Blencathra, and
Glaramara. A mass ascent of Sharp Edge took place
on the Sunday. There was time for beers in the Dog
& Gun, possibly the best pub in Keswick. There
were camp fires, BBQs, and trips to the pub down
the road from the camp site when things got a tad
chilly in the evening. And there was the part where
Naomi told us about how she’s had the worst chips
in Serbia. All in all, a meet to remember, as the
photos will testify.
Photo by Simon Young

The sun rises over our glorious camp with very long and
very wet grass. Still, not a terrible view to wake up to.

First there was cackling, and then Fabian fell back in
his chair. Then so too did Zoe. But was she pulled?

Pretty atmospheric
conditions on Sharp Edge
on the Sunday when 13 of
us decided to take in one
of the Lake’s most iconic
ridges.

Corvus.
The walk in to
Gillercombe.

Hiking in the hills north of
the A66 on the Monday.

Sharp Edge

Check out them
posh wellies!

How many strapping young Mercian fellas can
you fit on the back seat of a Vauxhall Corsa?

The Thursday climbing team who
went to Gillercombe Buttress.

Gillercombe

Awwwww!

Derwent water and Keswick from
near the summit of Glaramara.
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Hike
Bike
Climb
Paddle?

It is well known that us Mercians
have always had a wide spectrum
of interests, with club activities
covering everything from the
more traditional climbing and
hillwalking exploits all the way to
canal boating, chip appreciation
and digger Olympics… the list goes
on and on. I’ve been following in
this noble tradition by spending
my pandemic quiet time getting
into a slightly niche new hobby
called packrafting.
For those who’ve not yet heard
me banging on about it, a packraft
is a super-light inflatable raft that
can be used for everything from
wilderness expeditions into the
mountains, hurling yourself down
rapids or strapping a mountain
bike to the front for a multi-sport
adventure. Originally only
intended as a side-line to hiking to

give my ruined plantar fascia (aka
the shit foot) a rest, I’ve become
something of an enthusiast over the
last 12 months and have also
converted new member Matt
Campling to the cause. Together
we’ve been exploring the coastline
and rivers of the UK and started
praying for more rain every time we
go camping.
Packrafts are a relatively new
innovation in the paddlesports
world. The idea was first dreamed
up by a company called Alpacka
Raft, based in Colorado, who
designed them to be super tough
and light for long excursions into
the US backcountry. Lots of other
companies now make and sell
them, including an increasing
number of budget options
(Decathlon are reportedly bringing
their own model to a store near you

Stretching the definition of
‘Mountaineering Club’ even further
with adventures in an inflatable dinghy
Words and photos by Vicky Higgins
Green jacket and blue trousers modeled with aplomb by Matt Campling

very soon), but they are still a
reasonably rare sight in UK waters.
Mine weighs about 3kg and rolls up to
the size of a small backpacking tent,
though that admittedly doesn’t
include the plethora of additional gear
that comes with it – life jacket, paddle,
dry trousers, cag, wetsuit boots,
helmet, throw line, river knife, etc etc.
The result is an incredibly heavy
rucksack and a slightly out of control
gear shopping habit! Despite all the
gear faff it is still many times more
portable and convenient than a
traditional hard shelled boat. You can
carry it on your back, on a bike, on a
train or in a taxi and it takes up
minimal space in the gear cupboard at
home.
The boats themselves are slower and
more susceptible to the effects of
wind than your average kayak or
canoe, but they really come into their
own on fast flowing rivers. Turns out
you can paddle some quite exciting

rapids in them without requiring too
much skill or experience! We have
been trying to improve our skills in
that department (and learn how not
to kill ourselves) by getting some
training under our belts. We attended
a great white water packrafting course
by an outfit called Tirio earlier in the
year. This included tons of useful stuff
including safe raft outfitting, what to
do in the event of a capsize and the
golden rule of navigating rivers – don’t
paddle down anything you can’t
see. There’s lots of new paddling lingo
to learn like Strainer (tree sticking out
into the river) and Hole (water feature
that can suck you in and keep you
there), plus a whole new grading
system for rivers.
These come in grades 1-6, with 1
being moving water with a few small
riffles and 6 being basically un-paddleable by mere mortals. Things are
complicated vastly by ever changing
river levels, so what could be some
amazing grade 3 white water one

week is reduced to a mere trickle after
a spell of hot sunny weather. There’s a
degree of just turning up to have a
look, which in summer can mean a lot
of time spent carrying your boat
around and not doing any actual
rafting due to water conditions.
Despite all that hardship (not to
mention the many swan attacks)
we’ve had some pretty cool
adventures in the last year. Scotland is
the best possible place to take them,
with all its fantastic rivers, coastline
and mountains. Having a portable
boat in your boot really opens up the
landscape in a different way. Absolute
highlights so far include being stalked
by an inquisitive family of seals whilst
paddling off the coast of Assynt, an
epic few days wild camping on the
islands of Loch Maree and boshing
down Grade 3 rapids in blazing
sunshine on the River Findhorn. Turns
out its bloody hard to take any good
photos whilst on moving water, but a
small selection from our adventures
are below.
If you’re interested here are a few
websites where you can find out more
about packrafting and watch some
cool videos:
https://www.alpackaraft.com/
https://packrafteurope.com/
I’d also be more than happy to let you
have a go on my boat some time, just
come and ask on the next Meet!
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HIKE | BIKE | CLIMB | PADDLE
Ok Vicky, for this issue only, let’s add paddle. Who knows what we’ll end
up with in the next issue now we’ve set the precedent. I dread to think.

