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[WARNING FROM]

H.M. GOV.T. DEPT.OF ENJOYMENT SANCTIONS MEMO

No .0743293/A
RE. DRINGO .

This publication is scadalous.lt depicts,in clear terms
and understandable wording (something which H.M. Silly
Service forms and confusion sect. cannot tolerate),
enjoyment in one of its' most abhorent states.It seems
todays montaineering student (clearly a contradiction in

" terms) will stoop toextremely low depths to obtain satis
-isfaction.

What is worse in our departments eyeg is that after

' experiencing such self-indulgent happiness spersons (un-

named) set forth to visibly infleuence others by way of
the printed word .Clearly ,if people are to remain under our

control they must not be allowed any form of enjoyment.

- It is therefore with great pleasure ,and by the power
in my vest,sorry invested in me,that I fine this production
the sum of one bag of marbles (or equivalent in lire if
applicable) and bucket of curried sea water.

Yours in sillyness,
S .Megg(M.a.)
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Dear Readerg,
I received the above tied to a rotting sea-
gull thrown through my door.I think everyone should read it,
think about it, then ignore it.
'Ead 'Itter.

AT LASTY Editor of the'ﬁaé has benn given a committee
position.-We are now set to take over where Pigeon fanciers
c¢lour supplement left off.That is we are publishing in B& W.

- As usual trying to prise (or prize)articles out of
People was like trying to get drink out of a President .
Heres' hoping that future editor will hawe more luck; just
remember y;no articles no magazine .Probably the best idea is
to keep an Editorial ice-axe especially sharp (Intimidating
would-be writers)for the purpose of procuring articles.I
seriously hope,however, that Dringo will continue to be
published-despite the hard work it means for everybody ;the
hardest work being for the bone-idle climbers to wrench them
selves away from guidebook browsinggé A ';rCPEr)JJL}p%ii;
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A’ yellow and red streak flashed down Penglais Hill

at 85 m.p.h. one dark Thursday night in December, Was
it another U.F,0.,0r had the brakes failed on Little
Pete's Mini again? As it screamsd to a halt outside
._the Pier with two traffic bollards wedged under the
front bumper and a policeman clinging onto the roof
aerial like grim death it became apparent it was the
latter..The august(l know I said December,look it up
in the dictionary.) vehicle then disgorged two bedrag-
-gled figures onto the pavement-Pete and Chris had
arrived back in Aber in their own inimitable style.
They strolled into the back bar to be confronted
by the club President,Head in hands,slumped in a chair.
"Oh God Jerry,you've not been at the scotch”ﬁéﬁﬁ:?
gingers again?"
The President hurriedly staggered to his feet ang
passed a weary hand across his bhoodshot eyes.,
: "What time is’the tranny leaving tommorow?"they
1nnocently inquired,
At this Jerry slowly backed into a corner of the
room holding a chair defensively against his person,
"Err........well lads,it's like thisYhe stammered,

"there's been a slight hitch,"
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Two minutes later a bleeding and bedraggled figure
emerged from the back door closely followed by & hail
of ashtrays and beerpots,alarge number of Anglo-saxon
expletives and two irate climbers,

So began the clubs annd;l christmas epice.

By no means were the épics confined to walking and
climbing in the Scottish Hills. The Mac. to Dolgellau
road,the M6,the A74 and all the other Scottish roads
provided their fair share of exitment/terror/laughter
and stained grunds. One of the boobs most treasured by
the survivors of the journey was the qccaision when
two happy(?) hours were spent outside a petrol station
in Sub-zero temperatures only to be confronted by a
large notice bearing the message "Sorry-No Petrol",

To make use of a popular cliche Geoff and Neil were

»
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not pleased,in fact they were so unpleaseiﬂghat I aryt-
—ved in Scotland looking as though I had ‘gone 15 round
-s with Muhammed Ali, encased in a stgaightjacket.

We arrived at the hut about %hB,bléa§§—eyedand weak

in limb,with brain cell/cells very fatiued after about

\9

17 hours travelling., Crossing the wire bridge gave us
one of our most amusing,and Neilone of his most pain-
full,moments of the week (see the slides if you get
heltr = chance.). Geoff,Neil and I began poking around
the hut,and so began the saga of the mantles,which
commenced with a sprint down the "path"from the hut
10 miles of rally driving, many minutes of swearing,

two trips to Nevisport,another two trips down the
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path and many Basil Fawlty incantations and ended with
threats to precipitate me at some velocity into the
river Nevis.,

Perhaps the most frightening moment was...no,it wasn't
Neil and Jerry in a near whiteout on Binnein Mor, nor
watching a certainfclimber when you were holding the ot
-~her end of his rope, neifher was it polybagging up the
road at 30 m.p.h. being towed by an inebriated Matt,
not even that of Neil penduluming 40ft on verglassed
rock whilst belayed to a small 'curver', or even C.J.

'crampaning confidently up Perfect Wind Slab on Am Garbh
 -anach. For me sand I'm sure for all the others present
s the moment so awesomely terrifying that I have to
change my grunds every time I think of it, was when a
certain climber of less than average stature knocked
over a scotsmans pint in the pub-gasp,shock,horror.This
sacriligious,nay,sucicidal, act wag. immediatly followed
by a stunned silence and communal trembliﬁg“émongst the
other unfortunates pmsent. By a supreme act of cowerdice
we all managed to escape fﬂe bwner of the pint and we

all lived to drink/climb/bone/crater/lob/fall off anoth

-er day.

Here endeth the gospel of St., Peter the Piss,Sorry
Pious.

P.S: We did a bit of climbing as well.

1ie

C. 5 ASPRIN_MOTION
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1978 was a bad year for British Moﬁntaineering—u
Nick Estcourt was tragically killed, Vaughan fell off Lo
-ckwoods, Chris Bonington's expedition on K2 failed, it
was a disastrous Alpine season,and worst of all, the
legendary Redbourn chalk quarry was closed and converted
into an industrial toxic waste pit. At the time there
were those who said that this latter ocurrence would not
substaptially alter the charecter of this renowned crag,
considering the sanitary behaviour of the local climbers
but for the mystical "Herts chalk man" (immortalised in
Professor Winifield-Phellons' excellent book "Pic du

Dunstable North Wall Diretissima-My Way.") it was a.very

blgpk day indeed. Sadly this legendary (and regrettably,

dying) breed of climber was forced to practice his art
on the lesser outcrops of Helsby,Tremadoc,Craig—y—Fbrwyn
Harrisons and even the Roaches(that chalkmans nightmare)0
Despite‘the fact that some satisfaction, and indeed plea
-sure was gained on the delectable slopes of Aiguille
Consti, true utopia for-ghe~"Herts chalk man" was eventu
-ally discovered amongs%’ghe mind-blowing vertiéalities
of the Colney Heath Railway Bridge. This magnificent
crag, undoubtedly the finest in all Britain, is Romantic
-ally situated below the quaint A6426 alongside the
idyllic St, Albans-Hatfield disused railway. Here,rising
from an unbroken sea of nettles, old prams, piles of dog

turd, broken bottles and old car doors, rise the tremendus
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faces of black, shiny, soot-encrusted brickwork, seamed
with vertical cracks and chimneys and bulging with treme
-ndous overhangs, aretes ,corners, buttresses and rusty
gas mains. ¥

The crag was discovered by the famous Prof. Winfield-
Phellon, who, when totally piséed one night, plunged his
equally famous car through the railings and down the
embankiment alongside the said railway bridge. Wiping the
‘blood from his Specs. he gazed in amazement through the
. broken windscreem at the awesome precipices that were
s1lhouetted against the clear night sky. He then turned
and shook the drunkerd lying prostrate on the back seat,
‘"This is it" he cried exc1ted1y"-Jerusalem'",(at least
that's what I think he said.) - thus the new mecca of
the Herts chalk man was born. On being released from
Hospital, intensive exploration began until now, two
years later, there are five fine routes, all of them cl
-assics of there grade.

The first route - a layback crack all og 180 inches
high - was first ascended by none other than Mr, B, Jack
-son (of Valeries Rib-in-therain and Pyrenean cycling
tours fame.) During an epic first ascent all possible
techniques (and some impossible ones.) were used until
eventually this 15ft. classic succumbed to combined
tactics in order to reach the finishing jug (in this
case a handily placed gas-pipe). The route was called
Curving Crap,after aﬁ unusually large turd at the bottom
present at the time of the first aséent and must not be
confused with a similarily named but vastly inferior

Snowdonian boulder problem.
| fiat
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The second route, Groin Strain (7o,Extremly Silly), is
a complex problem in bridging and trouser ripping and was
named after an unfortunate incident on the first ascent
involving none othe than myself, (N.B. I would recommend
all subsequent ascentionists to wear the specially design
-ed Whillans Truss, which, if used correctly now renders
the route completly harmless.)

The third route, and undoubtedly the classic of the
crag is Shiteron (1b-Very Chossy. )o Like it's not dissimi
-laly named Tremadoc counterpart the grading of this ruoute
has proved to be extemely oontraveréial0 Although most
well known authorities consider it to be just Mederate,
Mr, Don Rampage, the infamous Yorkshire mountaineer,
adamantly maintains that it is in fact a testing severe.
Incidently, this route is normally covered in pigeon
shit. '

Two other routes are worthy of mention - "Bleeding
Crack" (affectionateely known as "once a monthz) was named
after an eérly'attempt had resulted in an unfortunate
encounter with a broken bottle at the bott@mo Finally the
-re is "Traverse of the Sods" (4C Very Painfull - especia
~1ly if you fall off into yhe brambles.) - a strenuous
exercise in fingernail traversing. This route is another
delectable creation of Prof. Winfield-Phellon, that
grand old man of the chalk Eigerwands, now in the autumn
of his illustrious career and yet still guiding the
hordes of eager climbers that regulaly flock to the St.
Albans area since it was opened up as a major climbing
dentre, In the 6th volume of his last guidebook B.Jackson
raghly stated that "the crags have at last reached full

maturity" and that "no new routes are physically possiblej
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and yet,even as you rgad Prof. W-P, humbly aided by his
trusty(?) second (myself) remains tirelessly at work on his
next astonishing route - Route X on Hidden Choss Buttress
(so called-becauseof the height of the brambles around it.,)
Desplte the fact that 101b sledgehammers, chisels ,ladders,
expansion bolts and skyhooks have been used, the route
is said to be ethically very pure, although it's location
remains a secret at the ptesent.,

Commenting in the New York Times, from his luxurious
" T.C.E. penthouse apartment, Prof, Winfield-Phellon stated
that Route X, together with The Great Arete on Consti.,
_represent the greatest challenges left to world mountain
-eers, and that when he has succesfully climbed both he
will retire and devote the rest of his time and tromendous
energy to the foundation of a world-wide "Save-the Mini-
Cooper" fund, a cause he has vigorously supported since

the tragic demise of his own lovable vehicle,

o
—— —

( In order to avhid any potential libel actions the

author wishes to remain anonymous.)
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Vggrthe earlJ:mornLug rays of their way
through the walls of the X-Aber Hut,I pulled myself out of
my pit and climbed down the steps for a brew, only
that Dave Butler had been considerate enough to Throw up al
over my rucksack, Nice boy, eh!

A few minutes later I am on the road in Capel Curig,
where, unbeknowm to me, Geoff passed me on his way to "Eric
sale: "I'd recognise those kegs mnywhere",he commer:ted

L]
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T set out to hitch over th Llanberis t® meet Ding at Pen
Ceunant, and soon a c&r pulled up; " Hey Up, you bugger!
where are go;ng?"oThe familiar voice of Barry Clarke Chatte
away as we drove up to the door of the hut, Walking inﬁlgéﬂ
see Smeg and Tom having a brew, and my heart nearly stopped
when 1 heard the words; "Ding?, oh,he's on the Mot."

Shit§ Ding was on the Mot already, the bastard had
double—crossed me, I ran down the hillto the village and
set a fast pace up the pass with my thumb out. What's
wrong? Why no 1ifts? Do I smell? I pass theVahol, still
walking and still sWearing loudly. My emotions were burst-
ing.....all these weekends away and on the one DRY one he
goes off with Jaimie to do OUR route.

By the Grochan now, The idea of soloing the first pitch
to catch him up comes to mind, Surely it's only 4b, The Mo
comes into sight, and.....'"oh hell", My mind goes numb'and
[ stop in my tracks as 1 see TWO unmistakable figures alre:

dv an the first pitch of our Troute.
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errupts with the sound of "Smegma", Ian and the C.M.C. had
arrived and with unhelpfull comments from Tom, stood firmly
on the ground below. I reach to so-called mantle-shelf in
desperation, From here the difficulties ended, and a good
job too, as I look back to the runnerless rope leading

down to Geoff,

As we move up th the final crack the others are seen at
the foot of the crag. The impetus gone, I set to the last
pitch about which I'd heard so much. A move up,and a suprise
It's easy, and I8m soon pullimg up the rope for Geoff. We
race down to the others,smiles all round. It worked out best

for all. A great route, a great cragoc..s. the best,

PETER STORM CAGoULS + OTHER
OUTOOT L SER R

CHALYBEATE STREET




We started to climb with Pete leading fast, finding belay:

slowly, and me following. Nééring the end of the climb above

SEPE e
the crucial ice pitch, the spindrift was blinding me, whilst

ONCE

Once  upon a time, on a fine day,(well it was clear
but monkeys.) two idiots decided to climb Bast Gully on
Cader Idris.

It was only 8,30 a,m. and the yellow peril was playing

.up. It didn't even reach T.C.E. from Penbryn before the fan

belt departed. Half an hour was spent with Pete replacing
the belt, while I tried to look as if T was helping. We
‘eventually reached Idris Gate and departed at 10 a.m. for

the Cwm, This we reached in due time, where the wind

the ice chips from my axe were blinding Pete above., Lips
were swollen, hands were cold and we were miserable. (guess
who left his overgloves in his rucksack@) :
Pete grovelled over the chock-stone near the top,I foll=-
owed grovelling equally badly, if not worse, then lead
through to and under the cornice. I was knackered,l could
hardly lift the axes up, and almost ran over the gap in the
cornice with the joy of getting out of the wind-channal,The

wind was so strong it was like leading with a top-rope,the

{

rope surmounted the cornice long before I did., Pete follow
really hit us, and this combined with fantastically hard

snow floored us both, and the party behind us, several
times.

-ed ‘quickly andifook & few photographs of frozen smiles,
Back in the Cwm again, Pete started complaining about
nis ears being covered ih Ice. I took off my gloves and to

We decided to gear up by the lake,which went well until
the wind startéﬂ my helmet down the snow with Pete in hot
pursuit, The helmet won by miles and skidded across the
frozen sd}faée gf the lake and into the water., We peesumed

that was the last of it, but no, it was made of sterner

my revulsion they were frozen solid, like lumps of meaFn
Could this be frost-bite-surely not. (And guess who had left
his balaclava in his pocket!)

On the way back Pete's lugs had statted to swell up and
ty the time we had reached the Skinners at Machynllath i?
stuff- fibreglass with absorbed foam lining. When we last looked as if they had an elephant as well s er0c§?i%es in
i i W&y across and going strong. the bar, At this stage I noticed 4 fingers were stllL»numb =
3 Sh ik O finding it 'we waniered over to the and proceeded to coock them by the fire ( spot‘the brain oe}i,
s W s ies s i Pete bravely Numbness in lugs and fingers continued next day and both
fell in trying to retreive it, Because the foam had
absorbed so much water I put a hat on underneath it -

this may well have saved my ears,

. 4 4 + e
intrepid idiots went to the doctors. Pete also went to th
- v E
hospital due to ears cozing puss all night, They continued tc
o J v E .
: - - : a _t_l «’
drip for a day or so before they too peeled. In the hospital

. & _
great attention was paid, because everybody wanted to see
g t Len :
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"I don't care for a 2-bog-anne

I don't like 2 bob-sleigh

what frostbite looked 1likel
It would certainly appear that Eagt Gully has got it

b Zor the Aber M.C. (a bit like C.A,B., I wonder?t )

But polly bag I'm her man

On a snowy day,"

4 ( from the master bagger’s chant)

Enough! No jokes. Come - let us away my love, let us lie

close for a whilw, let us take a trip, a ride. -

Hold still my orange steed! "Julian - grab that corner,'

Steady, steady, on your knees, now fully abased; laid low in

1‘ the service of lunacy. The polythene sheet/ship ready for the

launching, mittens both biting the bows and the plastic rib-
cage keel in contact with the slipway snow, The laced-on
shoving blocks finally raised, oddly airbourne boots,

0K, = Pushiv

And she's off, sliding slowly, dragging, Damn! she's going

to die on me., No, she's into the smooth groove and gathering

speed. Cresta run here we come, exponential excitment curve,
It's quite fast, In fact it's more tha just quite fast,it's
A really fast, Helll - it's bloody fast. At this speed a rock

could lay you open. A survival bag - hahl A friction fighter
in full flight., Restricted falling in the arms of planet

mass, a captive of gravity's greed, It's getting warm.

. o




Accelerate/Exhilerate, It's getting hot. This high speed
Chicht caress might burn through and take something valuable
with it. The Snow-queen, the slope slave, ploughing out
unevenness and leaping undulations; ice-spray stinging and
mounds followed by a kick in the sternum; bump: gasp: bump.
Blind and prone, doing over 20 m.p.h. - mad polythene huttl-
ing, the white hill thrill making a take-over bid for sanity.
Viva sex, drugs and adenalinl

Then grip—élip, slide-slide and off into a tumbler's
iravesty. A bundle of body momentum bowled into a localised
shower of snow. Bounce, roll, roll, bounce, somersault,head-
bteak and stope.

Iimbs scattered, lung waves beeaking and dragging at high
speed, heart probably peestissimd, and somewhere a hand siill
gripping the precios plastic. For a moment just lying there,
trembling slightly. Snodonia eating into Euphoria. Coming
down. The wet, the cold, sliding into place.

Then on your feet, waving at the specks waiting high up
the slope, shouting- "Bloody Marvellous} " and star%iﬂé the
struggle towards them, dragging behind you a bright orange

off-cut of heaven.
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POINTS OF REALITY.

i
THE ROPE cqme tight ,but I was leading~- something

was wrong'

I remembered looking up the five mil I could s

0

see my hammer embedded in the.....the ICE.Reality :
struck home as memory returned.

I picked myself up othankful that the pick

ok

had held.Neil umbeayed some distance below,failed
to fully the perceive the difficulties.Previous
statements of ease of angleand strength of belays W
were reversed.Ilthumpeg in a dubious peg and“eontlnued
leaving Neil to recover from his cardiac arrest .

I reached the top of the first pitch with
much further difficulty."I could lead over this ne
-xt step if I had enough rope',I lied to myself.
Two somewhat non-textbook ice pegs: later and
the faithful second was folllowing.At this point
I had timé to contemplate my 'small error' and
could feel that great Chouinard in the sky shaking
his finger at me.I felt I had been let off lightly

As Neﬁl joined me I could see the line,a short
travers left then up and right ,however,it was not
that 51mple.Powder snow from the previoud night had
had blown yp against the ledges to form an inclined
crust which had to be removed before climbing.This
was the very stuff which had caused Neil's cardiac
arrext on the first pitch.Neil was son up and out ¢
of sight over the lip,

A regujar pattern of events then ensued.A

e




belay ( who takes bombs climbing anyway?) 'Youff'celeb
the end of the route.leaving me to follow with weakene

-scles of the -ri ; ist |

shower of ice and snow would descend upon me yfilling w right arm,due to having no wrist loop o

' cheapo'! hamme: i : .

every available crook and nanny (spoonerism) ‘Then ,with " r not as might otherwise be conjectured.
After secondi L

equal force,'Youff' would describe the conditions to an ang' khe bOlq lead 1 was greetéd by a broad
a nd the universal acclaim for a .good route.

"Good ,eh?"
"Brilliant ,"I freplied.
: 4

-yone listening,using all the Anglo-Saxon word,he could
muster.The pitch,and language, termingted with another

peg of unsubstantiated quality.Il followed the trail of _
The hysteria soon subsided ds we saw crampon marks und

devastation to the stance. ;
Reality overcame elation as I viewed the begining RN TN O o snow.A;; thoughts of Co-op finish
of the next pitch.A quick transfer of the few rock and il Window‘variation left my brain (0.K.I liejbrai
ice pegs we had scrounged and I had no option.My pessim L T e finishhbad hen SomEt

-ism was only shortlived for underneath the mank lay Y tha? 2t hours Sgo-
a great pitch.A step step then an ice grove (a nice o i:liZZiyt:eiiondeﬁt T Su?l
groove) leading to a huge stance below the final pitch. , e base of the frozeneascade.lookin
I belayed to a frozen boulder while Neil savoured the Bp wegeoniil iphscwiy| il ioohed il Syt Sron tEs orey
SUMMARY:-A personal description of the third ascen

full quality of the best pitch of the route « :
Bifrost ,(IV),Cwm Cau.

Seeing the near vertical ice of the finak pitch

all I could recall was a comparison that Rich made . It o
was that climbing water ice on Cader Idris was like
front-poiting up plate-glass .This was worse, a contin-
uous stream of water flowed down the back of the ice. ' A
T+ was now like front-poihting up a glass sided swimming
pool.
This presented no problem to "Youff'(on his third
uihbeytroute),even stopping for the obligatory posey
photograph-obviously suffering from ean overdose of "Crags"
I thought .With whoops of delight and tales of bombproof _
—28— e BB e




HERTFORDSHIRE CHALK,

Not many people ard aware that the finest type of
rock for climbing is to be found in an area bounded
by thes famous beauty spots of Luton ;Whipsnade {Watfo
-rd and Sandridge .For decades phonies like Don
Willans .Joe Brown and Pete Crew have been paid
vast sums of money to swegr blind that North Wales
is a rock-climbers paradise.For instance,a character
named Jon Rames is reported to have made payments
of £10,000 each to ten top-grade climbers,in order
to preserve sales of his illustrated guide-book s
featuring his rececntly introduced ‘'Irih grading
system' .I am sure many poor climbers who were conned
into buying his book have had epics on the scores
of 5aV..Diffs.that abound amoggst itsepages.

Those of you who enjoy grey rock.grey cloud,
grey mountains,grey skies torrential rain and beer
that tastes as though it ought fio be grey will
probably agree with theze phonies who look on
North Wales as paradise.but the enlightened few
know better8Nestling seductively in the green and
productive folds of the beautiful Hertfordshire
countryside are many exquisitely beautiful crags,
veritable jewels in EnglasHs crown.

Regarding the quality of the rock i don't
think I can do better tha n quote from Dr.C.J.
Asprin's excellent publication '"Rockclimbers in
action on Redbourne chalk quarry"(he has also writt
-en a companion volume-"Selected routes on Colney
Heath railway bridge.")"Grave doubts have been cast
on the cchesive properties of chalkand,indeeed on
it's overall stgbility but can state quite ctagor
-ically that this is just another example of North
Walian anfl Iake District propaganda.lt is true that
the rock does need care in places a nd generally
speaking the climbs sucimb most readily to a delica
-te, fluid ,preferably non-stops;s tyle of climbing.
This is all to the good in my opinion,as it tends
to discourage the hordes of jackbooted,he-man
gritstoners prevalent on so many of the country's
lesser crags".

_{ya.__

Theideal chalkman is skinny,knocknkneéd,lilywhite(useful(
-flage when conservationist arepoking around mumbling abo

excesssive gardening)and has virtually no strength in arm:
or fingers,in fact verj similar to Wednesday night habituc
of the Pier back bar.In one of his more unguarded moments
Dr,CJ.was heard to say that even the aesome 'Faces of HEL
would pale into miniscule insignificance beside Herts '.'clr.laf

Eigerwands .Absolutely no equipment is necessé;?\for chalk
climbing as even :the climking of Moacs and Hex's,or the

footfalls of E.Be-clad feet can precipitate awesome powde
chalk avalanches from the less stable cliffs.
This absolute necessity for a delicate climbing style
led Joe Livesey (no relation)to spend many monthd traiini
at Carnedd Dunstable in preparation for his attempt on a
new line on the Graffiti Wall of Dinas Bdg.,eventually nam
Trotterless Pig.

The objectivé dangers posed by some crags have insp
-ed some unusual names and gradings such as "One foo£ up s
Three feet down"(Mod4c)on “unstable main cliff and "Multi
Fatality"(V.Diff6b)on Stoke Poges Upper Tier.Even the red
~table Joe Livsey Was‘once heard to mutter '"That place ha
seen more craters than Neil Armstrong ever didl"In defian
of ithese extremist views:comes the well known expression"
different as chalk and cheese.'Which was,in fact,inspired

the superb qualities of Herts.native rock,it being so dif
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| —ent in quality from the crumbly gubbins

e ada A) ovrsweregl sore O
b} e ol 2z
¢) e & 5

| foun at Cheddar.
And to end this a 1ll-too-brief resume I must add
a note of caution.Recently evidence has come to 11

-ght ©fi some provincial newspapers (notably the

[O]- gotx art am wathied Loipap (et out of
e dub wwd}aﬂg,

[2‘}&1—‘ gou hawe sowe good foutts | but oun s
m ‘sotedpilty | {
d:cxjwbdw v veeded o get cdovy w Nug

Ayot St.Lawrece Gazette)of some rather disurbing

events.One of the great advantages of chalk is its
brightness and generally cheering apd welcoming
appearance .Some vandalistic fiends have taken to
advantage of this andare pinching chalk from Herts
crags.grinding it to powder in special' chalk bags" [20-322 - You are o Eone wewbhet of Mus dudbo
and plastering it over their own crags in order to 6351 e el 30'0( e joul b Frgg‘M 5

artificially brighten their appearance JThis despi

-cable practice is resulting in large scale erosion

A few gowts crice out of Nats by -
) there is Guc o wawich worleinvy ovm wielhs.
Mte ackivty st shop or thent Wl he  eertovs
pUAWSLions o oftemders .
2y b all Hou wiimps . when walaimg b
ke ot Euld teup ot for Qreryove .~ k' juet

v well ' ‘ '
E:,( i ‘(’Am?\uodoohs\fmd @yl punichment

of many chalk cliffs in the area.The idea of re-ope
-ning quarries tomeet the growing demands of some
so-called climbers ia another even more disturbing
proposition and one which will be strongly and bitt
-erly opposed by aha nd-full of chalk devotees at

present active in this country.

Pete "Whiter than White" Hellon.
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_A BIGGER JAUNT THAN USUAL

The idea first came about around about Christmas when, after

innumerous pints in a pub, Bill told me "I definitely want

(W)
l‘f
m
(¥

to go like.'" Geoff was equally keen, so it was se
After that came the catch-phrase "Good training for the Alps.
which seemed a good enough excuse for nearly everything we
did. In fact we did nearly everything except train for the
Alps - no. T tell a lie we did attempt to learn moving tog-
ether on ‘the Idwal Slabs and found out that a medicore day

on the Glyders absolutely knackered us - a good omen.

Still after much discussion (we didn't really know what
se were talking about) and traditionally buying gear (useless
things like ice screws etc) we seemed ready to go. When we
sacked ‘our sacks we found that we had about 2001bs worth' =
'I've never taken this much to Wales before." The train
journey was torture, but what was worse was that an error
)n our otherwise meticulous planning meant we had to get off
the train about 40 miles from our destination. Sg! after
i quick train journey into Italy (wrong country!?) and a
caxi back out again, we resorted to hitching the last few
niles to the campsite = a little place called Ailetroide.

On the first day our enthusiasm was bubbling over so
7e got up at 4.00 a.m. but still didn't manage to get away

vefore 7.00. It was cold at that time, and as everyone

n

3

:nows, the Alps are serious so on went breeches, jumper

jacketsietey However by 8.00 the sun was up and on went

 MENAI HALL, LLANBERIS GWYNEDD
- Telephone: LLANBERIS 327 Prompt Mail Order Secvice

_ THE CLIMBING SHOP, CAPEL CURIG GwYNEDD
tuffed full of excess clothing - we still had a lot to : iwaMxm Sapel Lirig <00

he shorts and T-shirts so we had to carry enormouse sacks

earn. We all had one day one day having trouble with the

ltitude and,bein

aQ

the only smoker and the unfittest, my
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}; classic of the area,and although much of the ascent was st

snow slope®,this time they were a bit steeper.The descent
the Violetteé Glacier,the steep glacier falling from the
summit snowfield,was specfacular and gave us a taste of ob
-ctive dangers as we rushed past seracpg and crossed snowbr
-geé at about 10.00am when the sun was getting a bit too
-rm&What really made it good was meeting a group of Geordi
lads on the summit "pass t'tin o'sardines lad."

We had now been out for two weeks and had onlyone
week left so Brailsford said,"Get on the Ecrins ldds-
don't go the easier way I know a better(harder!)way not in
the guide.'"The Ecrins is the highest peak in the area and
route was the North East Couloir.This is on the North- face

'i,,and misses out the snow plodding of the voie normale but

joins it for the final third of the route - we never got t

ﬁtg far.It was ourfirst day of bad weather.We started out at 3

ﬁTJ a.m. and reached the face about 5.30 a.m.A nasty looking

snowbridge took us over the bergschrund and into the coulo
It didn't look very high but after 14 rope lengths we had
changed our minds.loose powder on top of old snow ice made
the going slow,but we were even slower.When we got to the
at about 10.00 it was misty and snowing and it seemed too

late to go to the summit so we traversed across the North

.~ Face,through an avalanche and over a lunatic snowbridge to

voie normale and descended that.We finished the route with
brown stained breeches but it gave us an idea of how serio

the climbing could be.

After that epic we yearned for rock so we chose t

O Cineasles Traverse - a nice rock route.It WAS a nice rock

~ute but all this leading severish pitches with boots and



sacs is a little off-putting.We met the most abysmal
Frogs on the route who held us up - so we sang them a
songddThe route followed an arete over geveral towers
"1ike?;i*?*% point to point this" commented BilT.The
guidebook time for the route was 6 hours but we managed it
in 12 - yes,I was impressed as well .Still, it Waé a good
route and for the first fime it felt like the sort of
¢limbing we wanted to do.

Time was getting short now with only tthree days
left.It tookftwo days to do a route so that left a spare
day.Other English lads on the campsite had been talking
about an amaging climb on a crag across the river.Brails-
ford gave us a description for it,"It's a 1000' and VS."
- what more could we ask for.The route followed an obvious
crack which split the cliff for 1000' .It took us 4 hours
with 8 pitches,two of which were VS and the rest about sev
-ere.It was the only chance to use our E.B.'s which we had
so lovingly brought out all the way from England.

The next route was our last and most enjoyable we
climbed .The bivy was freezing (gossip has it hhat T tried
to get into Geoff's sleeping bag to keep warm),but the day
was superb.The weather was warm,the rock good,;and we were
at last moving quickly and competently.The route sthe South
ridge of the Pic du Glacier Blanc,was graded A<D.(one pitch
severe ,the rest Diff - V.Diff)but we moved together along
most of it and when we reached the summit we could see Mont
Blanc about 100 miles away. '

So that was it;the last day was spent packing and
+hen we had another mammoth train journey back,but we occup

-ied our time working out how to raise the money for next

p—

| year.It was about the best climbing holiday I've had,cert:
- -1y a'bgger jaunt than usual!

%
*

*
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| CASTLE WALLS
ol llﬁ 69 l R The college in its infin;te wisdom has consistently failed
g g% % _F]/ provide the club with an indoor climbing wall so the club t
% z r J over the years developed its own practice crags. ' The sea w
ﬁ & &”? ',1_ had been climbed for many years, the south beach traverse b
% "~ a classic of the grade. Move over Summer! ]
2 This year however has seen the pre-guide book developn
of the ultimate crag, the castle wall.
&-‘ The typical climber is seen in full wtvintgjr‘ plumage on
™ blustery day. He is identified by having arms like a goril
b fingers (and nerves)of steel, '
" (:,D, The drainpipe route had been climbed by .previouf mejgbe
] ; n;'? used as a test of nerve or blood alcohol level. Late and h
! v *wrroutes followed most aiming for obvious "finger jugs" (what
: § hell are they!) usually by crag rats suffering from gallopi
| 1{._. withdrawal.
,’ # ! All the routes are very steep, with 'mico exposurei"ve
; 4 prominent especially in the 5b area. R B
' ~RouTe DESCRILTIONS'
& fememm el e nane e - —————rs :
5 --'..-.q;".o;‘:_-"---. TRAVERSE - A SUSTAINED RovTe rmm HEFT T© RIGHT

THE  @ENER Filiswes Lerr o8 ZIGHT, NoT sTEﬂm'h' Of AS VeT
Auﬂaonﬁarusnosmﬂmf—‘cmu -

STRENUOUS AND COMMITTING. °
DIRECTRY ; LP FROM HoLe i wﬁﬁ?

LONG RACH MAKCS THIS STRAIGHT FoewmQD
LONG  ReACH MAKES  THs smm%-vbemo
VP © DeamiPiPe DiRECT

HARD AND STRENUOUS.

GooD RBUT HDDEN HoLOS

B SooD HOLDS LEAD 0P BY A FINT Ceack
'2 BliDge VP T ReAcH TME BEEAkS

NOMERSUS SMALL PROBLEMS EXIST L..EFT oF RouTE 2.
8 s SR Y P
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THE PLUMMET SECTION.

This part of the magazine is devoted to falling
off.and once again club members have taken great

t rouble owver the last year to entertain their
fellows with stylish lobs from various crags
around the country.This year there have been a
few serious contenders for the Mall time great™
award,and the scars can be seen on all those
involved.It is difficult to decide who can claim
the star position this year;but Ivan must be the
first for his broken leg received last winter in
Scotland,resulting in endless weeks on crutches.
At second equal must come Geoff,against the comb
-ined efforts of Jerry,John;Mark dawson and,yet
" again,Ivan.These two masterpieces were also on.
the "White Shite'",and Geoff,with no expense spar
-edtravelled all the way to Ehamonix sothat he
could fall off the Glacier des Bossoms to receive
his broken collar bone.The silly boy fell 150'
into a small cravasse on his first day out.The
other lads gave an excellent display in East Gully
(III),on Cader Idris by falling 300' down the
gully with an avalanch in close pursuit:Jerry now
PEOUILY, SHOFES . R ERESVEE HSkESEA s 0B B3R
on avalanches when it happened,nothing like first
hand experience.
But now we leave the snow and ice wegl al
-one, and turn to the antics seen on rock.......
and there were indeed some antics.Another team
event occored on Lockwoods Chimney,(D),after the
dinner in '78 ,when the log records no less than
four lobs,by Bill.Jerry,Neil and Vaughan.Rumour
has it thet Billy took both hands off the rock to
- adjust his head-torch at the crucial moment yand
Vaughan,to quote the log "made a tactical retreat
and fellofft all the way down the water fall pitch
and continued for 30',and eventually hit a tree
causing'serious 'knee injury."
Also in '78 sthe summer holidays provide
Ding with the most spectacular lok of the year
o ff Cemetary Gates,(HeV.S.).The poor lad was
just pulling up onto the belay ledge at the top
~Le -

of the first pitch when he descended rapidly all
way down again about 60! in all.This must also be

one of the most unfortunate,(or stmpid),falls recen
and Neil tried his best to match up to this standar
by lobbing of the final moveon the top pitch of Gra
-er,(XS).This would have been considerably less if
Smeg had been holding the rope mind!

Neil must also take the award for bullheaded st
~idity,for having already taken two short falls of
the first pitch of Extraction,(XS),he returned agai
for a second attempt two weeks later.This time all °
-nt well untill the second pitch...... then he fell
less than three times before eventually reaching th
top.Five lobs from one routedIs this a record?

At the same time as this was going on,Jerry was
on Striptease ;(VS)nearby.Having just watched Neil
bone off,he shouted down to Johnj;'"ho,ho,it'll be my
tarn next" and then promptly came bouncing down for
20';and it wasn't set up eitheriNow Jerry is defini
the most consistent bonner the club has seem for ma
a year,and one of his best displays was on Merlin(H
at Tremadoc from which he took two brilliant 15'lob:
before being successful on his third attempt.Well I
suppose we must say that it was raining and every-o
else was brewing up in the hut when he was out on t
rock.

Now you would think that on such a classic rou
as White Slab (XS),on Cloggywould be impossible to
off route.but no..Ding didéIt was on the firat main
slab pitch safter the crux,when he tried to go stra
up instead of left,heartily encouraged by Neil on t!
stance.This 5C variation resulted in a rapid20' des
onto a loose insitu peg,so they abseiled off and we:
for a swim instead.

The master of the tactical retreat ;Pete,failed
perform at his best on Moai Man(HVS),at Gist Ddu,an
took a fine lob leaving part of his finger behind.(
beleive photos are available for those morbid sods
amongst you%)On Freshers Meet the idea is to show p
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-le what climbing is about ;and as part of climbing ocassionally
involves falling off,Bill decided to volumteer a fine display,
keeping the audience riveted in silence untill he finally went
with a build up that made some peopke look awaysand gave his 1t
best for 20! of the Wrack,(HVS),on Bochlewyd Buttress.

Only oje more thing to mentiom,and that was that Paul
actually managed to fall off the belay "field" on Avalanche
(VeD+);This was a large flat ledge but somehow his great poten
-tial as a plummet star showed through to give a nasty gash on
his leg. "y

_ Well ;may you all have many good lobs to keep this’
page full in future editions'!
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