
       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

East Grinstead Climbing Club  

Christmas is nearly upon us and EGCC 

would like to wish everyone a happy 

Christmas and a merry new year!  

2008 has been full of surprises, loads of 

climbing (both indoor s and out) and 

some highs and lows.  

This is my first newsletter since the tragic 

loss of our long time member and our 

friend Reg, who will be dearly missed.  I 

donõt profess to ever do as good a job 

as Reg was able to do with the 

ne wsletter or the magazine, but I will try 

my best to keep it up to date, fun and 

informative.   Jim has written a 

wonderful article on page 2 that I know 

and appreciate was very difficult for 

him.  I am sure you will agree though 

that it is a fitting tribute  to such a great 

man.  

Thanks to all of you who have taken 

the time two write articles for the 

magazine, itõs not always easy to take 

time out from climbing and our busy 

schedules to do so, but without people 

like you we would not have a 

magazine, and I am sure that you will 

all agree the effort that goes into 

writing the articles is well worth it and is 

just a small part of what makes our club 

a continued success.  On this note if I 

may ask you all please to try to write 

articles about any climbing you have  

done or indeed anything else that 

Happy holidays from EGCC!  

 would be of interest to others so that 

we may share and enjoy.  Thanks.  

Newsletter poll results:  17 members (or 

honorary members ) replied that they 

were happy to have the newsletter 

and magazine by email on ly, 11 

members have not replied, so unless I 

hear any different or it proves 

unpopular I will send everything by 

email only, and to those who have not 

replied yet I will send a paper copy this 

time and will revert to email next time.  

Once again, if you have any stories, 

articles, or meets you would like to see 

placed into any of the newsletters then 

please email me at:  

andrew -brett@tiscali.co.uk  

Hopefully we will see most of you at the 

Christmas meet, if not, then have a 

wonderful Christmas and a ve ry merry 

new year.  

Letõs hope that 2009 is a great year for 

climbing and having some fun in the 

hills. 

Andrew  

 

 

Snowdonia Christmas meet 2007, 

be prepared for any weather!  

Left: Reg earlier this year  

a t Baggy Point.  

Whatõs on: 

 
13/14th December: 
Club Christmas meal in 
Snowdonia. Itôs nearly time for 
the EGCC annual feast and 
we are delighted to announce 
that our own Blue Cord chef, 
Lars, has once more been 
engaged to tickle and enrage 
your taste buds. Not to be 
missed.  There is talk of 
possible ice climbing if the 
weather permits after the meet 
anywhere in the UK. 
 
January 2009 : 
Ice Climbing TBA 
 
Wednesday nights  climbing:  
Check group emails for weekly 
updates of times and 
locations. 
 
 
 

 

Autumn /Winter Newsletter 2008  
www.eastgrinsteadclimbingclub.co.uk  

In this issue: 
 

A dedication to Reg Clarke  

 

Cragging in the Algarve  

 

Espana 2008, el dia ultimo  

 

Lakes Trip 2008 

 

And much more...  



Jim and his family have requested that donations are made to the following charities:  

UK Mountain Rescue  or  

Chase Childrenõs Hospice  

If you have not yet donated or want to donate more, please visit the EGCC website for links where donations 

can be made.  

Reg Clarke  
 

28/01/1938 ð 16/ 08/2008  

 

Back in August, there was 

universal shock and disbelief 

amongst those that knew him 

that the bundle of enthusiasm 

and energy that was Reg had 

died whilst climbing in the Alps.   

It seemed incomprehensible that 

someone with so much 

experience had been caught out 

by the weather, and certainly 

brought home to me the 

fickleness of the mountains which 

we all enjoy and on which I had 

shared many days with my dad.  

 

As you will all have been aware, 

Reg had been a member of 

EGCC for several years, the last 

coup le of which he took on the 

role of the club magazine editor, 

a role he approached with the 

same vigor  he used whenever he 

took on a task ð as those club 

members (and sometimes ex -

members) will remember from the 

jovial but insistent badgering for 

articles.  He did not however 

restrict his time to this ð he was 

also a very active and key 

member of the West Sussex 

Owners club, and the treasurer 

Horshamõs Scout Fellowship, 

known as Thrust.  He was also a 

passionate skier, and could 

soliloquise for hours on this  ð as my 

mother in law (who really has no 

interest in skiing) found when she 

asked a brief question as to how 

he had enjoyed one particular 

trip.  

Dad has been taking me up into 

the mountains for pretty much as 

long as I remember.  Starting from 

when I was  probably about four, 

camping on the slopes of Cader 

Idris in North Wales, through many 

trips to the Lakes and North Wales 

in my teenage years and beyond, 

then on to Scotland, and finally 

introducing me to the Alps nearly 

20 years ago.   

 

Trips with Reg we re always an 

adventure.  His gregariousness 

meant that you never knew who 

you would meet on the trips.  We 

met the friend who died along 

with him, Joop in just this way on 

my first trip to Chamonix.  Joop 

was camping in the next pitch, a 

typically laid bac k Dutchman with 

an oddball taste in transportation:  

we all got drinking, talking, eating 

more drinking ð a situation which 

continued pretty much for the 

next 20 years.  

 

Climbing wise, it may sound 

surprising, but dad really only 

started rock climbing and serious 

mountaineering in the late 

eighties.  Prior to that, whilst we 

had both spent a lot of time in the 

English and Welsh mountains, it 

was more hill walking and 

scrambling.  Then around the 

same time, I started to rock climb 

and dad started to look tow ards 

the Alps.  Firstly in Chamonix, 

inevitably enough aimed at Mont 

Blanc, then branching out to the 

other peaks around the valley 

and finally on to peaks further 

afield.  He climbed on all seven 

continents fulfilling a wish to climb 

something significant  on each.  

 

Reg was always ready with a 

welcoming hand (and generally 

a welcoming pint or bottle of 

wine).  He was always ready to 

offer advice and help to those 

just starting out in the hills and 

mountains.  He was much fitter 

than many people many years 

younger than him, indeed on 

several occasions I recall him 

coming back off the hills 

festooned with additional 

rucksacks that weaker 

members of the group had 

been unable to continue with.  

He will certainly be sorely 

missed not only within EGCC, 

but also wit hin all the other 

clubs and organisations in 

which he participated.  

Jim 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reg showing Cameron the ropes at 

the last EGCC meet he at tended in 

the Lakes this summer.  



       

 

 

 

 

 

 

came in.  His grand plan was to 

meet up with UK climbers an d 

show them around: the trouble 

was, it didnõt really work out that 

way: he spent most of his time 

taking out beginners, or people 

from the UK who said they could 

do 6a but really meant that they 

had once dogged their way up 

a plastic 6a.  As he talked and  I 

flipped through the topos, one 

crag stood out: the Mirror, 70 m, 

straight into the sea, with several 

routes in range.  After a while he 

realised that I meant it, and off 

we went, with him over the moon 

as no -one else had ever wanted 

to go near the place . 

 

The Sagres area is utterly 

confusing: there are inlets and 

changing angles all over the 

place and the sea seems to be in 

every direction: itõs desperately 

hard to keep your bearings, let 

alone find the top of a crag.  

Pete knew it well, so we were 

soon dropping his 100m abseil 

rope into the sea from three bolts 

sportingly placed over the edge 

of the crag.  On a 70m crag, this 

left 30m in the sea, and rather 

disconcertingly this was drawn 

straight out to sea, bar taught, by 

the current.  Should we fall in , the 

West Coast of Africa would be 

the next stop.  I took 10 of my 

quick draws, 5 of Peteõs and 

headed off over the edge.  

 

As I went I began spotting bolts.  

The rock was covered in 

concretions: small flakes 

seemingly concreted onto the 

underlying rock.  The bolts were 

placed in bits where there 

werenõt any concretions and 

were thus slightly recessed from 

the general surface of the rock.  

They were also about 20 feet 

apart.  After about 50 feet of 

descent, I looked back up and 

realised with a bit of a shoc k that 

I could no longer see the bolts 

that I had found on the way 

down, and that the rock all 

looked the same, universal stuck -

on micro -flakes, just off the 

vertical.  I took out my chalk ball 

Best caption received will be published in 

the next newsletter!  

 

Curious things, sea cliffs:  thereõs 

a big ying and yang thing going 

on there ð sparkly blue waves 

and sunshine on the one hand, 

but imminent drowning on the 

other; perfect rock, but covered 

in sea spray;  easy abseil 

descent, but no viable way out.  

 

The Portuguese have gone 

some way  to solving this, by 

bolting their sea cliffs.  This solves 

some of the problems, but not 

all of them.  First of all, there is a 

small matter of location.  Cabo 

de Sao Vicente is the very south 

west corner of Portugal ð the bit 

where the Atlantic clips the  kerb 

as it turns the corner.  That 

creates currents and big waves 

stirred up by strong winds.   

However, the strong winds keep 

the August sun at bay and the 

general chaotic geography 

usually means that there is 

something to hand in the shade, 

with a cooli ng breeze, or 

sheltered.  

 

I went on a family beach 

holiday to the Algarve, but this 

time vowed to get some 

climbing done.  I met up with an 

Englishman, Pete, who lived out 

there, running climbing courses 

for surfers and met him in the 

Dromedario café in Sa gres.  Itõs 

a pretty standard climbersõ and 

surfersõ bar with a routes book 

stuffed full of meaningless topos.  

You needed to know where the 

crags were to make sense of 

them, and thatõs where Pete 

and splattered all the rock 

around the next bolt with chalk 

to  mark it, and did the same all 

the way down.  It didnõt make a 

bit of difference.  

 

30 feet above the sea, I found a 

3 feet by 9 inch ledge with two 

bolts: clearly home for the next 

half an hour or so.  I clipped in, 

clipped the rope to the belay, let 

go of  it and considered my 

predicament.  40 feet above me 

was a huge roof: our intended 

route stepped over it where it 

finally merged back into the 

crag.  30 feet below me, a deep, 

turquoise blue swell boomed into 

the crag and sucked the abseil 

rope out to sea.   I pulled the rope 

up and shortened it.  The rock 

was dripping wet.  The first 50 feet 

of the route was soaked with 

spray and condensation.  Not 

good.  Still, the abseil rope hung 

close to the line and I could put 

a shunt on it as a runner until I 

reached  the first bolt, which was 

about 20 feet away.  

 

Pete came down and joined me 

and muttered dark things under 

his breath.  With a big smile I 

explained Plan A (the shunt) and 

Plan B, to prusik back up the 

abseil rope (still clipped to the 

belay).  Plan C was  swim for a 

fishing boat.  Plan C was wrong in 

so many ways.   

 

I am usually fastidious about 

drying and cleaning my shoes: 

this time I didnõt bother and set 

off, picking the most positive of 

holds and sliding the shunt up the 

abseil rope beside me.  The ro ck 

here was a dark red limestone, 

clean and solid.   At the first bolt, I 

took the shunt off the abseil rope 

and headed for the second bolt, 

level with the overhang.  I skirted 

around the overhang and into a 

whole new dimension for sport 

routes.  

 

Sport rou tes are mainly dull, like a 

dot -to -dot puzzle.  Just work 

away until you can tell what it is.  

There are very few that are really 

 
Cragging in the Algarve   



Wishing you a Happy Christmas  
 

      

 

 

 

 

What do you call a person who is 

afraid of Santa Claus?  

 

Claustrophobic!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 

 

  
Please email Trevor at 
trevor@aha-ltd.co.uk   
if you have or see any 

problems with the Yahoo 
group mailing or the website 

memorable for their climbing.  

People talk about sport routes by 

their grades, but trad routes by 

their names.  Tell someone t hat 

youõve done Dream of White 

Horses, Cenotaph Corner, Vector, 

Comes the Dervish, Downhill 

Racer, Right Wall or any number of 

others and there will be a 

connection and understanding of 

the history and spirit of the 

climbing involved.  Tell someone 

that yo uõve done a 5c, 6a, 6b, 6c 

or 7a sport route and thereõs not 

much to talk about.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This one was different ð the bolts 

were so far apart and tucked 

away that you couldnõt see the 

next one until you were quite 

close.  Secondly, because of the 

flaky  nature of the rock the route 

weaved this way and that.  All in 

all, it was more like a trad route, 

with decent run -outs and careful 

route finding.  The rock dried out 

level with the overhang and the 

climbing became immaculate.  

The route followed a crack for a 

bit, before moving off to the left 

along a finger edge and up the 

sheet of concretion flakes.  

 

It went on and  on and when I 

finally pulled over the top, I was 

grinning from ear to ear.  By the 

time Pete arrived at the top, he 

was beaming too, but I w as 

shivering in the wind and wished I 

hadnõt lent him my jacket. 

Committee Contacts:  
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Page 2  

We were both awestruck at the 

quality and position of the route: 

there are trad routes there too, 

which go at E3 5b ð 

protectionless, route finding 

nightmares no doubt, but put up 

by an Engli shman like almost all 

of the routes hereabouts.  

 

After this we went to another 

crag ð another sea cliff ð like 

Pembroke with bolts but without 

the boulder fields at the bottom.  

Nice, but back to the same old 

finger wrenching dot -to -dot.  Is 

there much to do?  Just a bit, 

enough for about a lifetime ð 

and if you fancy a few routes of 

your own, the crag in this photo 

has three routes on it and is 

about 80 feet high.  The Jingo 

Wobbly guidebook to Portugal 

acknowledges Cabo de Sao 

Vicenteõs existence ð it bas ically 

says ôthere is some climbing and 

DWS hereõ, but after that, youõre 

on your own.  It doesnõt even get 

the name of the café right.  

Adrian Botting  



And a Merry New Year  
 

 
Espana 2008, el dia ultimo  

 

Derek and I were on the last 

day of our regular November 

trip to Spain. A weeks great 

climbing had brought us to 

three previously unvisited crags, 

including a day trip to the 

conglomerate of Panoche in 

Murcia, which was very 

different from the usual Costa 

Blanca limestone. Also we had  

successfully tackled the superb 

mountain route that is a 

combination of Aristotoles and 

Espolon Pepsi on the awesome 

mountain of Puig Campana.  

 

A good finish to our week was 

definitely needed, something 

different, something 

challenging, something to live  

up to the previous 5 days.  

 

So it was to be òRowlands 

Magical Mystery Touró A sea 

level traverse on Sierra de Toix 

that has been on the to do list 

for some time.  

 

The adventure starts early, we 

lose the approach path, but this 

is just a temporary blip an d we 

soon reach the cliff top abseil 

point. The decision is made to  

leave the abseil rope in place, 

just in case there is need for a 

discreet retreat, which of us 

might make the free ascent by 

prussic was left for later 

discussion!  So over the edge to 

a  spectacular 50 metre free 

abseil on a single half rope and 

we commit to climbing the rest 

of the route on our remaining 

half rope. The abseil takes us to 

a ledge just above sea level 

having past some decidedly 

dodgy looking old ladders. This 

place is trul y beautiful, and very 

tranquil with barely a ripple on 

the water.  

 

 

Four sea level pitches and some 

scrambling later and we are 

belayed at the base of the final 

òescapeó pitch, 40 metres of 

Spanish grade 5, ( VS 5A). The 

belay is in a shallow depression 

and consists of two ESPõs 

(environmentally sensitive 

protection). Basically a metal 

tube and plastic washer 

inserted into the rock which 

takes a number three nut. This 

does not fill us with to o much 

confidence; nevertheless Derek 

produces yet another stylish 

lead and we escape to retrieve 

our gear. Definitely another fine 

day, and as we return, plans 

are already being made for 

next year. The route is 

thoroughly recommended.  

Harvey    

 

 

Now, is that an awful lot of quick 

draws or is that a ladder?  



Lakes 2008  

òHi Vojta, how are you? ò 

òAll right, how are you, Jim? ò 

òOk, where are you? ò 

òStill at home, waiting for you to 

tell me when to come. ò 

òOh, I thoughtéò 

òOh, I see! Well I thoughtéò 

 

 
 

 

 

After a somewhat typical start I 

managed to get to Regsõ house 

about an hour later, just after 

6pm, stuffed my over packed 

luggage into Jimõs already 

overflowing car and readied 

myself for the long journey. We 

entered the kitchen for a cup of 

tea and to ha ve some biscuits 

ready for the off..  

 

We got stuck in a traffic jam on 

the M25 by 7:30, but leaving 

London behind, the roads 

opened wide and clear -ish all 

the way to our destination ð the 

glorious Lakes. Unremarkable 

journey, as motorway trips tend 

to be , finally finished late at 

night in a campsite Reg and 

Jim had found, out of necessity, 

last year and which we really 

liked. Our last yearõs pitch had 

been already taken and so we 

set our three residences next to 

its occupants and, after light 

dinner, went  to bed.  

 

Our surprise in the morning was 

to see who our camping 

neighbours would be.  Charlie 

with his very energetic son 

Cameron joined us for 

breakfast, necessary planning 

for the sunny day and waiting 

for Martin. Only after his arrival 

had we realized that, we really 

ought to pack up our gear, if 

we want to do any climbing. 

Luckily, helping to park the 

campervan and make it flat, 

just like Martin likes it, gave us 

plenty of time to do so and we 

were ready to head off for 

Shepardsõ Crag soon-ish. 

 

Saturday came out as a truly 

beautiful day. Not too hot, but 

still very pleasantly warm; sunny, 

but with some clouds to make 

the sky more interesting and 

topped with a light breeze to 

cool us down on the tops of 

climbs. Driving along the shore 

of Derwent Water we had time 

to take in the beauty of the hills 

mirrored in the glistening 

surface of the lake. Lots of 

bikers, cyclists and walkers on 

the narrow twisty road made 

the short drive interesting for 

drivers too. Reaching the car 

park at the High Lodore Farm 

ne xt to Borrowdale Hotel, we 

didnõt have to pay for parking, 

but felt obliged to spend some 

pennies in the farmõs tea room. 

And so we had our second 

breakfast. While I was making 

my sugar level go disturbingly 

high, Cameron was whizzing 

around on little plas tic tractors, 

broken bikes and other typical 

farm machinery. Still, we came 

for climbing, not to be stuffing 

our tummies and soon we were 

off.  

 

Setting fresh pace, our group 

was passing not crowded, but 

still a rather busy, line of 

Shepherdõs Crag until we got 

almost to the end of it ð to the 

Brown Crag. Starting on a slope 

among trees, the top reaching 

a few metres above the tree 

tops, there are two faces.  

Facing west is very steep, 

almost overhanging Brown 

Crag Wall with a couple VS and 

HVS climbs, but mo stly E routes. 

Round the corner on its right 

hand side, there is a more 

slabby Brown Slabs face with 

mostly VD climbs. Jim started 

warming up on popular Brown 

Slabs Direct. Pleasant and easy 

V. Diff, going straight up and 

moving slightly rightwards 

towards  the top, gave him no 

trouble and only made him slow 

down to put in some protection. 

Closely after Jim, Martin was 

pulling the rope up Brown Slabs. 

A nice Diff climb was no match 

for him and after some 

photogenic crossing of Jimõs 

line he soon reached the top. 

As there effectively were only 

five belaying, we had to climb 

in groups of three and so Reg 

and I followed Jim as a three 

whilst Charlie and Cameron 

used Martinõs rope. 

 

After a slippery descent, I had 

been volunteered for leading 

òa route to test the aspirant VS 

leaderó ð Brown Slabs Crack. 

Putting the two pitches 

together, I found the corner a 

bit trickier than expected 

although climbing its more 

overhanging part proved to be 

the right way. The very polished 

and slippery finishing slab was 

nicely to pped with a couple of 

crimps just good enough to get 

me past it and after some 

huffing and puffing I was setting 

a belay on the top. Seconding, 

Reg only took a brief moment 

to enjoy the smoothness of the 

slab and Jim was seemingly 

having fun getting around  a 

huge stump, which is somewhat 

blocking the middle of the 

climb. Because we had to 

share this bit of rock with a 

school trip and were after 

something a bit more 

challenging Reg decided to 

take Charlie and Cameron to 

have some fun on Little 

Chamonix. Jim had chosen a 

two star MVS Brown Crag Wall. 

Starting in the easiest looking 

part of the wall it is now rather 

polished and the 4b start isnõt as 

easy as it looks and proved to 

be quite strenuous. Pushing on 

Bowderstone , a unique sight  



through the second pitch Jim 

set a tree belay and let Martin 

to finish the straightforward 4a 

last pitch.  

 

Back down I was being strongly 

tempted by Conclusion. This 

two star HVS 5b was looking 

very interesting apart from the 

beginning being reasonably 

easy. After a bit of 

encouragement I cheated a 

little  and got my first protection 

in before starting the route. I 

suspect I might had have mixed 

the start with neighbouring 

Evolution (E2 5c), or at least that 

is my excuse! The holds on the 

side of the corner are tiny and 

sharp, so should be easy 

enough. Howe ver, many 

people can get on this bit even 

when they canõt get past it, so 

itõs incredibly polished and 

slippery. By the time I got into a 

little alcove, to catch my 

breath, Iõd used half of my gear 

despite being only about 5 

metres off the ground. The 

following corner turned out to 

be a V -groove and was 

gradually easing off, but I ran 

out of steam and gear at a 

junction with Brown Slabs Arête. 

By this time Reg and Cameron 

decided that watching my 

struggle was no longer fun and 

set off for a walk back to the  

campsite, all the way around 

the Derwent Water and over 

the tops of surrounding hills. I 

managed to set up a belay 

and watched Martin battling his 

way up. He passed me and 

belayed me and Charlie to the 

top. Although I was told how 

impressive my performanc e was 

I took ages to get up and the 

route managed to exhaust 

Charlie and Martin enough to 

make them head back to start 

cooking supper.  

 

 
 

 

 

Jim and I were still hungry for 

more and because the sun was 

still reasonably high in the sky 

we stopped at Little Chamonix 

on the way to the car. 

Chamonix area is, unlike the 

rest of Shephardsõ crack, fully 

open with only a few trees at 

the foot of the crag. It is also, in 

my opinion, the most impressive 

part of the crag ð large spiky, 

aiguille li ke slabs offer 

interesting climbs of varied 

difficulties with a lot of exposure 

and topped with completely 

flat grassy area called 

Belvedere.  

 

Deciding to let me lead the 

final pitches, Jim set off the fairly 

easy first and second pitches, 

which were effectively just a 

scramble to a nice big tree 

used as a belay point. After that 

it becomes interesting ð first I 

needed to walk up a huge 

block and  then, pressed low by 

the overhanging wall a had to 

get over a wide gap onto 

another boulder, while having 

the wide open valley right 

underneath. It took me a while 

before I got the right sitting 

down, technique to get across 

and realized that exposure 

rea lly does make you a bit 

more apprehensive. Clutching 

the rock tight, I managed to 

swing over the edge of 

Belvedere and belayed Jim 

from a tree. It was getting late 

and so we packed up and 

joined the rest for a supper and 

a bit of evening wine.  

 

On Sunday morning weõd finally 

met Regõs last yearõs night 

companion ð the campsite cat. 

This year, for some reason, she 

wasnõt so friendly. Maybe 

because this time, Reg was 

actually closing his tent for the 

night and putting leftovers and 

food into a cool box . 

Because we all needed to 

leave during afternoon, the 

decision was made to go to 

Bowderstone Crag because the 

approach isnõt too long and the 

Bowderstone is a unique sight. 

The stone was easy to find, 

being at the end of the only 

road leading from the Natio nal 

Trust car park. Just like proper 

tourists, we had photos taken, 

while standing all around and 

on the top of the stone and 

tried some of the bouldering 

problems. Lack of success was 

blamed on inappropriate 

footwear.  

 

Trouble started when we were 

looking  for the way to the crag. 

In the growing time pressure the 

group headed straight through 

the wood and stones towards 

any rock face we could find. 

Reaching one wasnõt very 

helpful, however.  

 

It was only after some running 

up and down along the crag 

that w e realized where we 

were. The nicest looking routes 

were all E4 and higher and so 

apart from Martin and Charlie 

bravely setting off up Wodensõ 

Needle (V. Diff), one of the few 

easier routes around, weõd 

moved a bit further to spend 

our day playing at Bowde rstone 

Pinnacle. This pleasant and 

easy Diff climb, which is 

interesting enough to be 

awarded two stars starts among 

the mossy and shady bottoms 

of trees, with the top reaching 

high above the treetops. First up 

Little Chamonix  



was Jim, leading the way to the 

first, very c omfortable, belay. I 

climbed most of the pinnacle 

by making the mistake of not 

reading the guidebook 

properly. That nearly sent me off 

to the wrong one of two 

buttresses on the top. Because 

we had plenty of rope, in the 

end I found myself on the top of 

the  pinnacle with Jim, Reg and 

Cameron having to abseil 

down a rather dodgy looking 

gulley round the back of the 

crag. With our rope pulled 

through a bundle of countless 

slings left behind by previous 

climbers. All four of us made our 

way down the pinnacle in to the 

gulley and down the rope after 

a lot of fuss. Cameron became 

surprisingly worried about the 

descent idea at the top, even 

after having no problems with 

climbing all the way up. It was 

therefore a bit unexpected to 

have him wanting to go up 

again. Th is time I led the first 

pitch to allow Martin to finish 

the route. Charlie was following 

up with Cameron and picked 

up the gear.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The whole descending 

adventure was there all over 

again, and, not even this time 

had we had enough . Because 

the time was running out, I 

decided to do the HS direct 

start and so allowing Reg to 

lead the rest of the climb. I 

wouldnõt call the direct start 

difficult, more likely strenuous. 

What it certainly did though, 

was to spice the route up a bit 

so it wouldnõt get boring. By the 

time we managed to get 

ourselves back down it was 

getting really late and so weõd 

packed up and set off for a 

journey home.  

 

This yearõs Lakes trip was, at 

least for me, probably the most 

looked forward to meet, 

because of t he great success of 

the last years . When we were 

setting off, I was feeling a bit 

disappointed ð we went only for 

two days and there werenõt 

many people coming.  

However, during the weekend, I 

have completely changed my 

mind. It was shorter than last 

year,  but we had more 

climbing days, we had no rain 

and because there were only 

six of us, the whole thing got this 

nice very family like feeling to it.  

All in all, I would call it a great 

success and one of the best 

meets of this year.  

Vojta  

 

So, who will be there in 2009?  

Ed. 

Wodens Needle  

Due to a technical error in Vojtas 

images, I have to apologise that the 

photos in this article are plainly and 

purely stolen from Google Images ð 

thanks Google! Bet no one noticed 

though �-   Ed. 


