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HAVING THE POWER TO UNLEASH IT...

A t EAS we understand the no excuses, no
pain, no gain philosophy.

So for all you

athletes out there who eat, breathe & live
your sport, lucky for you, so do we.
W E LC O M E TO EAS THER E A R E NO BOUNDARIES.

The EAS E n e rg y R a n g e is d e s ig n e d
fo r e n d u ra n c e a th le te s a n d b rin g s
yo u a se rie s o f p ro d u c ts to s u p p o rt
yo u

pre,

d u rin g

& post

exercise.

T hrough c a rb -lo a d in g , re -h y d ra tin g
a n d e n e rg y fu e llin g to re co ve ry, th e
EAS E n e rg y ra n g e

w ill fu e l y o u r

b o d y as w e ll as y o u r a m b itio n !

The w orld's no.1 sports n u tritio n com pany is proud to be the o fficia l sports n utrition supplier to
C ham pionship C yclist, Nicole Cooke, W orld’s No.2 Ranked Triathlete, Tim Don and

P ro d u cts w ith the D o p in g Free lo go are all
te s te d to IS O 17 02 5 a n d d o n ot co ntain

SH

stim ulants o r ste ro id s w h ic h are ban ne d

KS

b y the IO C . F o r m ore inform ation on E A S
D o p in g Free p olicy, log on to
ll f .F R S

Everton

w w w .d o p in g -fr e e .c o m .

EAS products are available nationwide at all good health food stores, gyms and EAS approved
sports nutrition e-tailers and mail order outlets. For nearest stockists call EAS-UK on 0870 350 3270 quoting
reference no. AM-ATM05, w ww .eas-uk.com . Eire residents call 059 913 3190, www.easireland.ie

l< -<

¡m

raising awareness o* male cancer... for every man

www.check-fjm.com

a c tiv e life s ty le nutrition

ilOÉltlil

l i Jurais dì fin

Exercise DRAGON’S VOLCANO

4

by Gath Davies, Vice-Chairman [Mountaineering]

AMA Development Weekend

G

Once more, the Journal showcases the wide variety of
activity AMA m em bers are involved in.
Exercise
Tasmanian Dragon, Mark Hedge’s rock climbing trip ‘down
under' is covered in detail. This is one of the most
am bitious rock clim bing expeditions the AM A has
supported, as Mark m odestly told me! Rab Black covers
his trip to Alaska with potential candidates for the Everest
West Ridge (EWR) expedition, gaining valuable experi
ence at altitude. Our General Secretary Mike Laing
recounts his adventures on Aconcagua, now a popular
objective for service groups and obviously much changed
since I last visited in 1993. Sport climbing Secretary Mike
Smith continues to introduce soldiers to rock climbing by
running another trip to Spain, highlighted in the following
pages. Another article highlights a new AMA innovation,
Training and D evelopm ent w eekends for new AMA
members. These are headed up by Geordie Taylor, a co
opted mem ber of the Committee who, helped by other
experienced AMA members, is offering Proficiency level
distributed training over a number of weekends. The aim
is not only to offer the opportunity to gain qualifications,
but encourage new m em bers to feel p a rt of the
Association and take part in its activities.

Rock and Ridges Weekend

1

Army Rouldering Championships

8

Exercise ROLLING ROCK
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Foreword

Looking forward, I hope those members who can, will
attend the Annual Weekend 23- 25 September at JSMTC
Indefatigable. As well as a great opportunity to catch up
with old friends or make new ones, the AGM will include a
presentation on Shisha Pangma, one of the expeditions
planned to celebrate the AM A ’s 50th anniversary year.
The Anniversary year will start while the AMA team are
still on Everest, but we are hoping to mount a number of
further expeditions throughout the year to highlight the
diversity of activities we undertake in the mountainous
environment, as well as the broad reach of our expeditioning in geographical terms. The Annual Weekend is
also the members chance to have a say in the running of
the Association, by taking the opportunity to make their
feelings known to the Committee, be it publicly at the AGM
or privately at the bar!
Training and planning continues apace for EWR 06, with
the website up and running at www.armyoneverest The
Army Recruiting Group are showcasing EWR 06 in their
recruiting material, including comm issioning a company to
produce a docum entary on the expedition itself, so look
out for fellow AMA members on the silver screen!

AMA on-line! 5 »
W h y n o t v is it o u r w e b s ite at:

mnr.llHinajr|jk
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Editorial
Another extremely busy and productive six months
for the AMA set against the continuing high tempo
of operations. We have some excellent articles
detailing the variety of AMA activities that are
conducted throughout the year and throughout the
world. We have reports of Mark Hedge’s rock
climbing expedition to Tasmania, Rab Black on
Denali, a fair splattering of Alpine adventure and
Mike Smith in Spain (again) and this time the rain
did not fall mainly on the plain! I even managed to
drag myself out of the office and write a few
paragraphs.
Thankyou to all that have submitted articles; as
always strong representation by members of the
committee and members of the APTC - please
keep the articles coming. What is particularly
pleasing about this edition though is the number of
articles submitted by, dare I say it° more junior
members of the Association. Despite what they
may claim at the bar, the old and bold cannot keep
going forever. Without the sterling efforts of
Geordie Taylor and others freely giving their time
and experience, the development of younger
members would simply not be possible.
With the publication of this Journal I am forced to
stand-down as Editor due to a likely forthcoming
commitment to a certain hot place followed by a
transfer to Civ Div. Thankyou to the committee for
your help and support and more importantly
thankyou to the membership for providing the
articles, without which the Editor’s job is somewhat
difficult. If you are interested in the job please
touch base with the Comms Officer, Steve Wilson.
Cash Prizes
This edition’s cash prizes are awarded to Rab
Black, Mark Gregory and Kenny Ross 28?
(although I suspect Kenny that you are now nearly
28?!). If you could all let me know your current
address the cheques will be in the post.
Howie Barnes

Journal submission reqnirements
Deadlines for submission are 1st January and 1st June
Text should be sent electronically (floppy, CD or e-mail).
Photographs can be prints, slides or digital, where possible,
always include captions for your photographs.
The editor’s position is currently vacant, should you require
to post your submission, please send it to the out-going
Editor who will forward it when a successor has been
appointed. Check the website for updates.

Maj H C Barnes (Howie)
S 0 2 CSS
CAST(S)
W arminster
BA12 ODJ
Or electronically to: journal@ theam a.org.uk
If you want your discs or photos back please let me know at
the time of submission.
Remember that the AMA is a mountaineering club whose
members are either serving or have served in the Army; it
is not a m ilitary organisation. As such try to avoid the use
of ranks and m ilitary TLAs (three letter abbreviations!) in
your articles - you are not writing for your Corps or
Regimental Journal.
Try to avoid tables in your articles.
Finally please do not regurgitate your PXR.

ARM Y SPO RTS
THE PRIZE MONEY IN THE
ARMY SPORTS LOTTERY HAS
RECENTLY BEEN INCREASED
TO £19,500 PER WEEK WITH
A T O P PRIZE OF £7,100
TICKETS ONLY COST
75p PER WEEK
APPLICATION FORMS ARE
AVAILABLE FROM YOUR RAO
FURTHER DETAIL AVAILABLE FROM:
LOTTERY MANAGER
ARMY SPORT CONTROL BOARD
CLAYTON BARRACKS, ALDERSHOT, HANTS, GUII 2BG
ALDERSHOT MILITARY (94222) 3550
PROMOTER: LIEUTENANT COLONEL B LILLYWHITE
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Exercise DRAGON’S VOLCANO
By Graeme Bone
On Saturday. 7 May 2005
eight m em bers of JSSU
C heltenham departed from
RAF Innsworth at the ungodly
hour of 4.30am in order to
catch MT to Ashford. From
Ashford it was the Eurostar to
Paris where we changed train
and eventually arrived in the
city of Clerm ont Ferrand in the
Massif Central for the start of
a 200km trekking expedition
which began in the bottled
w ater village of Volvic and
ended in the pretty town of St
Flour on 17 May.
The
m embers of the team were
made up of seven Intelligence
C orps
and
one
RAF
personnel.
The aim of the exped was to
walk one of the long distance
paths
called
Grandes
R andonnées (literally ‘Big
W alks’). We were to walk the
GR4 for 200km at various
distances, of between 16km
and 26km per day, staying on
a plateau over 1000m and
climb to a number of peaks
over 1800m. The route would
take us through volcanic
scenery, which had been left,
from m illions of years of
eruptive activity.
A fter a pleasant night in
Clermont Ferrand we caught
the short train jo u rn e y to
Volvic, which would mark the
start for the trek. With maps at
the ready we all happily
w alked off follow ing the
navigator.
T h roughout the
exped everyone would take it
in turns to be lead map reader
or check navigator although
usually a big red mark on a
tree, a stone with a red arrow
on it or occasionally an arrow
made up of branches con
structed
by
Rob
Page,
recceing ahead would inform
you if you were

going in the right direction.
After 15 minutes of investigat
ing the w rong path we
returned to the sta rt and
started again, only this time it
was straight into a forest and
a very steep incline up onto a
volcanic ridge. Today was a
distance of 27km and the
highlight
for
som e
was
climbing the 1464m summit of
Puy de Dome, which is one of
the top ten things to do in
France. The ascent at the end
was quite steep but the spec
tacular views and the cup of
coffee and cake at the top
made it worthwhile. We then
carried on down to Laschamp
and after trying to register at
the first 'false peak’ gite we
arrived where we would be
staying the night.
Jacqui
Browett was in need of some
feet reconstruction here as
the majority of her skin had
fallen off from her ankles and
heels but luckily due to the
vast amount of compeed we
had, the skin graft operation
went ahead successfully.

The next day was from
Lascham p to Pessade and
after heading of at a near CFT
pace we saw sense and
reduced
it
to
a
more
respectable pace. Again this
was another longish day of
about 21km, although the 2hour lunch break at the
French equivalent of Fawlty
Towers added some fun to the
day. The chef or ‘Basil’ would
come out from the kitchen and
stand in front of your table
mimicking eating and making
funny faces. It was also at this
tim e that W azeeha Laher
found out that being a vege
tarian in France is not a good
situation to be
in.
Once

Second morning climb from Laschamp.

lunch was over we carried on
to finish the day s walk at the
Gite in Pessade. The huntergatherer's collected some
logs and we sat beside a
roaring fire drying o ff our
washing. After dinner it was a
game of cards with matches
being the local currency. All I
can say is that if you ever play
cards against Al Jeffs then
either make sure you have a
lot of matches or you find out
which Casino House rules he
is playing with.
The next day we set off for a
thankfully rather shorter day
of 16km from Pessade to Le
M ont-D ore.
Rob
Page
decided it would be a good
idea to put a telephone
directory in my rucksack. His
plan did backfire slightly as
just before we left I noticed the
book so as Rob was cleaning
up I made the delicate book
transfer
swap
into
his
rucksack. We then headed off
with a com m ent by myself
about how heavy my rucksack
was feeling today and a small
snigger could be heard from

Rob. After a 2-3 hour walk we
stopped for lunch and as I
went to get my lunch from my
rucksack I could hear Rob
quietly laughing to him self
with his camera at the ready.
His face did drop a bit when
he couldn’t see the telephone
book and then uttered the
words “it's in mine isn’t it” .
O nce lunch was over we
headed to Le Mont-Dore by
traversing the 3 peaks of Puy
de Monne, Puy de Barbier
and Puy de I’Angle before
steeply descending past a
w aterfall cascade into Le
Mont-Dore. We then checked
into the accommodation and
had dinner and the decided to
venture to the local Casino,
where flip-flops and track-suit
trousers were allowed in the
dress code and Al J e ffs ’s
rules didn't come into play.
In the morning we started off
on another short but steep
day, across the Sancy range
to Super-Besse. Shortish in
distance along the ground but
steep in going upwards. This
would

View o f Puy de Dome on way to Pessade.
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take us over the highest point
on the trek called the Puy de
Sancy standing at a height of
1885m. Although the fit fools,
Al and John Assllnger decided
to run up this from the valley
floor, the sick and injured
others decided to go by cable
car as this was a mode of
transport which none of the
team had travelled in before
and not because it only took 4
minutes to get to most of the
way up instead of an hour’s
climb. Once we had all met
up, we made the final ascent
to the summ it where we had a
lunch break at the top, and
too k
in the trem endous
scenery.
We then headed
down to Super-Besse where
we would stay the night. This
is a ski resort town, but unfor
tunate ly in May there is
nothing open, including the
cam psite w hich we had
brought our bivvy bags for,
except for one hotel, which
tonight was catering for what
seem ed like the w hole of
France’s O .A .P ’s.
During
dinner John Asslinger decided
to try out his Del Boy Trotter
French sayings like ‘bonnet de
douche'
and
som ehow
managed to chat to a waitress
for 5 minutes although she did
think he was suffering from
heat exhaustion.
The next day was the last of
the sh o rte r stages from
Super-Besse to Egliseneuve'
d’Entraigues which was 14.5
km.
After arriving here at
about 1.30pm it dawned on us
that Super-Besse was not the
only place with nothing open.
The gite we had booked into
was spacious and clean so
after the shop had opened we
cooked for ourselves a feast fit
for kings or tuna pasta if you
were a vegetarian.
Friday 13 May would be a long
day of walking to Lugarde,
which was 27km away. Once

we had walked to Condat we
stopped for a quick lunch and
again this would prove a poor
day for vegetarians in France
as
the
11-euro
special
consisted of pate followed by
pork, which was about all they
had on the menu. After lunch
we headed on through the
forest of hell, which had very
steep slopes and very hungry
mosquitoes, but luckily we all
survived and carried on to the
Gite de Lugarde. This was an
old gite with a friendly bar
across the road, which would
deliver
som e
croque
monsieurs to add to our own
culinary delights. The only
other place in the hamlet was
called Aladdin’s Cave and this
was indeed a sh o p p e r’s
paradise as long as you only
wanted to buy some bread,
eggs or a tin of haricot verts,
so we did. I think they are
currently waiting for their next
stock to arrive. The night was
spent watching a rugby match
in the bar.
The
next
m orning
was
another
long
day
from
Lugarde to Le Claux, which
was a distance of 26km .
Today, although unknown at
this point was to mark the
start of a bad couple of days
for Jock Marshalsey.
After
arriving at Le C laux and
having no cigarettes left, Jock
decided it was time to restock
up. The local cafe owner, with
signs of no smoking all around
her cafe informed Jock that
the nearest place to sell
tobacco was 6km away. Jock
took this rather well and
decided he could wait until the
following nights stop which Al
had described as the ‘Big
Smoke’ and surely cigarettes
would be in abundance. We
stayed in another gite tonight,
w hich
was
of
excellent
standard and after a superb
meal we had an early night in
readiness for the steep ascent

Heading off to lunch at Fawlty Towers.

the next day out of the valley.
The first stop we came to was
a buvet’ (refreshment stall) at
the col where we stopped for
a quick brew but no cigarettes.
We then climbed up to the
Puy Mary which stands at
1793m and traversed across
the ridge to Puy de Peyre
Arse (nothing to do with your
anatomy but actually means
burnt rock’) up to a height of
1806m which gave us great
views across all the valleys
and forests with snow capped
mountains in the distance. It
was then a steep decent down
to the ski resort town of Super
Lioran or the promised ‘Big
Smoke’. Unfortunately much
to Jock’s annoyance Super
Lioran,
out
of
season,
consisted of one open bar and
many closed bars. The bar
that was open didn’t sell ciga
rettes and the owner informed
Jock that the nearest place,
w hich did, was now 16km
away. Jock didn’t take this
news quite as well as the
previous night but luckily at
the gite w here we were
staying, the Madame was kind
enough to sell some of her
own cigarettes and would be
able to get some more for
Jock in the morning.
The next day was a steep day
to cross to the Col de Prat de
Bouc and w ould involve
climbing 3 peaks over 1800m.
Jock was w alking with a
spring in his step and Al who
had experim ented with the
wine too much the previous
night was not. Al was the local
flora and geology expert and
usually always w illing to
answer questions but on this
day was finding it hard to
speak and walk at the same
time.
Finally, after climbing
Puy de Rocher we arrived at
the last peak for the trek
called Plomb du Cantal at
1855m.
Again after some
photos and sarnies at the top

Jock Marshalsey looking lost on
Puy de I'Angle.

we headed down to the gite at
the Col de Prat de Bouc. The
last day was a lovely descent
down the valley before the
tow ering rock of St Flour
came into sight.
Once in St Flour we headed
up to the centre of the town
w hich involved w alking up
large number of steps up a
very steep slope. St Flour is a
medieval fortified town with
the main part of the town built
on top
of basalt rock.
Throughout it’s long history it
was never captured by its
many invaders.
The short stay in St Flour was
mainly spent relaxing in the
sunshine, catching up on any
shopping or local sight seeing
trips to the Cathedrals and
many churches.
This was
rounded of that night celebrat
ing with a very nice meal of
regional delicacies in a local
restaurant, which had been
recommended to us by some
French walkers.
This was
followed by a thorough debrief
session before falling into bed.
In the morning it was the train
journey back to Ashford via a
2-hour stop in Paris and
Eurostar. Then the last leg
from Ashford back to RAF
Innsworth by MT.
Although most peoples feet or
other parts of their bodies
were sore at some stages I
think I can honestly say we all
had a great time and thanks
go to Al Jeffs and Nicola
Collins-Brown for organising
the
trek
and
all
the
o rganisations
(Intelligence
C orps
A ssociation,
Army
M ountaineering A ssociation
and RAF Lord Trenchard
Fund) which gave us financial
and other support to enable
this expedition to go ahead.
ARMY MOUNTAINEER
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AMA DEVELOPMENT WEEKEND
By Helena Waite-Shores
My Basic Training in the Army
enforced voluntary adventure
training (AT) as a highly
encouraged (compulsory) PT
session on big hills wearing
odd clothing often seen in the
Swedish countryside.
The
emotional scars healed and 5
years on as a Nursing NCO,
AT has provided me with
various life experiences and
challenges, set in places I
would never have gone as a
civilian nurse
On my first
experience at the foot of a
mountain. I took in the views
and I knew that my weekends
would hold more adventures
for me than the escapades at
Cheeks nightclub.
Norway
was where my passion for the
hills was confirm ed.
The
stunning scenery and land
scapes filled me with awe and
a sense of awareness, while
at the same time offering me
fresh challenges and excite
ment. After talking about how
I felt with one of the skiing
instructors, they suggested
that I subscribed to the AMA.
For some one like myself who
was looking for some where to
start developing in the area of
m ountaineering
this
was
ideal, and would providing me
with adequate guidance.
Three months later whilst in
Iraq, I received a letter from
W 0 2 Taylor (The training and
developm ent officer for the
AMA). The Letter informed
me
of the
developm ent
weekend for mountaineering
and rock climbing in June. I
was particularly interested in
pursuing the mountaineering,
but not knowing the level of
com petence that would be
needed I made it clear that I
was a complete novice. At a
later date I learnt that all areas
of experience
could
be
catered for and it would be a
perfect opportunity for me to
get started. June arrived and
it was time to get up to Wales.
WO Taylor and
another
m em ber of the AMA were
actually travelling by hire car
from Aldershot, so they kindly
offered me a lift w hich
happened to save me a pricey
train ticked (more beer tokens
for me then!!). We set off early
on Friday morning and had a
sm ooth journey to North
B
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Left to right Geordie Taylor APTC, Jamie Craik RLC, Helena Waite-Shores QARANC, Denni Le Croix RADC,
Gav Thomas RE and Ollie Noakes REME.

Wales arriving in good time at
Indefatigable.
After a few
cups of tea at the climbing
wall café on camp we took
over our accom m odation.
Being the only female meant
that I had no problem
bagsying the top bunk in my
room by the window, to get the
georgeous view of the Menai
Strait.
The rest of Friday then
consisted of lessons involving
our
introduction
to
Indefatigable, mountain safety
and the weather, this was def
initely all new to myself but
merely revision for the other
members (in my profession all
you'd expect from a cold front
is two paracetamol and a hot
water bottle!). Prior to arriving
everyone had specified where
they wanted to develop, either
rock clim bing or sum m er
m ountaineering.
Therefore
the groups were simply split
into their different skill mixes. I
was in the novice m oun
taineering
team ,
w hich
consisted of myself and one
other member, and of course
our instructor for the weekend
(WO Taylor). We discussed
the layout of our weekend,
what to expect, and also what
we needed to achieve as part
of
our
Sum m er
M ountaineering proficiency.
With the initial formalities and
lessons dealt with, in true
Army fashion on a Friday night
we took it upon our selves to

make sure that the local
brewery was up to scratch.
A strong coffee and a good
breakfast were first on the
itinery S aturday m orning,
allowing us to confirm the
day’s activities for the different
groups, and decide exactly
w here everyone would be
heading off to. We received
our weather report for the day
which promised us sun shine
and warm temperatures, then,
with our vehicles packed the
three of us set off for the hills
of Capel Curig, (personally a
good start as I could actually
pronounce the place).
First things first, we fam il
iarised our selves with a
compass and a map by talking
about the basic rules of navi
gation. We were then taught
how to plan a route effectively
by breaking it down into
sections and follow ing the
principles of pacing, distance,
direction, bearing, and the use
of the surrounding features
and terrain. This progressive
ly made us more proficient in
relating the ground to the map
and throughout the course of
the morning and afternoon we
practised what we had been
taught using the various
methods (having a peek at the
GPS!). We also learnt various
things about m ountainous
environm ents and took the
o pp o rtu n ity to savour the
beautiful scenery, I personally

developed a greater under
standing for the respect that it
Is due. The day had been
really enjoyable and a good
success, the weather stayed
fine and the tutoring was
excellent, especially with our
one-to-one teaching.
After
our exertion we all felt the
need for a good cup of tea and
home made flap jack, over
which we discussed the day’s
events before tackling the
climbing wall at camp before it
shut. My experience of rock
climbing equated to that of my
mountaineering, and so my
use of technique and skill was
quite sparse, but it left me
wanting to do more.
True
army comradeship prevailed
once again as we all went to
the local to quench our thirsts.
Once again up early on
Sunday, good breakfast and
pot of tea to put us instead.
Our trio’s plan for the final day
consisted of introducing us to
technical w ork on steep
ground.
A gain after the
weather report and loading
the vehicles we were off once
more On Saturday we estab
lished a good seat at the
Capel Curig café and so we
felt obliged to pop back for
another cuppa before we got
started. Since we were there
a quick look around for the
odd sale item w ouldn’t hurt
either One lesson that I shall
remember from the weekend
is that there’s always room for

a bargain! Back to business
and we made a short walk to
find some appropriate ground
for the technical work. We
spent the time learning how to
manage a group on potential
ly compromising ground with
and w ith out a rope, and
various ways to utilise a rope

if we needed. For example,
using a rope to build confi
dence in individuals who
needed it, how to attach the
rope to ourselves and to
someone else, and using it in
ascent and descent with
im provised harnesses and
abseiling.

I travelled back to Aldershot
that day having achieved far
more than I had ever hoped
to, and with the definite
intention to get back up to
work on my log book. In some
ways I feel annoyed that I
hadn't taken full advantage of
the AMA before, but I never

really knew that there was so
much opportunity out there
that was so easy to organise.
I hope to continue to explore
the mountains and to become
proficient enough to be able to
share this experience by
taking out others in the future.

ROCK AND RIDGES WEEKEND - 24-2B JDNE 2005
By Henry Methold CIOl, JSMTW Ballachulish
The select few who made it to
the Joint Service Centre in
B allachulish fo r this AMA
meet were rewarded with an
excellent weekend’s climbing
and great weather.
Climbing on Saturday was in
Glen Coe with the whole party
heading for the Buchaille.
Routes climbed on Buchaille
Etive
More
were
North
Buttress (300m m oderate),
Shackle
Route
(Severe),
E n gine er’s C rack (E1 5b),
Satan’s Slit (VS), Red Slab
(VS), Fracture Route (VS)
and Brevity Crack (VS 5a).
Saturday evening entertain
ment was dinner at the Centre
plus a few pints of Atlas Ale in
the local hostelry,
Sunday
morning saw an early start for
those going to Ben Nevis
w hile R itchie Painting and
Dick Gayle headed to Etive
Slabs to climb the Hammer
(HVS). The Ben Nevis party
climbed Observatory Ridge in
traditional style and arrived at
the summit by mid-afternoon
w ith brilliant sunshine and
stunning views.

IMeVJ5
(4,408ft)
°st Point ip

Sgt. Ritchie Painting and W 02 Dick Gayle on
Satan’s Slit, Buchaille Etive Mor.

Sgt. Jim McGroy after completing Observatory
Ridge and summiting on Ben Nevis.

The weekend proved to be
very successful although
poorly attended. The plan is
to run this event again next
sum m er when hopefully some
more of you will be able to

The approach to Observatory Ridge on Ben Nevis.
Captain Andy Fowle, Captain Chris Chamock and Henry Methold (CIOl)

com e along.
Perhaps a
transfer bus from Glasgow
Airport would make It easier
for those of you from further
South?

Captain Chris Charnock and Captain Andy Fowle exiting Observatory
Ridge, Ben Nevis.
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Army Bouldering Championships Sat 29 Jan 05
On Saturday 29 Jan 05 the
Army held their fourth
Bouldering Championships,
the third consecutive
championships to be held at
the Joint Service Mountain
Training Centre (JSMTC)
Indefatigable.
The Indefatigable Climbing
Centre now boasts one of the
best bouldering facilities in
the country with the recent
addition of a freestanding
boulder similar to that used in
World Cup events. These
facilities combined with a
massive floor space easily
accommodated the 80+
competitors that attended and
a whole host of spectators.
During the course of the
competition each competitor
had to attempt ten problems
in each of the three sectors.
The grades of the problems
ranged from easy to 6c/V11,
ensuring that after thirty
attempts many folk could not
lift their arms! All boulder
problems were set during the
days leading up to the
competition by Hugh Williams,
Jon Ratcliffe, Dave Noden,
Mark Hedge, Patch
Hammond and Chris Davies.
Judging from the competitors
efforts all routes were pitched
at the right standard for a
challenging day.
The ethos behind Army
bouldering is a relaxed
enjoyable event with
competitors marking each
others score cards, spotting
each other on difficult moves
and above all.... honesty
regarding the rules! With just
thirty minutes rest between
sectors and some meaty
problems every single
competitor was challenged.

The Championships grow in
stature every year; this was
reflected in the prizes
provided by some very
generous sponsors. The
Main sponsor for this year's
event was Mountain Works
Ltd providing equipment
predominantly from Zero-G,
Spencer McLeod was on
hand all day providing advice
on the company’s
products and dishing
out the prize goodies!
More details available
through feargear.biz.
HB Climbing, DMM and
Blizzard were also very
generous towards the
cause. Sincere thanks
to all sponsors.

of JSMTC and 1
RSME both on 458
points.
Keeping it local,
Ocdt Oates from
Bangor University
came top in the
Under 21 event.

All categories had clear
winners this year, no
super finals required.
Lt Simon Witcher won the
men's event with 271 points
from a possible 300 and is
back to good form after a year
off to negotiate the rigours of
Sandhurst. Capt Haydn
Gaukroger was in second
spot with 254 points closely
followed by Capt Tim Legge
with 236.
In the Women's event Capt
Tania Noakes easily swept up
leaving her nearest
competitor over 50 points
behind.
SSgt Dave Ash has been on
the Army climbing scene for a
while now and secured the
Veteran event with 179 points.
In the Team event composed
of three climbers and their
total scores, SEAE B easily
led the field with 511 points.
But second place provided a
draw between the home team

m
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Exercise ROLLING ROCK 13 MAY - R JUN 04
By Bab Black
Consequently the partial
pressure of air on the summit
is equivalent to a 7000m peak
in Nepal. Added to which, the
Aleutian Islands that lie off the
coast of Alaska are credited to
be the birthplace of storms
and account for the extreme
weather associated with the
region.

Exercise Rolling Rock was an
Army Mountaineering
Association expedition to
climb Denali (20,320ft) in
Alaska - the highest peak in
North America. The aim of
the exercise was to provide all
team members with high
altitude experience, develop
sustainable routines and
provide an opportunity to
summit one of the significant
mountains of the greater
ranges. The expedition was
the brainchild of Ian Rivers,
our expedition leader. Other
team members were; Pete L,
Dave E, Dave P, Brush,
Malcolm, Adam, Ben and
myself.
Denali is a serious
undertaking, and in the words
of R J Secor, a veteran
mountaineer and author of the
Denali Climbing Guide, ‘there
is no other mountain in the
world like it’. It is bigger (but
not higher!!) than the great
peaks of the Himalaya and the
Karakorom Ranges. Mount
Everest, for example, has a
vertical rise of 12,000 feet
from the Tibetan plateau but
Denali is 18,000 feet above
the Alaskan tundra. Mount
Everest is approximately 41
^
degrees latitude north of the
Tropic of Cancer whereas
Denali is 3!^ degrees below
the Arctic Circle. This
northerly position makes
Denali bitterly cold and the
atmosphere thinner than that
encountered at similar
elevations in temperate or
tropical latitudes.

The exercise began when,
after a long flight via Chicago
and Seattle and then a bus
journey from Anchorage we
finally arrive in Talkeetna - the
Chamonix of Denali.
Talkeetna is described by the
locals as ‘a quaint little
drinking village with a climbing
problem'. It has a general
store, basic mountaineering
equipment shed, some tourist
shops and restaurants...oh
yes and the odd bar/saloon.
From here we would catch our
fourth and final flight on the
outward journey to land
directly on the SE fork of the
Kahiltna Glacier.
Unfortunately, bad weather
prevented us from flying and
forced a 2 day delay.
However, other groups had
been waiting much longer.
The first part of the flight
passed over wet looking
tundra saturated from the
recent rain, interspersed with
woods and a bear, startled by
our low passage under the
cloud base, was seen running
across a clearing before
disappearing in to the scrub.
As we approached the
uplands the cloud cover
began to break, and without
HV; warning, ouiy?ye$ were
*

¿ m i ■ V "

*7

Denali - top left.

treated to an alpine paradise
on a grand scale. 4,000 ft of
knife-edged ridges towered
from the glaciated floor;
jagged peaks cloaked in snow
punctuated the skyline and
the foreground - yes, the
foreground!! We were now on
a collision course with a ridge
and no time to take evasive
action. The aircraft began to
climb - slowly, and after a
period, we flew over the ridge
with little more than a tad of
turbulence to mark the spot.
My gaze continued to explore
in all directions and just when
I was beginning to apply some
sort of scale to my new
surrounding it was
immediately shattered. The
sight of Denali for the first time
was truly breath taking. This
bean-stock of a mountain
simply dwarfed its neighbour
as it sat alone in great
majesty above the clouds. I
could imagine that seeing the ,
mountain from a greater
height would provide a better
appreciation of its size, but for now
my, focus quickly switched to the

more pressing issue of
landing.
Once at base camp we
pitched our tent on the snow.
After the formalities of
booking-in with the Rangers,
we collected our fuel and
pulks (Sledges). There was a
certain relief that we were
now at the start point. As we
quietly customised our pulks
with bungy and cord, we
became acutely aware that
many of the commercial
groups that had flown in
earlier that morning were
already on the move. They
did not have the luxury of time
and had to get on the trail
immediately to claw back the
extra days lost in Talkeetna.
That night we made our first
cashe, which included 5 days
of rations, fuel, and any item
nofcfequired on the mountain.
We sorted int<i3 rope-teafhs
of three and over the next four
days we progressed up thq_.
Washburndfoute to 11,000,#.
The gorng was^steady a n d '* ^
*

M -

Departure lounge south east fork, Kahlna.
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Arrive at 11000ft camp.
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afforded us the opportunity to
'single carry' everything with
us. With 24 hours of daylight
there was no need for torches
or a set time to move. We
chose to start at about 0200
hrs and were usually settled at
our new camp before it
became to hot. We were
constantly amazed at the
volume of people who
travelled when the sun was at
its hottest.
Campsite routines were
quickly established. Potential
sites were first checked for
crevasses using avalanche
probes, and then clearly
marking boundaries with
wands. Reoccupying a
recently vacated site was a
bonus but often we had to
start from scratch. As a rule
we endeavoured to construct
a wall around the tent that
provided 360 degree
protection from the wind and
normally exceeded the height
of the tent. Excavating a
platform was the first priority
then utilising the spoil to start
the wall. A clear plastic bag
was placed in the constructed
toilet (you were permitted to
dump this bag into the next
open crevasse on route) and
a wand marked the spot to
pee.
Melting snow to produce
water is a central theme in this
environment. Brush and I
were lucky to have one of the
spare cookers and although a
tedious task, this was
achieved in half the time.
Mornings were always
accompanied by hoar frost
encrusted on the inside of the
tent. Every movement
seemed to disturb the frost
which slithered and dripped
everywhere. On the fourth
night we decided to double
our nightly dosage to a whole
tablet of Diamox. On previous
trips to the Himalayas I was
always reluctant to use
Diamox because of the sideeffects, and as a result,
suffered badly from sleep
apnoea. However, on this trip
I had no problems sleeping
nor felt the need to increase
the dosage further. The only
side effects I experienced
were the occasional tingley
fingers.
10
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retuned the mug with
little more than a nod of
appreciation He was
French - nuff said!!

f For the next 3 days we were
going to stay overnight at the
11,000 ft camp. This was part
of our acclimatization
programme and allowed us to
ferry some of the kit forward
(double/triple carry) toward the
next camp at 14,200 ft. This
was necessary as the terrain
had become much steeper
and more awkward. The
down time was enjoyed by all
and Malcolm, our doctor,
demonstrated his love of
Turkish architecture by
constructing a great arch (with
an obligatory key-stone) to
mark the entrance to our
campsite. It was christened
the Denali Arch and officially
opened with great pomp and
ceremony. We cashed more
kit here, including our skis.
The climb to 14,200ft was for
me the toughest day of the
entire trip. Motorbike Hill
followed by Squirrel Hill then a
misbehaving sledge on Windy
Corner compounded the
effort. It was a great relief to
reach the next campsite. One
member of the group had mild
Altitude Mountain Sickness
(AMS) and another was
urinating blood. We had
consumed all our fluid getting
here; melting snow was now a
priority.
Having established camp and
in the throes of re-hydration, I
looked up suddenly to see 2
figures standing on the bank
enquiring after our health. I
soon realised this was John
and Chris. Before leaving UK
I was aware that Chris Onion,
a member of the Ogwen
Mountain Rescue (and
resident of Llanrwst) was
going to be on Denali at the
same time. We were also
informed at Base Camp that
John Evans, a Denali Park
Ranger, (from Capel Curig?)
would be pleased to see us
Brits!! Although I retained an
awareness of their existence,
thought with over 600 climber;
on the hill, I was unlikely to
meet them. John has an
unconventional background
and has been providing a
Ranger service on Denali-for
many years. For the past two ~ J
days John and Chris p lu s-35
volunteer climbers had been
involved in the rescue of a
South Korean climber who

took a 60 ft fall just above
Denali Pass (18,300ft). They
carried him down to17200ft,
before implementing a classic
multi-stage lower, down the
steeper terrain to14,200
where he was evacuated by
helicopter. We were to meet
John and Chris again in the
West Rib Bar in Talkeetna.
The camp at 14200ft was by
far the biggest and felt less
transient. A medina of white
walls separated the various
climbing groups and extended
towards the Rangers tent with
its large antenna. As at base
camp, 2 toilets sit at the
forward edge of the camp,
closed on 3 sides about waist
height. From the toilet the
outlook towards Foraker was
impressive with a carpet of
clouds bridging the valley
below. Next to us a female
Alaskan Mountain Guide was
nurse-maiding 2 exhausted
clients, to the right, a group
we had watched descend the
headwall then stagger into
camp, were now recomposed,
jubilant and posing for the ‘I
climbed Denali’ photograph.
Two new arrivals from the
lower camp collapsed in the
snow next to me. I offered my
freshly brewed mug of tea to
the first guy. After several
slurps my gestures to pass
the mug onto his mate were
ignored. He finished the
entire drink himself then

The next 4 days had a
similar routine as the
previous camp; rest,
acclimatisation and the
carry stores up to
17,200ft. This involved
4,
scaling the headwall on
^ fixed ropes, then
V continue up the ridge,
\
past Washburn's

Thumb, onto
a plateau where the next
camp was located. This
camp was much smaller and
split into 2 halves, a lower and
higher section. We continued
to the higher camp as Ian had
heard that it received an extra
hour of sun in the morning
and evening, which proved to
be correct. Bad weather had
prevented any summit attempt
for the past 4 days and as a
result the camp population
was growing daily. There was
no chance of re-occupancy
and the realisation that we
were to build from scratch was
an unpleasant one. Over the
next 2 days, with no let-up in
the weather, groups began to
retreat off the mountain.
However, on the third day
good news was received (via
sat-phone) from the weather
station at Fairbanks. The
forecast for the next day
detailed a 12 hours break in
the weather about midday.
This was good news indeed
as Denali Pass is a
notoriously cold place due to it

Hard Labour at high camp - 17200ft.

remaining in the shade until
about 11:00 hrs. We did what
we could in terms of
preparation and went to sleep
in the knowledge that we had
a leisurely start in the morning
- or did w e...?
Malcolm was awake at 07:00
hrs and when he emerged
from his tent he was greeted
with a blaze of blue sky.
Under normal circumstances
this would not be a feature of
concern, however, it
represented the early arrival
of our 12 hour weather
window and the need to get
moving was now a priority.
We were the first group to
depart that morning and,
despite the blue sky, there
was a scything wind. We
calculated that the
temperature was minus 65
degrees with wind-chill.
Progress up the pass was
slow as the track had long
since disappeared with zero
traffic over the past 6 days. In
these conditions the margins
are slim. You need to keep
moving to generate sufficient
heat to maintain the balance
against the penetrating cold.
Unfortunately the extra effort
required for breaking trail
slowed progress significantly
reducing heat production for
those that followed. Despite
each rope-team taking their
turn to lead by the time we
stepped aside and waited for
the others to pass, the chill
had begun to take grip. After
an extended period trailbreaking and the subsequent
pause Dave E’s feet were like

blocks of ice. There was no
choice but to remove each
boot in turn and attempt to
reheat his feet in my armpit.
The two other groups
continued slowly. As we
reached the pass we
contoured round without
stopping, hoping there was
somewhere to shelter from the
unrelenting wind and take
stock but the terrain offered no
such luxury as a windbreak.
Dave’s feet were no better and
Pete’s were just as bad and
both Malcolm and Brush had
frostbite on their face. Their
only option was to descend.
We decided to continue
hoping the weather would
improve and slowly it did.
I have no idea how long we'd
been going since the group
split, 4-5 hours? but the gods
were on our side. Not only did
the wind slacken, but the
rarefying air was
compensated by a decline in
the gradient. We rested at
Archdeacon’s Tower before
crossing the Football Pitch - a
long, flat featureless area. We
were confident that the good
visibility would hold and
decided there was no need to
deploy wands to mark the
route. A further 45 minutes
push up Pig Hill before we
reached the summit. At 17:25
hrs Ian. Dave P, Ben, Adam
and I were standing on the
highest point in North America
- a thought to savour. After
many photographs we started
our descent. The fragile wind
blown slab snow condition

A carpet o f cloud in all directions - 5 minutes from the
summit..

demanded our full attention.
After two innocuous but
potentially disastrous slides on
Pig Hill, each subsequent foot
placement was made with
great precision. The same
level of physically draining
precision footwork was
required again as we
descended Denali Pass.
However, the weather
remained stable and we were
back in camp in just under 5
hours.
The following day the weather
had closed in again with a
forecast of a big storm coming
through in 3 days. With no
further opportunity for a
summit bid, the priority now
was to get off the mountain
and back to Talkeetna before
all air traffic ceased again.
We were back at Base Camp

in 2 days and were pleased
and surprised to be on a flight
back to Talkeetna within the
hour.
Exercise ROLLING ROCK
was an excellent experience
and a great success. All nine
members of the team reached
Denali Pass at 18,200ft and
over 50% of the team stood
on the summit. The frostbite
injuries were superficial with
no lasting damage. Most
gained a new altitude
persona! best, especially
Adam whose previous high
point was Tryfan. Finally, I
would like to thank Ian for all
the hard work involved in
making the Exercise happen
and the entire team for
making it such an enjoyable
and memorable expedition.

The Summiteers - L to Ft: Ben, Rab, Dave, Adam. Ian.
ARMY MOUNTAINEER
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Exercise ALPINE DRAGON
Infantry Battle School - Haute Route (sort of)
By P M Boschi
Four weeks in the bush in
Malawi, seventeen hours
sharing a minibus with Guns
’N' Roses and a couple of
quiet ones' in a bar in
Chamonix were not the best
way to acclimatise for an
' . attempt on the Haute Route.
; - SMI you've got to go with
what you've got, and there
were some good points to the
tnp; tri-Service in the finest
sense (Royal Marines, no
RAF) and a large supply of
issue long johns.
v
The first two days were a
chaos of kit and
incompetence. We regarded
ourselyesas fairly reasonable
f
.skiers: however, 4h.e finer ,
po ints of Staying lip ijg h t in
mountaineering boots with no
■ *£ '
V v r . support completely essaped
us The employment of skins
was another fairly precipitous
learning curve as the bold
claim, “you can go anywhere
on skins, can’t you?"
was shown to be
instantly incorrect on
a steep and icy
jlope.
.Things began to
come together in
time for the
wheather to get

very much worse. The bad
weather coincided with a huge
dump of snow, which improved
confidence dramatically as it
became clear that the frequent
pastime of face planting no
longer hurt as much. In
addition, motoring uphill
became faster and slicker, with
mandatory kick turns no longer
requiring(the fall in the middle.
Tttftcjtfficulty was a complete
TrwfHtty to see further than 50
- yards or so coupled with much
jfounderin^.irt waist-deep
sndw.. Avalanche flags started
appearing, becaqtS blacker
and finally went very black
indeed. It was not looking
good. t
O s day six our gfride Mac
MoKay joined us, took one ^ *
'lo o k and s§nt us all to get
different boots: h^ then took
another look at the weather
fad told
and the snow di
p do'tf)e
us we weren’t
full Haute Route,
then proceeded to
dig snow pits to
check the avalanche
risk, and they

collapsed
Elapse entirely on us. Two
days
rater we heard that four
ays Tati
groups had started, three
turned back and the other
had been caught in an
avalanche. There are times
when professional advice can
'atherlralu^H te.
.

Our new itinerary took in a
four-day ski tour in the vicinity
of Arolla, takjng in the Pigne
d’Arolla at 3790m along with
a great deal of climbing and
two particularly glorious

downhill off-piste powder runs
of 6km and 8km. We did
cause much confusion in the
huts as our early starts and
rapid climbing saw a good
lead established over all the
civilian groups, who clearly
thought we were a fairly
professional bunch, helped by
Mac’s wild claims that we
were the British downhill ski
team. Of course, once we
took our skins off it was a
different story, with some good
but mostly very average
skiing. Our strong belief while

skiing through crud was and
remains, “Parallel for show Snow plough for the pro” .
Our final two days were
attempts on the Allilinhorn and
Breithorn, both 4000m peaks,
and both were superb. High
wind forced us and the other
groups off the Allilinhorn on
the summit col: the Breithorn
was a great day with a hard
climb and summit followed by
the frankly terrifying
experience of a long and fast
schuss through crud down
and across the bowl beneath
the ridge. At this stage jump

turns had gone from an
impossible dream to a huge
source of amusement, and
piling through thick powder
was now done mostly on skis
and not on our faces. By
some margin it was the best
skiing most of us had ever
done. The final run on piste
down to Zermatt was hugely
disappointing after our days on
the mountains. If only there
were some way to throw away
the lift pass, put skins on, find
climbs and runs that good and
still get down to Dick's T Bar
every evening...

Capt Sam Humphris forgetting never to look down.

And on the last day we finally
learnt to ski..........

Back in Arolla after the four-day tour.
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WORK LATER!
Exercise VENTURER DR Al
J/\TO Malvern College CCF
In June 2004 I was fortunate enough to join
some friends and colleagues at the Joint Sevices
Alpine Centre in Sonthofen. Our intention was to
climb anything that was in condition - rock,
snow, ice, klettersteig - during the best part of
two weeks in the mountains of Bavaria and
Austria, and if all else failed we would watch the
spring snow melt and see the alpine flowers
emerge for yet another season.
Our "warm-up’ was spent completing numerous
single-pitch routes on a number of limestone
outcrops close to Fussen. A pre-dawn start next
day enabled us to get to Langenfeld (Austria) in
time for breakfast after which we completed the
two “well known" roadside klettersteigs of the
valley. First the Lehner Wasserfall Klettersteig in
the early morning sun. A great little route with
some fine steeper sections, long exposed
traverses and a classic little roof to “round it off”.
After a caffeine boost at the MPreiss in
Langenfeld village we tackled the Reinhard
Schiestl Klettersteig - a much steeper proposition
with significant exposure in places. This route
was physically quite demanding and surprisingly
sustained. Both of these routes should be on
any klettersteig devotees list and are typical of
the modern crag klettersteig routes that take the
climber into situations normally the preserve of
those that venture onto harder rock routes.
The weather precluded us from venturing on the
high hills next day so we took the Nabelhorner
cable car to the top station, watched numerous
hang-gliders take off and then descended on foot
to Obersdorf with camera at the ready to catch
snowbells emerging through the melting snow
margins and the super-abundance of the earlyflowering gentians and primulas.
I had agreed to put on a “Single Pitch Award
(SPA) syllabus course" as part of the AMA
climbing meet scheduled for 1 1 -1 4 June. That
was the reason why eight AMA members were to
be found in a frenzy of knots and rope
manoeuvres for two days at Tiefenbach and
Fussen Crags and discussing etiquette at crags
and learning about rock-climbing history while
viewing slides and video footage back at the
centre. Seven happy souls “escaped from the
system" that week-end and came away much
the wiser and with some useful log-book
experience.
Frustration set in next day as the party tried to
find the base of the elegant looking BurgbergHornli rock ridge on the Grünten which overlooks
Sonthofen. Our efforts ended amongst the forest
undergrowth and resulted in taking the footpath
(?) to the summit cross!

M
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Escaping the system

Fortunes were better next day as we caught the first cable-car
up the Nabelhorner and geared up for an early season
crossing of the classic Hinderlanger Klettersteig. The exposure
on this ridge is considerable and in places patches of hard
neve made progress slow and interesting! Progress on much
of the return route required the use of cram pons and rope and
was rem iniscent of the Cairngorm s at Eastertime!
It was a wet drive over to Garmish next day but the
clouds did lift in the afternoon revealing snow
capped peaks galore as we set about pitching tents
at the PX campsite. We caught the first cable car
up the Osterfelderkopf next morning and well
before 0900hrs were walking out over snow
patches towards the base of the AlpspitzFerrata that weaves its way impressively up
the broad expanse of the north wall of the
Alpspitze. We soon joined the cables and
ladders working their way through the rock

Reinhard Schiestl Kletterstieg.

Wasserfall Kletterstieg.

Hinderlanger Klettersteig.

architecture with great views
of the Zugspitze and the
Jubilaum sgrat ridge still
plastered with snow. Higher
up snow and ice covered the
cables and ladders and it was
necessary to climb two or
three entertaining
“conventional” Scottish Grade
1/2 pitches before topping out
on the snow covered summ it
of the Alpspitze (2629
metres) at about 1315hrs.
Descent down the east ridge

Burgberg-Hornli Ridge

and across the Oberkar was
principally on snow as far as
the Bernardeinwande saddle.
From there the route to the
Kreutzeck cable car was
followed and we made the
last car of the day to the
valley with just a few minutes
to spare!
Return to Sonthofen next day
was made via the Orztal and
Langenfeld where another
ascent of the Lehner

Fussen Crag - SPA Sylabus work.

W asserfall Klettersteig was
made - but with different
team members.
The final challenge of the trip
was to revisit the Grunten this tim e we did find the route
to the base of the BurgbergHornli ridge. Six pitches of
vegetated limestone up the
exposed ridge - most of it at
about Difficult (UIAA grade 2
or 3) standard with one step
of Severe (grade 4) - led us

in under three hours to the
sum m it cross. It turned out to
be a route that looked better
than it really was owing to its
com m anding position.
The team managed to
complete a busy programme of
climbing rock, snow, ice and
klettersteigs as planned and is
most grateful to the AMA for
the grants given to the
individual participants in
mem bership of the association.
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By Kenny Ross Aged 281/4
Oli and I decided to make a
trip to the Alps together one
evening when we were pulling
on plastic at the Westway in
London. The question was
where? We decided on
Chamonix again as we both
knew the area well and there
are a lot of routes there that
we both wanted to do. We
have known each other for a
couple of years but had
hardly done any climbing
together apart from an icefall
a couple of winters

ago and some indoor stuff. I
knew Oli well enough to know
that we would have a good
time and do plenty of
climbing. We decided to go
for three weeks in June
straight after I finished my
end of year exams.
We flew to Geneva and
arranged an airport transfer
with a chalet company based
in Les Houches. Andy, the
driver was a friendly guy and
filled us both in on the state of
the valley and what the winter
had been like. He even
agreed to stop in
Sallanches so we could
buy some more food
in addition to the
stuff we had got

from the cash and carry back
in the UK. We also stocked
up on gas and fuel for the
stoves. After getting dropped
off at the end of town we
quickly walked to the gite
where we had arranged to
leave our extra stuff we didn’t
need up the hill. Packing
didn’t take too long, the plan
was to walk up to near the
Argentiere hut and camp for a
week and climb routes from
there. With all the rock and
ice gear, sleeping bags, tent,
stove and food our sacs felt
pretty heavy.
A couple of hours later, after
hitchhiking to Argentiere we
found ourselves slogging up
the scree treadmill that is the
pierre rie ski run. As it was
getting late and starting to
rain we b iw ye d at the
lognan cable car
station for the
night. Early
the next

morning we set out and walked
the rest ot the way up the
glacier. We found a reasonable
campsite at the bottom of the
glacier de Milieu and cooked the
first of many meals of noodles,
smash and cheese, flavoured
with packet soup. Our main
objective for the week was a
climb on the north face of the
aiguille d’Argentiere called the
Messner route. As a warm up
for this we decided to climb a
route called the Petit Viking, an
ice climb up the side of the
frontier ridge that runs between
Mont Dolent and the Aiguille du
Triolet. All the belays were in
place according to the guide
book enabling an abseil descent.
For ten pitches we worked our
way up the route which was like
a big Scottish gully. Mostly neve
and ice, the last two pitches
being tricky mixed climbing on
loose rock. The warmth of the
rising sun was also starting to
soften everything up so we didn’t
waste any time at the top but
decided to head down straight
away. The ropes on the first
abseil refused to budge even
with both of us pulling them.
After a lot of cursing we
settled who would have
to go up and free
the ropes by the
fairest

method - stone, paper or
scissors. I lost so I had to
prussic back up the stretchy
60m ropes and sort out the
abseil anchor so the rope ran
freely. By the time we made it
back to the glacier the sun had
started beating down in earnest
and it seemed to take forever to
wade through the slushy snow
back to our tent.
We spent the next day getting
ready for the Messner route. We
decided to take about the same
amount of gear. Six ice screws,
ten nuts, a few blade and angle
pegs, seven extenders and a
load of slings made up our rack.
Our system of leading in blocks
of four pitches worked well. We
also took only one sac between
us which the second carried.
This meant that the leader could
climb much quicker. We set out
at midnight, it was a long walk to
the foot of the face over the col
du Chardonnet which took about
three hours. We managed to
cross the bergschrund and
reach the start of the mixed
ground before sunrise. What we
failed to appreciate was that as
soon as the sun came up it was
going to hit the
face.
Immediately I
felt too hot
and the
/

Sunrise on the Fleche
Rousse ridge.

snow and ice covering the
rock started to melt. We had
to dig down through the
sugary snow to find every
handhold which slowed us
down a lot. Eventually we
reached the big snow/ice
slope that made up the
middle part of the face. This
turned out to be easy, a good
layer of snow over hard ice.
We moved together up this to
the bottom of the gully that
goes through the top rock
band. We reverted to moving
one at a time as the slope
steepened and turned Into
bare ice. Eventually it
relented and we reached the
crest of the North-east ridge.
All that remained was to climb
up the remainder of the ridge
and pull over the cornice that
barred our way to the summit.
We hadn’t seen a soul all day
apart from a helicopter per
forming what must have been
a rescue on the Chardonnet.
We were now rewarded with
amazing views of the massif,
the Courtes, Droites, Verte
chain rose up in front of us
and beyond that the
Jorrasses and Mont Blanc
itself. Behind us the peaks of
the Valais were obscured by
menacing looking clouds
which looked to be moving
our way. Time to start
heading down. The descent
was an easy plod down the
glacier to our tent
where we had a

much
needed brew.^
We only had enough food for
another couple of days and
the weather was due to break
over the weekend so we
decided to do an easier route
to finish the week off. The
Fleche Rousse ridge fitted the
bill. The guidebook time was
four and a half hours from the
hut and we managed to stick
to that. Kicking steps up
gullies filled with snow and
scrambling around the
gendarmes on the ridge we
made fast progress and were
on the summit by nine o ’clock.
After walking back down the
glacier de Milieu we packed
up our tent and spent the rest
of the day on the veranda of
the Argentiere hut chatting
with two Polish guys, Adam
and Chris who were going to
climb the Aiguille Verte. They
had hitchhiked all the way
from Poland to get to
Chamonix taking several days.
Due to the weather being so
warm we decided that we
would have to set off very
early the next morning to
ensure that the snow bridges
on the glacier were frozen
and would be at their safest.
After a night spent at the hut
we headed off back down to
Argentiere. A week spent
eating noodles meant we
were both desperate for
some proper food.
A fter the experi
ence of the
previous week
it was
obvious that
the weather
was too
warm to
attempt
more
ice

climbs. A rock route that I
wanted to do was the Cordier*
pillar on the Grand Charmoz.
At twenty four pitches long it
was by far the longest rock
climb that either of us had
done but we felt confident and
reasoned that it w asn’t too
comm itting as we planned to
descend by abseil. Because
of this we would leave our
mountain boots and ice axes
at the bottom of the pillar and
climb in rock shoes carrying
only bivvy gear in one sac.
After a night spent in
Chamonix we repacked our
stuff for another week up in
the mountains. Next morning
we plodded up the path from
the town to the grand balcon
nord. The sounds of traffic
and other noise receded the
further up the track we got
until finally peace and quiet
reigned. We found a brilliant
site for the tent on a grassy
alp above the track. There
was even good bouldering
nearby on the huge blocks of
granite scattered around. As
a warm up for the Cordier we
climbed the Couzy route on
the Aiguille I’M. This was a
great rock route on perfect
rock which was very
enjoyable. The climbing was
never desperate and there
were plenty of pegs in place.
After a couple of days spent
waiting for the weather to
improve we set out for the
pillar. The climbing was
amazing, steep and exposed.
Pitch followed pitch on lovely
rough granite which was a
pleasure to climb. We made
a few errors in route finding
due to misleading bits of tat in
the lower section but
generally, it was easy to follow
the line. We reached the big
ledge system at two thirds
height where we planned to
spend the night. The cloud
which had obscured the view
the whole day lifted after dark
and we were treated to a
wonderful view of the valley
by night. The next morning
we started early to finish off
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Finished the Frendo.

the last ten pitches. These
were even better than the
bottom section. Lovely
jamming cracks and chimneys
and even a weird tufa-like
section. The view had been
getting steadily better with
each rope length. We were
now high up and could see
past the Blaitiere towards
Mont Blanc. The Tour Ronde
and the Grande Capucin were
in plain view. Laybacking up
the final crack I heaved on to
the summ it ridge and found
myself looking down onto the
north face and the Aiguille de
Republic. We sat on the
summit for a while and
enjoyed the view and the
sunshine. However we had a
long way to go before we
were home so we didn’t wait
too long before setting off on
the laborious business of
making over twenty abseils
back to the glacier. On the
second rappel Oli dislodged a
massive block which unfortu
nately chopped ten metres off
my rope. This and the fact
that the ropes felt like they
were going to get stuck nearly
every time we pulled them
made the descent pretty
nerve-wracking to say the
least. I was very relieved
when I could see the rope
ends touching the glacier
where we had stashed our
boots. We couldn't hang
around as it was the
afternoon by this point and
the snow around the bottom
of the pillar was peppered
with the debris that had been
crashing down the adjacent
gully since about noon. We
IB
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quickly gathered up our stuff
and glissaded down the
glacier and back to our plastic
palace.
The weather, which had been
pretty good up until now
broke, and there was nothing
for it but to head for the valley.
We spent the next five days
hanging out in the gite and
cragging in Vallorcine and the
Galliands waiting for the
weather forecast to improve.
Eventually the outlook
improved enough to make
another trip feasible. We both
wanted to do another big,
mixed route before going
home and a line that we both
agreed would be fantastic
would be the Frendo Spur.
We had just enough time left
before we were due to return
home. We headed back up to
our previous campsite and
got our gear ready. Five ice
screws, ten nuts, two pegs,
three cams, seven extenders
and some slings made up the
climbing gear we took with us.
On top of that we had the
ropes, the stove and pan, the
bivvy sac, water bottles, some
food, our ice tools and
crampons and our duvet
jackets. For this climb we
would take a rucksack each
as we had to carry our ice
climbing gear on the bottom
rock section of the spur.
Early the next morning we
walked along the balcon nord
towards the Plan de I’Aguille.
A thick scum of cloud hung in
the sky obscuring the
mountain. We waited by the

deserted cafe next to the
cable car station for a while,
undecided whether or not to
continue. We reasoned that
we might as well walk up to
the foot of the spur and see
how things turned out.
Thankfully as we were
walking up the glacier des
Pelerins the clag lifted and we
had a good look at the route.
The bottom section of the
spur is an easy scramble.
W hat would have been loose
rock was still covered in well
consolidated snow. We
kicked up this unroped for the
first couple of hundred metres
until a tricky pitch brought us
onto the crest of the spur.
The climbing was still not very
difficult so we moved together
now, roped up, along the
crest, climbing short walls and
cracked slabs until we
reached a small col. The spur
now got steeper, I got the
other rope out of my sac and
we tied on to it. Oli led on up
the start of the difficult rock
climbing. The rock pitches
were not too difficult but my
boots felt clumsy and in some
places the rock was wet.
There were plenty of pegs in
place however and the route
finding was fairly easy. Oli
made short work of the crux
rock pitch, an awkward
layback corner crack.
Another two pitches of easier
rock followed and we were on
the large shoulder at the top
of the rock section. There
were several bivvy sites on
the large ledge and we
selected the most palatial, a
cave formed by an overhang
ing boulder. A previous
occupant had built a low wall
around the entrance I busied
myself excavating the snow
that had built up inside while
Oli rigged up a rope
balustrade that we clipped
ourselves and all our gear to.
We then started the sustain
ing ritual of tea, noodles and
cigarettes. We had planned
to take two days to do the
route as the top section is all
snow and ice and would be
safest in the cold of early
morning. We carpeted our
bed for the night with our
foam pads, empty rucksacks
and ropes. Pulling the tent
sac over ourselves we settled
down for the night. After
about half an hour we began
to hear voices, people

shouting. They were definite
ly getting louder. Presently
we were joined by a pair of
French climbers who were
surprised to see us. They
were then followed by another
three parties. They were all
aspirant guides with their
assessors. We sat up for a
while longer and chatted
away to them in our terrible
French.
Eventually we managed to
snatch a bit of shuteye but at
last dawn was starting to
break on the horizon. We got
up and made a brew and ate
a packet of semolina. I
racked up. putting the ice
screws to the front of my
harness, strapped on my
crampons and set off up the
thin snow arête that leads the
way to the rock rognon.
Rebuffat describes the route
in his book ‘The 100 Finest
Routes’ as going up the
rognon but we were following
the description in ‘Neige,
Glace et Mixte' which recom
mends going round to the left.
The guides seemed to be
waiting for us to go first so we
didn’t waste time and moved
together up the arête. As I
got nearer to the rock the
slope steepened and the
snow got less and less
secure. It was a thin crust
over a layer of sugary corn
snow, under this was the
hardest ice I have ever seen.
I was relieved when I
managed to get a runner in a
rock sticking out of the slope
and moved off round left to
skirt round the rognon. The
snow started to get firm er and
turned to ice as we climbed
further up. On two occasions
I found bolted belays and
happily made use of them.
The last three pitches were
the crux of the second day
with an average angle of
about sixty degrees and one
ten metre section of eighty
degree ice at the very end.
Once on the Midi-Plan ridge
all that remained was to plod
up to the ice tunnel fighting
our way past the guided
hordes. I felt elated at having
completed such a fantastic
route which was a great way
to end such a successful
holiday.

Exercise FRENCH MIST TIGER
by Mark Gregory
Exercise FRENCH MIST
TIGER was a summ er
trekking expedition to the
French and Swiss Alps and
was undertaken by members
of 4 Bn REME. The exercise
was designed to provide
m embers of the Battalion with
a physically demanding
venture across remote and
mountainous terrain whilst
providing them with an insight
into the difficulties and
challenges faced by the
population who live within the
boundaries of the Alps.
Prior to undertaking this
venture late in August 2004,
the nine participants from the
General Support Company
and RLC Stores Troop began
their pre-expedition training
with hikes over D artm oor and
Snowdonia National Parks.
These hikes provided team
members with an insight into
what would be expected of
them on arrival in France.
The sessions themselves
consisted of a long and
undulating trek over Dartm oor
before progressing to a
shorter yet steeper ascent of
Mt Snowdon and Yr Aran.
Incorporating navigation, first
aid and mountain craft
training these sessions
proved of great value for
those who attended.
A relentless 18 hours of
travel preceded our arrival in
the Rhone-Alps region of
France, which greeted us
with scenes of immense
beauty with the lush greenery
of Alpine forests contrasted
against the backdrop of
mountainous, snow covered
peaks and sunlight glistened
glaciers. At valley level, all
were enticed by this amazing
landscape and this
enchantm ent could only
improve as we progressed
higher into the range. Base
camp in the Les Bossons
district of Cham onix was
reached around mid-morning
on the 21st August and all
were eager for a period of
rest outside the confines of
the minibus. Refreshed and
ready to make the most of
the remaining day and a half,
the team ventured into

The team at Le Tour (L to R): Cfns Gary Price, Paul Reed, LCpI Al Wilson, Pte ‘Curly’ Colbridge,
Cfn Steve To/and, Lt Mark Gregory, Cfn Darren Smith and Dan Booth.

C ham onix town centre to
purchase any final luxuries
and to sample some of the
local customs. Not
surprisingly these custom s
were merrily continued in the
evening as the team
descended on the only
English theme bar in the
town. W hen in Rome?
Day one of the expedition
was to prove a real eyeopener for some. As with any
expedition of this nature it is
always vital that the
participants are given
personal challenges to
overcome and the ascent
from Le Tour to the Tete de la
Balme provided just that. The
going was easy under foot
but steep and arduous and it
was clear from the start that
some would struggle.
However, this was a
challenge and all rose to the
occasion and achieved many
personal goals.
Having narrowly avoided a
series of downhill mountain
bikers we arrived at the
Refuge de Col de la Balme,
out of breath and dripping in
sweat, but following a short
breather the journey
continued to the Tete. To
lighten the load, rucksacks
were left at the refuge in
favour of an easier climb.
This was to be the highest
point of the day, literally.
From our elevated position

upon the summit, the
panoram ic views of the
C ham onix valley and
Switzerland were a rem inder
to us all as to why we had
volunteered to leave the
m undane routine of barrack
life. It also gave us the
opportunity to recce the route
and landscape ahead, and if
this natural beauty was not
enough then the adjacent
rock face crowned by the Lac
D'Emission dam most
certainly was. From a purely
REME point of view, this was
an impressive feat of civil
engineering. Following the
custom ary happy snaps, it
was back to the refuge for
over-priced coffee and then
on our way into the Alpine
woodlands of the
neighbouring valley. As the
descent progressed we could
see our intended, but now

questionable cam psite at Le
Prise de Bisse on the far
side. Having had a close
encounter with an agitated
wasp nest 'en route’, which
saw George Hughes am ongst
others move a little faster
then usual, we reached the
Swiss valley base of Le
Trient. With daylight fading
we pitched camp early, which
with the benefit of hindsight
proved to be a sensible if not
fortunate decision.
Laying awake in the early
hours of the morning,
listening to the rain lashing
the outside of our tents,
although soothing, was to be
the om inous prem onition of
things to come. As darkness
turned to light, the sound of
rain on canvas remained, and
as a few brave souls plucked
up the courage to venture

Ascending the Col de Tricot.
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outside it was clear that the
prospect of comm encing the
second day’s hike was
diminishing. The decision
was taken not to continue.
Due to the inclement weather
and reduced visibility, to
proceed along the narrow
and exposed tracks that
dominated this leg would
have been foolish. This is not
to say that the day went to
waste. In between frequent
visits to the local Café, the
team were tutored further in
basic mountain craft including
map reading, rope w ork and
evacuation procedures.
With dawn the next day came
the sign we were all awaiting.
As sunshine broke through
cloudy skies there was no
doubt that the route ahead
was there for the taking. This
was to be the longest day of
the expedition, further than
planned and taking a full ten
hours. There was still the
need to make up what had
remained from the previous
day, and added to this would
be a segm ent of the next
day’s route due to a missed
checkpoint later that evening.
The team left Trient after a
healthy continental breakfast
and made their way back
towards France, but this was
not without it’s episode. If
narrowly avoiding mountain
bikers w asn’t heart-racing
enough, then narrowly
avoiding boulders and tree
stumps was. As the first
assent of the day began, a
large thundering crash was
heard up ahead. As the team
rounded the corner on their
final approach to La Prise de
Bisse the evidence was
there, convincingly spread
across the track. Although by
no means a large incident in
mountaineering terms,
anyone who had been caught

View o f Glacier de Tour from Le Brevent.

by this breezeblock sized
rock or accompanying tree
stump would have sustained
serious injuries. Fortunately
all survived this moment of
excitement and continued as
they once had - onwards and
upwards. Le Prise de Bisse
was reached with no further
dramas and on review, this
location did offer a suitable,
but small campsite next to a
newly constructed refuge (not
shown on current maps).
Having checked-in with the
warden to inform him of the
earlier incident we continued
to ascend higher into the
mountains.
Navigating our way along
narrow, winding and rocky
tracks the team arrived at yet
another unexpected and
unmarked refuge, this time
near the uninhabited hamlet
of Dessus. A short rest and
light refreshments were taken
and on plodded this drained,
but surprisingly spirited
group. As the route
eventually levelled out and
the border with France
crossed, the welcomed sight
of the Refuge de Col de la
Balme had us all reminiscing
our last visit. By now the
team was tired and some had

found the final leg from
Dessus a real struggle, but
‘not far now’ was the
subconscious thoughts of
many. Regrettably this was
not to be the case as our
intended cam psite at the Lac
de Charmillion was
convincingly overshot
because this lake (as it was
mapped) turned out to be
nothing more then a large,
but well-hidden puddle. The
error was noticed shortly
afterwards, but taking into
account our position, the
collective decision was taken
to proceed with the first leg of
the next days trek.
The Refuge de Albert 1st
overlooks the Le Bosson
glacier and was to be the
highest part of the trek, but it
was not to be. Just like the
day before, about 1km from
the refuge the skies again
darkened as black clouds
engulfed the region and with
the accompanying rain the
team retraced their steps
back to the Lac de
Charmillion. Camp was
established just south of the
lake next to one of the many
cable-car stations In the Alps.

Following a night of heavy
rain and high w inds the team
arose to a dull, miserable and
misty morning. The final leg
of this circuit, which was to
return us to Le Tour took us
through the Chalet de Balme
and up over the Aiguillette
des Posettes. The mist that
would stay with us the whole
day made navigation difficult
and after some standing
around at the Chalets the
climb to Posettes was slow,
mainly because the
culmination of the previous
tw o days was taking it’s toll,
but none-the-less the summ it
was reached. With the
knowledge that what
remained of the day was all
downhill, moral took a
sudden turn for the better and
so did the accompanying
pace. Le Tour was reached
with ease, but there would be
no time to reflect as we all
huddled Into the bus for the
short drive to our next start
point in the town of Les
Contamines-Mont-Joie. The
early end to day three gave
the many w eary legs and
sore feet a chance to relax in
the pleasant surroundings of
this Alpine township.
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The 36 hours of poor weather
that preceded our move to
Les Contam ines was to be
the last of It's kind. From this
point onwards there was to
be nothing but continuous
sunshine. The two-day circuit
that we were about to
com m ence was to have some
of the most fantastic scenery
and toughest routes that the
Alps have to offer. From our
start point at La Frasse on
the North Eastern edge of
Les Contamines, the
revitalised team began
another long and arduous
ascent into the mountains.
The climb was short and
sharp, but by no means as
difficult as that experienced
when scaling the heights of
Le Tete de Balme The path
wound it’s way out of the
lower Alpine valley and
traversed beneath the summ it
of Mt True and then down to
the Chalets de Miage where
lunch was taken by the river.
W hat cam e next will stick in
the m em ories of all
participants for years to
come, however it was not to
be the excitem ent of
mountain bikers or boulders,
but just another uphill slog.
Earlier that day the team had
split in two with the
expedition leader and Cfn
Dan Booth taking the minibus
to the finish point and then
walking an alternate route to
the Chalets de Miage.
Rounding the northern side
of Mt Tricot they met up with
a local who took a keen
interest in this little venture.
Following a short
conversation in broken
French, the duo left their
French cousin with a
booming smile on his face.
His parting gesture was to
imply that we were mad to
even attem pt to climb the Col
de Tricot, but that was exactly
w hat we did and he was
right, it was certainly an act
of Insanity. The height of
1389m over 1,6km took
approxim ately 2 hours and
drained most of the
endurance that was left
am ongst the team, but as
before, a steady plod and
frequent breaks ensured that
the saddle was reached In
good health and high spirits.
The Glacier de Bionnassay
was evidently in decline as
we crossed an hour or two
later. The crossing point over
a ‘rope’ bridge of wires and

planks was in good repair
giving the impression that it
was a new addition to the
area, and the idyllic views of
the towering glacier above
and valley below was awe
inspiring. From the glacier
the Mt Blanc tramline was
reached and followed to the
Col de Voza. The final uphill
stint led us to our cam psite at
the Hotel-Refuge Prarion.
Presented with the possibility
of hotel accom m odation and
freshly cooked food the
thought of another night
under canvas did not appeal
to all. Luckily for the troops,
George Hughes successfully
buttered up Mark G regory
into choosing the more
com fortable option, much to
their relief.
The final day's hike was to be
a roller coaster adventure as
we passed from village to
village and valley to valley,
but despite the overall lose in
height we still had numerous
steep gradients to overcome
before the bottom was
reached. Experience has
taught that should I venture
to this region again, I would
not include this elem ent of
the expedition at the end of a
five-day trek; it was perhaps
asking a little too much of
everyone considering what
had been achieved to date.
This aside, each individual
drove them selves on and
dealt with the difficulties in
their own way, but it was to
be Mark G regory who was to
leave a lasting impression on

Crossing the Glacier e Bionnassay.

this day. At one point on his
descent to the Col de la
Forclaz, he was seen to be
sprawled out over the edge of
the track, having had a
section com e loose under
foot. Following a few
confused looks, a bit of
panicked w orry and some
dusting off, the now slightly
em barrassed Expedition
Leader continued on his way
with a bruised and swollen
hand for his efforts.
The story of Exercise
FRENCH MIST TIGER ended
several hours later in the
village of La Gruvaz in a
heap of rucksacks and
bodies. The expedition had
taken its toll on every
individual, but all had gained
notable benefit from the

challenges presented by the
Alps. For Al W ilson and Paul
Reed the trek had been a
test of their characters,
always enthusiastic and
motivated they encouraged
their team -m ates from start to
finish; Steve Toland and Dan
Booth dem onstrated the finer
arts of mountain craft with
their high quality navigation
setting a good exam ple to all;
Physically robust, Darren
Smith and Gary Price set the
pace and led from the front
and for ‘C urly’ Colbridge, she
proved that through mental
determ ination any physical
dem ands can be overcome.
With that said, a w eary group
of nine explorers headed
back to C ham onix for one
final night of foreign frolics.
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An exciting leadership
opportunity

Free P o te n tia l Leader
T ra in in g C ourses.
World Challenge Expeditions is a specialist
D o n 't m iss o u t on
y o u r place!
in the provision of leadership, teamwork and
A va ila b le Dates:
development training for young people We
21st - 24th October
require motivated, enthusiastic and
3rd - 4th & 10th - 11th
experienced individuals to lead our range of
December
educational expedition programmes in the
19th - 22nd January
And more
UK and overseas
For overseas
expeditions call

For UK
expeditions call

08704 873173 01208 787817
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*

Military A T. qualifications and
experience recognised
(UEL/JSMEL otc.) Exporlenco
of working with young people
such as Cadets/UOTCs would
also be an advantage.

leaderinio@world-cliallenge.co.uk
www.world-challenge.co.uk
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The weekend of 18th / 1 9th
June saw me participate in my
first (and last, maybe?)
mountain marathon, the
LAMM. The LAMM has been
held since 1994. always in
Scotland, and is in many
respects similar to the KIMM.
I suspect that many AMA
members (and military
personnel in general) are no
strangers to these events, but
it was an eye opening and
quad burning experience for a
thirty-something staff officer
from Warminster and his team
mate. Jon Chorley from the
HAC. Along with experiencing
our first mountain marathon I
was also raising money for
research into a rare muscle
disorder. Juvenile
Dermatomyositis that has
afflicted my son for the past
two years.

station in Oban was about the
sum of information provided.
On arrival in Oban you were
issued a return foot passage
on the CalMac ferry to
Craignure and directions to
the event centre on Mull. Oh.
and of course the ferry
terminal was a good half mile
from the car park! It was a
barmy Friday evening in
Oban, the sun shone and sea
was calm. The town was full
of obvious competitors waiting
for the next ferry. Lycra, GoreTex. plenty of "I've done loads
of mountain marathons
before" T-shirts and the
occasional dodgy beard. The
chip shop owners appeared
ecstatic, the coach tours
bewildered and the locals
oblivious as several hundred
competitors gathered for the
45 minute crossing.

In the true spirit of mountain
marathons the location of the
event was not released on the
website until the Thursday
before the event. Turn
left after the
second
Shell

With a queue several deep it
took a while to reach the ferry
bar for some crucial pre-race
hydration products and little
more than a litre could be
taken on board before the
ferry passed Duart Castle and
docked on the Isle of Mull.
The event centre was a
further mile from the pier and
was reached by a brisk walk
or a trip on the Mull Light
Railway. We opted for the
walk for that final bit of
training, and, having visited
Mull before I already had the
train’s number! The Event
Centre was in the grounds of

C le a r view s a t sea le v e l

Howie Barnes at 700m somewhere.

Torosay Castle and provided
the local midge colony plenty
of evening tucker. After
registration, the issuing of a
0649 start time (0649 on a
Saturday - is there such a
time?) and a mug of gluhwein
it was time to erect the tent,
sort out kit and sleep.
My rather concerning love of
the bagpipes (especially for a
Sassenach) was nigh on
shattered at five o’clock on
Saturday morning as a lone
piper serenaded the campsite
into consciousness.

Breakfast, a final check of kit,
collect event maps and report
to the start. No impressive
mass start here; a fleet of
coaches awaited the
competitors. We boarded
coach one and headed west.
Some twenty minutes later a
series of coaches spilled out
eager competitors before
returning to the ferry terminal
to collect the weekend
Balamory and Iona tourists.
The start was a few hundred
metres from the road, via a
stream (wet feet before we

crystal clear and cold water.
The deer fence that
surrounded the campsite was
strewn with wet kit resembling
a Highland variation on
Tibetan Prayer flags. We
retired early in an attempt to
sleep. My race partner may
well be a long standing and
very good friend, but two
grown men in a one-man tent
is a bit too cosy.

Sea level

started) and nestled in the
shadow of Ben Buie in Glen
More. This start was for the
C, D and Novice courses and
hearing an intrepid B course
com petitor asking where the B
start was, was an early
morale boost. Wrong coach
mate and a good twenty miles
from the start!
We were competing on the D
course, ten checkpoints (that
must be visited in order),
approximately 26 kilometres
and 1000 metres of height
gain on day one. It was mid
June and the barmy weather
of Oban had gone, cloud, clag
and drizzle had set in. So
much for admiring the
Highland vistas. We set a
steady and almost sedate
pace which slowed as the day
progressed. Running on
Salisbury Plain does little to
prepare the body for peat
bogs and real mountains. It
was soon obvious that many
of the 1,000 or so competitors
had done this before as
several teams passed us. The
route headed South to the sea
at Moy Castle, all that height
gained in the coach journey
now lost before turning North
and plenty of height gain. The
clag was now down to 300
metres, there may have been

several hundred other
competitors in the hills but we
saw few of them and even
less of the spectacular
scenery. The great early cries
of "we’ll do this without
referring to the com pass” were
conveniently forgotten as we
searched for the western tip of
the northern lochan in a group
of six lochans in visibility of no
more than fifty metres. Some
good navigation, especially by
Jon, enabled us to locate all
the checkpoints, but one in
particular had taken close to
an hour of micro navigation.
The winners' podium was now
fading from our dreams (as if
it had ever been there).
We reached the overnight
campsite in just under ten
hours, several hours off the
leaders but still satisfied with
the achievement. Having
squeezed in the tent on a
remotely flat piece of ground it
was time for some well earned
food, a hot drink and some
admin. Comfort camping it
was not. Literally hundreds of
tents were squeezed In with
guys overlapping and
standing room only in
between. The stream nearby
was transformed into a
laundry as socks, shoes and
bodies were cleaned in the

Route selection at the start.

Day 2 again started at five with
the bagpipes, all part of the
experience! Having not ended
Day 1 within the first fifty we
did not qualify for the chasing
start. Our chances of winning
were less than slim, so, having
been woken at five we were
able to start at just gone 6.30
as a free-running team
concurrently to those on the
chasing start. We checked
through the start point, were
handed the control
descriptions and then
proceeded to be eaten alive by
the midges as we marked the
maps. Checkpoint 1 was up.
A climb of 400m over about 2
km does not sound too bad but
the quads were screaming.
Visibility was atrocious and
down to about 30m above
400m. Searching for a
checkpoint on a stream,
amongst many streams proved
challenging to say the least.
Although much easier to
locate, as there were racers
converging on it from several
directions, the route to
Checkpoint 2 was emotional.
Firstly our 400m of height gain
was lost and then in excess of
3 km through bog ranging
from ankle to knee depth. I
struggled to make progress
forwards without either a faceplant or ankle damage. I can
only take my hat off to those
racers who literally flew past
us running at a pace I would
struggle to maintain on the

M oy Castle

flat. W ithout doubt I was in a
different league. Day 2
continued; bog, climb and no
views, but with a few less
checkpoints and in the region
of 8 km less to cover. Some
eight hours after starting we
crossed the finish line, the
clouds cleared and the sun
came out. After a well earned
meal we packed up and
trudged back to the ferry
terminal to catch the 5 o ’clock
back to Oban. No race to the
bar this time, find a seat and
sleep. A twenty minute power
nap set me up for the nine
hour drive back to Warminster.
Over two days we had
covered close to 50km,
climbed over 2000m, spent
nearly eighteen hours on the
move and been woken twice
by a mad piper. Not once did
we threaten the winners, but
was that ever the intention?
Who needs the Atkins diet
when you can lose 6 lbs in a
weekend, although half of that
was probably in blood to the
midges. The aches have
passed, my feet have dried
out, my socks are still the
colour of peat and we raised
over E2000 in sponsorship, so
all in all not a bad weekend.
Was this my first and last
mountain marathon? I don’t
think so.

Jon Chorley enjoying the view.

Raleigh International Mountaineering Phase
By OCdt Waring
After graduating from RMCS I
was able to defer my entry to
Sandhurst by several months
to allow some additional time
for mountaineering and
travelling. The main part of my
travelling plans was a Raleigh
International Expedition to
Chile. For the mountaineering
phase of the expedition I
applied for and was awarded
an Army Mountaineering
Association grant.
The location for the
mountaineering phase was
the Lago Tranquiulo area of
Chilean Patagonia. It
contained a huge variety of
unspoilt mountains up to a
height of 2000 metres, many
of which had not been
climbed for decades.
The group consisted of a real
variety of characters and was
jointly led by an EML and
WML.
After being dropped off, in the
middle of nowhere, our first
priority was to establish a
base camp for our attempts
on the surrounding
mountains. Once established
we began two-day trips to
find a suitable location for an
advanced base camp. This
however proved far more
difficult then anticipated as
very few paths existed and
much of the land at the base
of the mountains was
covered in dense almost
impenetrable forest
vegetation.
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Fortunately, after several
days, we managed to find a
way through the forest to a
plateau at some 1500 metres
in height which was sheltered
on all sides by trees and had
a stream running near by.
This was an alm ost perfect
location to spend the next
two weeks with an
outstanding view of the
surrounding area.
We began to conduct basic
winter m ountaineering skills
training, the majority of the
group having never been
winter m ountaineering before.
After this we began, in
earnest, our trips into the
great unknown, most of the
area not having ever been
mapped due to the almost
daily presence of heavy
cloud.
Over the following days we
summated various peaks in
the surrounding area, usually
opting for alpine starts so that
we could return to our high
base camp each evening.
Nearly a week of single day
trips passed and after a rest
day we began work on a
snow hole which would
enable us to proceed further
into the mountain range than
previously possible from the
existing base camp. I was
very keen to construct and
sleep in a snow hole as
although I had constructed
one in Scotland I had never
had the opportunity to stay
the night in one.

That evening, after a great
deal of work completing the
snow holes, we returned to
base camp to allow some
members time to dry out
before attempting a mini
expedition planned for the
following day. Late the
following day we headed
back to our snow holes ready
for an early start the next day.

This mini expedition acted as
the finale to our trip and over
the following days we slowly
shuttled all our gear back to
base camp ready for pick-up.
There was no such luxury for
us as the vehicle picking us
up could not reach our
location leaving us with an 8
mile hike to the local town of
Lago Tranquilo.

After a surprisingly
comfortable nights sleep we
awoke to a sky filled with
stars made even more
impressive by the absence of
any ambient light, suggesting
clear sky’s for our day ahead.
We headed off into the
darkness and by mid day
reached a huge exposed
saddle, which sadly marked
the end of the trip. Due to a
com bination of the groups
ability and exposure of
saddle combined with a large
cornice meant we had only
one option but to return

Our return to Coyahique
marked the end of the
mountaineering phase of my
Raleigh Expedition, leaving
only a com m unity project
before a period of
independent travel followed
by my return to the UK, an
attachment to 8 0 S Coy
REME and then the delights
of Sandhurst.

Tasmanian Cragging
Hobart to Launceston via the East coast.
By Mark Hedge
In March 2005 the Army Mountaineering Association took an expedition to Tasmania., The aim, to bang out a few hard routes!
Hobart finally greeted us, twenty-seven hours of flying time later! Via Singapore and then the two hour hop from M elbourne to
Tasmania. After that much flight time my clothes felt alm ost part of me!
Ten minutes of hassle free paperwork at the airport provided a vehicle big enough to accom m odate our party of six, all the
equipm ent, expectations and our egos. Thankfully Tasmanians for the most part drive on the sam e side as their Pommie
counterparts, no mental conversion course required. A further thirty m inutes later found us in our apartm ents and the first base
camp in downtown Hobart. Time to surgically remove the clothing problem.
Listed below are the crags visited in order, from our trip this year.
*From a H obart Base:

Proctors Road Quarry
Hobart plays host to many
suburban crags. The m ajority
are mere tasters of what
Tasmania has to offer, we
chose the most accessible.
Proctors Road Q uarry was a
superb little evening venue
for a touch of sport climbing,
a roadside venue controlled
by the university. This shake
out pumped away the
rem nants of deep vein
throm bosis and allowed a
first chance to fam iliarise
ourselves with cam eras and
sound equipm ent for the
proposed documentary. New
U bolts protect the routes;
those with hangers are in the
process of being replaced, A
few lines require ‘carrots’ to
protect. This phenomenon
unique to Australia consists
of a bolt stub with a
hexagonal head that allows a
keyhole shaped hanger to
slot and drop on to it. By
clipping a quickdraw to the
hanger the entire unit

Nick Tarmey on Transformer (20),
Proctors Road Quarry.

solo 2 metres in seconds few!
Our favoured route at this
trad only crag was Nexter
21/E3 (5c). M ost routes are
crack orientated and of very
good quality, giving a sea
adventure feel to them.

becom es stable. Carrots are
generally carried in one’s
chalk bag.
W ith over forty climbs
docum ented our team
headed for the three star
Natural High 23/F6c+,
technical rather than
strenuous but deserving of its
status. O ther routes worth a
bash include Transformer and
Solid State both 10m high
and graded at 20/F6b.
The rough volcanic rock
talked to the fingers and
w arned of an abrasive
seventeen days to follow.
Exertion and an introduction
to Tasmanian beer aided the
first night sleep process.

The Pipes

Nick Tarmey on Star (19),
Kempton Quoin.

they not only provide
alternate crack line security
but aid with abseil descents.

Lark's Edge

H obart’s prem ier venue has
got to be the Mount
W ellington Organ Pipes. The
Pipes can be seen from
anyw here in town thus
making the drive to the cliff a
sinch. These dolerite
colum ns are of sim ilar
construction to the Devil's
Tower in W yoming though not
as regular and pure as the
US or Tasm ania’s own
version, Ben Lomond.

Kempton Quoin
Next day’s drive to Kempton
Quoin not only enhanced our
feel for dolerite but gave an
introduction to the plentiful
supply of off road driving to
be found on the island.
Fortunately we were in
possession of the fastest and
finest off road vehicle on the
market, a hire car!
Kempton is set deep in the
outback and for a cliff of such
significant stature is very
underdeveloped. The rock
structure, style of climbing
and cliff size is rem iniscent to
Tremadog. North Wales
however does not have the
same proliferation of
wallabies. Our team hit the
trad crack lines of Seventh
Day and Star with the bolt
ladder of Vagabond ending
the day’s proceedings.
Double ropes are
recom m ended for this venue,

In order to sam ple the varied
clim bing venues on offer in
Tasmania a sea cliff venue
was next on the agenda.
Once again, North out of
Hobart cross the river and
head for the Cape Deslacs
Coastal Reserve. A pleasant
half hour stroll along the
meadow cliff top and easy
walking descent finds you
placed on a tidal platform.
Lark’s Edge is home to about
thirty single pitch routes
averaging ten metres in
height all vertical in nature.
Some lines possess small
roofs at the crag top giving
the finishing moves a sting in
the tail. An idyllic setting on a
sunny day. The closest
British com parison would be
the Dancing Ledges at
Swanage though it is rude to
compare. A word of warning,
a breezy day com bined with
a swell can create chaos.
But... it trains individuals to

Our team hit Third Bird a
multi pitch classic but to
describe further routes would
be an Injustice as there are
literally dozens of lines to hurl
yourselves at.

Sphinx Rock
A superb little sandstone crag
nestling in woods below
Mount W ellington. This
outcrop is gained by following
a flat well m anicured footpath
to the tourist vantage point on
the crag top, a fu rth er short
walk is required to lead down
to the routes. Total approach
time, 20 minutes. V irtually
identical to the consistency of
our own Southern sandstone,
although most routes climb
through massive roof
system s and are bolt
protected. The easier grades
follow rounded vertical crack
lines and are protected by
traditional means.
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Gl Joe @ Sphinx Rock.

Phoenix is without doubt the
line of the crag. Follow the
massive honey combed
sandstone jugs through the
biggest roof at the venue. A
soft touch 24/F7a for those
strong in the arm but weak in
the head (well bolted!) Other
recom mended climbs: Warm
up on the trad protected
Duckpond 14A/.Severe.
Then, hit Fear Factory a new
addition bolt ladder harshly
graded at 23 but easily F7a.
Decide yourself, but I told you
so!

Mark Hedge on Phoenix (24),
Sphinx Rock.

*From a Coles Bay Base:

Mark Hedge on Elvis Goes Metal
(22), Gracelands.

lain Scott on Dead Can't Dance
(24), Gracelands.

Nick Tarmey on Tribute (22),
Travel Land.

The Hazards are
predom inantly glacial
boulders perched upon a
bedrock apron. Routes are
not solely bolted; most of the
crack lines still rely on
traditional protection. Our
road trip chose the crag
Gracelands, to work some
projects. A mere 20-minute
walk from the road, past
some quality un-tapped
bouldering. Size and rock
appearance looked very
much like Peak grit, soon our
hands were also reminded of
friction properties very similar
to back home. Apart from the
scenery, enorm ous spiders
and the glacial bedrock!

identical in texture and
features to our own Cornish
sea cliffs. In addition to main
cliff faces, tidal ledges
provide lines on detached
cubic blocks. Visiting
climbers will invariably visit
Alchemy Wall to sample the
many starred routes. Try the
crack lines of Blue Eyed
Blonde 19/E1 (5b) and the
classic Alchemy 21/E2 (5c)
from where the cliff gleaned
its name. Eventually the
cracks and walls disappear
into new bays thus forming
arêtes, grab one they're
mostly bolted.
We visited a couple of
detached block areas; Travel
Land and Rubik’s Cube. The
latter so named because it is
exactly that, a symmetrical
cube. Because of the Cube’s
uniformity most routes are of
similar vertical grades. Soft
Grit 21/E2 (5c), Spirit Of
Place 21/E2 (5c) Fractional
21/E2 (5c) and Digit 20/E2
(5b).

Tassies sea stacks and is
about a one and a half hour
drive from Hobart. Take the
Tasman Highway and drive
towards Port Arthur, 4km past
Taranna turn-off for Fortescue
Bay and hit the 12km of un
metalled road. From the Bay
camping area walk East for
The Totem Pole and
C andlestick or North around
the Bay for The Moai, both
directions require a one and
a half hour walk to your
objective.

Elvis Goes Metal though
small in stature (9m) was one
of our finest quality route
experiences in Taz. This
slender pinnacle succumbs to
laybacks up alternate arêtes
whilst padding on crystals for
the feet. Folk of average
stature will agree with the
grade 22/F6c/. Ah, if only it
was not bolted Gracelands
would possess a beautiful E6
(6a). People who have the
legs of a pantomime ostrich
can span the two arêtes and
squeeze the grade
considerably!

Taz Sea S tacks

C oles Bay
This holiday venue has a
'Sum m er Bay’ TV soap
appearance to it, for those
who watch - get a life!
One of the most idyllic spots
a clim ber is likely to visit. It
has two styles of venue, the
Coastal Cliffs and the
Hazards (inland outcrops).
To top it off the granite is the
coarse gnarly variety (that's
the technical term!)
completely sound but
unforgiving to poor hand or
footwork.
2B
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Travel Land presents slightly
off-vertical slab climbs. Get
your crimping fingers out and
go for Ekeko 21/F6b and its
reachy left hand neighbour
Tribute 22/F6c.

Five metres right of Elvis is
the technical Dead Can’t
Dance. An overhanging face
climb, well protected with 4
U-bolts and packs a fair few
moves into its 24/F7a grade
and 12metres of height. The
crag is north facing and has
the sun all day (Southern
hemisphere, remember) so
friction can rapidly disappear
under grease, chose your
conditions carefully.
Coles Bay coastal cliffs. First
and forem ost the granite here
is immaculate, almost

Unfortunately the prem ier
stacks such as the Totem
Pole and Candlestick may be
affected by the sea state, if
there is a bit of a swell both
monoliths are unclimbable for
the full route length. Phone
the Bureau of Meteorology
before em barking on the
three hour round trip! We
opted for the safe bet.
The Moai (pronounced
‘m o w -e ye ’) is the safe bet
due to the fact that it sits
upon it’s own pedestal and
only gets a wash in the
roughest of seas. The stack
has four lines to pit you skills
against. All two pitches long,
even though the column
stands at a lowly 35m in
height. Sacred Site is the

Fortescue Bay is home to

Tania Noakes on Dead Can't
Dance (24), Gracelands.

The Moai.

m any as you can muster. It
is not uncom m on to use four
pieces of identical protection,
so perfect are the cracks.
Don’t expect to find fixed
protection there is a strong
anti bolting policy at the cliffs;
you definitely don’t want to
upset the locals. Double
ropes are the order of the
day; some routes are up to
200m high.

trade route and is climbed at
a steady trad 17/18 or
equivalent E1 (5b), great fun
and easily leaves tim e to
tackle one or more of the
M oai’s other flank yielding
lines. Ancient Astronaught is
the hardest, a bolt ladder
graded 24.
‘From a Launceston Base:

Hillwood
A bizarre collection of
buttresses. Imagine the
basalt column form ations of
the Giants Causeway turned
90 degrees from horizontal to
vertical, thus creating a crag
covered in hexentric-plated
scales. From a distance it
appears as though one has
stum bled upon a sleeping
dinosaur resting in the
outback. Hard to believe, this
unusual site has only recently
been rescued from beneath a
coat of m oss and ferns. It’s
hidden nooks and crannies
add to the whole prehistoric
feel of the place. Due to the
jigsaw construction of the
rock platelets very few
placem ents for hand placed
protection exist, it is therefore
a sport clim ber’s paradise.
Local guru G erry Narkowicz
led us to the best buttresses
and lines. Approxim ately 77
routes belong to G erry as
first ascents; we keenly
captured on film his re
enactm ents for the benefit of
our forthcom ing documentary.
Recommended routes at this
unique venue from the
horse’s mouth: Ancient of
Days 23/F6c, Ghost Rider
19/F6a+, Yuddy Boody Noo
21/F6b and W rath or Revival
23/F6c.

Cataract Gorge
The Gorge is extensive and
has m any sub-areas; it is
hard to paint a picture of its
beauty. Imagine a river
whose dim ensions allow a
sight-seeing boat trip to
journey and com fortably turn,
rock routes rise from water
level in tiers through dense
bush and a flat manicured
visitor path hugs both banks.
The paths alone provide
im m ediate access to a
proliferation of climbs
allowing vocal support from
passing comm entators.
As with so m any of the
Tasmanian clim bing sites

Psyching up for Brazen Serpent
(the arête) @ Cataract Gorge.

your entire stay could be
spent here. The rock
although still volcanic takes
on a dark, coarse and grit
like appearance. The lines
are a 50/50 mix of trad and
sport. Once again it is a
shame that so many arêtes
have succum bed to the drill
rather than allowing a m ajor
traditional tick. My personal
favourite was the fantastic
three star Brazen Serpent
25/F7b, despite being a sport
route the arête has two very
necky clips to make. W ithout
these intrusions we would be
psyching up for an E7 (6b)
solo, despite its demure
stature of 10m.

Our team clim bed with
guidebook w riter and local
legend Bob McM ahon hence
the chosen routes were
absolute classics (local
knowledge cant be beat).
Barbe Di Vendetta graded at
18/E1 (5b) and Ramadan fell
at 19/E2 (5c), gems.

Ben Lomond

Most crags are reached in
less than an hours walk,
some require up to two hours
of sweating.

The Gen:
The Personnel:
W 0 2 (QMSI) Mark Hedge, APTC. Expedition Leader
W 0 2 (QMSI) lain Scott, APTC.
Sgt W ill W oodhead, RLC.
Capt Kev Page, REME.
Capt Tania Noakes, R SIGNALS.
Capt Nick Tarmey, RAMC.
All personnel clim bed a minim um of 24/F7a

HowTo Get There:
Once again Gerry guided.
Lost In Space a 21/E2 (5c)
graded gorge classic. He
dem o’d, we followed. Left to
our own devices in full view
of the main tourist vantage
point, the attractively named
You Don’t Look At The
M antelpiece W hen You Poke
The Fire 19/E2 (5b) was
dispatched. The dolerite
buttress in this particular area
would not have looked out of
place if teleported to
Tremadog, the climbing styles
were equally as similar.

Ben Lomond
Australians quote Ben
Lomond as a w orld-class
crag, I don’t doubt them.
Dolerite colum ns soar
skywards, providing
sym m etrical and regular rock
formations. Some climbers
may find the lines somewhat
boring, so unchanging is its
nature. The climbing is
virtually all finger and hand
crack climbing; the fashion for
taping the entire hand is
probably down to sense
rather than vanity. Camming
devices are essential to
protect the lines, bring as

U ltim ately one can fly to M elbourne (Australia) from any
destination via many perm utations of stop-offs on the way.
From Melbourne the choice is yours, an internal flight to
Hobart for south or Launceston for north of the island. The
final choice is a ferry from Melbourne to Hobart, quaint, as it
may seem this will write off a day each way of your trip.

Guidebooks:
Specific guidebooks are available for most m ajor clim bing
areas. One general guidebook for the w hole of Tasmania
exists; it contains all minor crags and a selection of routes
from the bigger venues. The local cragging com m unity
generally shuns the general guide due to obvious plagiarism
and renam ing of routes that previously existed but didn’t
research the inform ation prior to making a fast buck! We
accessed all books, and then sided with the local big boys!

Gear shops:
Both H obart and Launceston have several gear shops.
Tasmanian clim bing retailers do not have the most
com prehensive selection of gear but unless you're a
com plete kit freak there’s enough here to get you up most
routes reasonably well protected. R em em ber to purchase at
least six carrot hangers to prevent potential m ishaps and
make more routes available during your stay.

Climbing Season:
The Tasmanian clim bing season starts around Novem ber
and ends in April. The best conditions are usually found
from Decem ber to March and are sim ilar to a good British
sum m er (I know, don’t go there!).
ARMY MOUNTAINEER

27

NOT WHAT I GAME TO SPAIN FOR
By Mike Smith
This can’t be happening' I
thought as I sat in a smoke
filled caté on the main street
of Calpe. Another cold and
wet day. We had set off early
from the Orange House in the
vain hope of finding better
weather on the coast, wrong,
it was worse. We killed half
an hour in the café but even
tually the acrid smoke from a
dozen Spanish smokers got
to us. At least the climbing
shop would soon be open,
wrong. Ten o'clock came and
went but no staff turned up.
In desperation we wandered
into a charity shop in the
hope of finding a bargain
fleece or waterproof, wrong!
Only junk! Although Ian did
buy a fetching woolly hat! The
weather still w asn't showing
any signs of improving; the
tem perature gauge in the car
had read 20C so it was
certainly snowing higher up.
As we approached the cars
the shop finally opened, we
pilled in to maul the kit and
clothing. This killed another
half hour. Once we had
exhausted the shop we drove
to the harbor below the
Penon. It seemed brighter

and the rain had eased but it
was still very cold. A vicious
wind was tearing around the
Penon threatening to rip any
clim ber from the face.
We decided to walk to the
start of Via Valencianos and
make a decision from there.
As we walked around the
base of the Penon the wind
dropped and the rain
stopped, it was at last looking
better. Once we were at the
start of Valencianos the rock
appeared dry and we were
com pletely protected from the
cold northerly wind. The
route was climbed without
incident until the top of the
slab was reached. From just
below the slab the wind could
be heard screeching like an
express train over the narrow
ridge. I gingerly peeped over
the ridge and got a blast of
icy wind in my face. Not what
I’d come to Spain for!
I thought back to the previous
day. We had delayed going
climbing because of the
threat of rain. After a few
hours of rope work in the
Orange House Garden we
drove to a deserted
Sella. At sector Final
we got the cars as
close to the rock as Is
physically possible. It
was cold but dry. I
quickly set up two
ropes but just as the
first clim ber tied on it
started snowing! This
was enough to send
all but the real
diehards scuttling
back to the Orange
House. Despite the
snow three routes
were climbed,
including a cheeky
5+, before the rock
became too wet and
cold. That afternoon
a foot of snow settled
at Sella. Not what I’d
come to Spain for!
Back on Valencianos
I was pondering
sitting on the top of
the ridge for half an
hour while my two
seconds climbed up
the slab. I decided to

move “a cheval” along the
ridge to find some protection
from the wind. This was
achieved but at the cost of
comm unication being totally
lost. A frantic ten minutes
were lost taking in a rope still
being belayed and the
ensuing confusion despite
well practiced drills. My pair
finally joined me totally
aghast at the change of con
ditions. I had climbed VV
three weeks previously and
knew that the next pitch was
not easy - except in normal
conditions.
Author somewhere on Dierdre
UBSA, Penon.

Cpl Mortey and Cpl Be v Beverley on the slab, Via Valencianos.

A serious bunch, ready to climb Via Valencianos - Cpl Chris Moriey,
Cpl Bev Beverley & Capt Mike Smith.

With a rem inder to Chris and
Bev to “clim b when the rope
went tight” I set off. This was
the coldest and therefore the
hardest pitch. Every move
was agony as I tried to warm
my hands between each hold.
I made the stance just before
I lost all feeling; all I could
think of was the pair of gloves
buried in the depth of my bag.
I struggled desperately with
the buckles of my bag, and
eventually, fum bling around
hopelessly I found the gloves.
Instant relief! I also took my
helmet off and replaced it
with my fleece hat. Despite
the w elcom e warmth I was
still being blasted by the wind.
Fortunately the pair climbed
without any problems and
soon joined me at the stance.

The rem ainder of the route
was easy scram bling to the
summit.
The route was com pleted but
in conditions more akin to
North W ales than southern
Spain! Looking back to the
Bernia ridge the snow was
down as low as 400m and
gave a distinctly w intry
backdrop to the scene! Not
w hat I’d come to Spain for.
Despite the w eather the team
managed to climb every day
of the nine day Exercise
DIVINO TIGER Forty nine
separate named routes were
clim bed including a finale on
the huge Puig Campana, now
that’s what I went to Spain
for!
Another route in the bag. Team at the top o f Epsolon Centrale. A t last
some decent weather!

Cpl Beverley and Cpl Chris Morley prepare to freeze at Sella.

Cpl Morley on Epsolon Centrale. Puig Campana.

Leader Decision Points Explored
The Royal Welsh Regiment on Aconcagua 2 0 0 5
By Mike Laing
A con cag ua has becom e a
regular and popular destina
tion for services expeditions
over the last few years and
articles have abounded. This
article will deal with just one
aspect of the expedition; the
decision to turn back when it
was possible to have gone on
but, to have done so, would
have been unwise - always a
difficu lt decision fo r any
leader.
The plan was to approach via
the Vacas Valley and ascend
via the Polish G lacier Route.
O ur party was eight in all
w hich
Included
tw o
JSM EL(W ) in the party, one of

which was also an AML, both
JS M E L(W ) had sum m ated
to g e th e r in 2002 via the
Normal Route. The other six
w ere of mixed ability from
novice upward. The training
w eek
in
S cotland
in
D ecem ber 2004 had gone
well enough but there had
been Insu fficie n t snow to
accom plish the W M P as
intended and those elements
not delivered would have to be
covered
once
on
the
mountain.
Just when you think every
thing
is set, the w orst
happens. Ian Blackwood, the
other JSM EL(W ) contracted

pleurisy over the Christm as
break and was not allowed to
fly let alone climb. With the 17
Ja n u a ry
d e p a rtu re
date
loom ing it was too late to
source another leader. With
little option o th e r than to
proceed,
I realised
that
JSP419 would not allow all to
su m m it
w ith
only
one
JSM EL(W ) / AML in the group
but also reasoned that the
effects of mild AMS w ould
forclude the entire party from
being in a fit enough state to
m ake the sum m it anyway.
Technically this is a sound
p re su m p tion but in reality,
o ther
factors
erode
the
soundness of such reasoning.

All seven of us acclim atised
well and having conducted a
load
ca rry
to
C am p
1
(5000m ), we w ere set to
proceed up the mountain. The
Polish G la cier w as out of
condition so we aimed for the
False Polish which essentially
jo in s
the
N orm al
R oute
between W hite Rocks Camp
and the Independencia Hut.
Fully laden, we returned to
Camp 1 in clear w eather and
pitched the tents, all looked
very favourable. By midnight
the w eather had com pletely
ch anged c h a ra cte r w ith a
storm blowing up rapidly.
I
don’t think anyone slept much
ARMY MOUNTAINEER

when we would collapse the
■ tents and make our way down.
7 N inety m inutes later I re. . emerged as did the others.
One sight co n firm e d my
decision, one of the others
shivering as he desperately
struggled to put on his plastic
boots with bare exposed
hands which would, of course,
not do has he bid. I shudder
. to think what it would have
been like uncontrolled in the
dark!

'• f - -

The final stages to the climb to Camp

th a t night as the tents
received a battering w hich
was deafening. The situation
rem ained
unchanged
throughout the next day and
we remained tent-bound save
for two members of the group
who I sent down with a group
of Italian guides. One had
severe headaches, the other
had struggled to reach Camp
1 and I did not think he would
get m uch higher.
By the
second evening, the wind was
stronger still and I feared that
one of the tents would fail.
This was the nightm are
scenario as the group was rel
atively novice, I had visions of
equipm ent being blown away
and exposed skin being frost
bitten quickly in the high winds
- a forced descent in the dark
was just not in my plan. I just
lay there all night being

Fresh S how a t Base Camp,

7

battered by the tent's side and
waiting for a call from another
tent signifying the worst had
happened.
By first light the wind had not
abated at all and I was left
with a simple option. Did we
try and sit it out but risk having
to abandon the camp at a time
and circumstance not of our
choosing or did we make a
controlled descent in daylight?
It was a difficult decision as
we had come a long way to
get here. Then again, I was
responsible for the safety of
the entire group and I just
w asn’t happy with the current
situation. It was a ‘no brainer’
really and I decided to
abandon Camp 1.
I went
round the oth e r tents and
issued them instructions to
pack everything ready to
emerge in ninety minutes time

We baled out and descended
the steep scree below Camp 1
where matters eased. Three
hours later we were back in
base
cam p
at
Plaza
Argentina. We re-pitched the
tents and within an hour, one
.o f the tent poles snapped and
ripped open the tent!
We
later learnt that during the
same storm, two Frenchmen
were blown off the South Face
to their deaths and that higher
up in C am p 2 (5900m ),
another clim ber had severe
frostbite and was certain to
lose fingers. We also learnt
that weather reports at the
tim e had put the w inds at
100mph.
So w hat of my decision? It felt
like a very difficult call at the
time but once made I was
resolved to that course of
action. I also realised how
exposed as a group we were
with only one leader in the
group; all other guided parties
on the m ountain, how ever
small, had two leaders. Some
of our group were disappoint
ed to have to descend though
I think understood why I had
taken the decision. The next

morning we woke to a foot of
fresh snow at base camp and
though it cleared during the
day, it underlined to me, the
unsettled w eather pattern on
the mountain.
The AT ethos accepts that a
perceived threat to life is to be
encouraged and adds to the
overall AT experience. Once
the th re shold is crossed
where the leader feels that the
perceived threat has become,
or Is about to become, or has
the potential if unchecked to
become a real threat, then the
leader has a clear m andate to
do but one thing; elim inate the
real threat. Sometimes, the
decision point will be easily
identifiable but m ore often
than not it will be blurry,
hidden or confused by other
factors. I would attest that a
successful leader has the
ability to identify the approach
of a real threat decision point
and
m ake
the
correct
ju d g em e n t
before
it
is
reached? The Catch 22 for
leaders is that th e ir tim ely
decisions probably forclude
the real threat being obvious
to the rest of the group.
Leadership can be a lonely
old business!
Maj Mike Laing RWR
Capt Rob Manuel RWR
Cpl John M itcalf 101 Bn
REME
Cpl Richard Coley 157 Log Sp
Regt RLC
LCpI Dusty Philbin 101 Bn
REME
Fus Anthony Lingard RWR
OCdt Katy Cuckston Exeter
UOTC

DEVELOPMENT THROUGH EPIC-FUN ADVENTURES
By Paul Chiddle
EPIC, four harm less letters
which, when strung together in
the m ountaineering world,
conjure up images of hairraising adventure, bone-jarring
havoc or teeth-rattling excite
ment. At times we are forced to
wait patiently (or not so
patiently!) as an “epic” unfolds,
yet we are never, entirely sure
why things take so long, and
never fully understand why
people are going to be so late.
Yet we are all to quick to
discuss the “epic” day that soand-so had on such-and-such
a route, or during such-andsuch day. But we never seem
to worry, wonder, pace, sweat,
or contemplate doing anything
about it, unless of course we
know things are seriously
wrong. Why? Maybe, because
by word of definition “epic is
usually the achievements of
some hero, that are narrated in
an elevated style, or the epic
treats of one great, complex
action, in a grand style, with
fullness of detail to surpass the
usual or ordinary, particularly in
scope or size” . Surely by defin
ition alone, “surpassing the
unusual or ordinary in a grand
style” is a normal day in the
mountains.
Therefore by
probing our boundaries, we
can encompass “Epics” with
“Fun", that can provide us with
the ultimate experience, from
which we can develop and
progress.
As mountaineers we partici
pate in m ountaineering and

climbing for various reasons
and rewards, which at times,
we may not fully understand or
even be able to explain, but we
all feel something when we
climb, and feel compelled to go
on climbing. As varied as it is,
clim bing shares num erous
skills and avenues of selfexpression and accom plish
ment, which comprise the foun
dation of fun.
Clim bing
encom passes the gam ut of
physical and mental prowess,
with the added dimension of
potentially life-altering conse
quences to ones decisions, this
separates it from other, more
common, endeavours. Yet it is
still fun!
Physically, as in all sports, one
simultaneously develops, uses
and tests skills. Good climbing
utilizes the m ost delicate
m ovem ent
possible,
with
balance and grace; a ballet on
rock to scale terrain where
Schwarzenegger-like strength
is no advantage at all. On the
sam e climb, however, one
might encounter moves that will
require pure power, and the
ability to perform with a finely
tuned com bination of brute
strength
and
delicate
movement which is, ... well ...
fun! But in climbing, physical
skills alone not enough. One
must apply hard won skills, to
the mental problem of linking
moves through a continuous
sequence to accomplish the
climb.
Two physically equal
climbers may be very unequal

in ability to recognize and
execute that sequence.
In
addition, there is the thoughtful
and creative challenge of
finding rest positions during
that sequence to avoid the
dreaded forearm pump. It is a
three dim ensional, physical
chess game that is very satisfy
ing to accomplish, thus - fun.
The next dimension, that of
com m itm ent
and
conse
quences, ties the physical and
mental aspects together in a
way that elevates clim bing
beyond any ordinary sport and
ordinary fun. Very clear, selfevaluation is necessary to
puncture that surface tension
boundary between the wimp
layer and the bold layer, while
m aintaining
a
reasonable
margin of safety. One must be
humble enough to recognize
their true w eaknesses, and
accurate enough to know their
true abilities, in order to make
survivable decisions on com 
m itm ent to hard moves or
choices of climbs.
Lacking
requisite or judgem ent, one
may quickly find themselves
whimpering in fear; on terrain
they cannot handle, possibly in
danger of injury or worse. Yet,
to experience the thrill of com
mitment and the satisfaction of
accom plishm ent, one MUST
probe the boundary to some
degree, but intelligently, with
honest self-assessm ent and
acute self-awareness. If all the
component skills are employed
with care and competence, one
will be successful. Not neces

sarily successful in completing
a given climb, but successful in
staying healthy and having fun.
Falling or retreating is not
failure. A climber who never
falls has not probed the
boundary and has not experi
enced
the
depth
and
dimension that raise climbing
beyond the ordinary.
In addition to the physical,
mental and aesthetic com po
nents of our deep, multi-dimensional sport, is the profound
social aspect involved.
Not
only does one meet many great
friends who share a passion,
but also they must form a
working partnership; a partner
ship which is unlike that of
other sports in which a partner
is merely another player. In
climbing, each partner shares
a commitment and responsibil
ity for the others life, thus
forming a deep and meaningful
bond that often transcends the
lim ited boundaries of the
climbing game, and may last a
lifetime, with profound, satisfy
ing. FUN!
So go clim bing.
Use that
power! Use that grace! Use
that brain!
Make friends.
Push boundaries. Be bold! Be
safe! But most of all ... FIAVE
FUN!

Book R eview
PROJECT ALPHA

by Bronco Lane.

Reviewed by John Mutson
Few novels get reviewed in The Army M ountaineer so it is pleasing to review a one by one of our best-known members. Having
cut his literary teeth with M ilitary M ountaineering. A H istory of Services M ountaineering Bronco has now turned his hand to
fiction and with a very satisfying result. This is a tale of covert oil exploration in South Greenland intertwined with an ascent of
one of the vertical walls which abound in that area. However Bronco is not content with just telling a tale, he interweaves a lot
of the history of that magical island and an ‘idiot’s guide’ to big wall clim bing including a com plete list of the gear needed is at
the start of chapter 15!
Like most of us I have read a lot of climbing novels and I usually cringe at som e of technical inaccuracies introduced by the
authors. In this book I could find none - as one would expect from an AMA member. The hero is ex Royal Marines (but we will
let that pass) and the clim bing and m ilitary dialogue rings very true. Again a plus point for the book.
As I got to the last few pages I began to worry as to how Bronco was going to finish the story. Let me just say that I was alm ost
struck dumb by the subtlety of the ending. As I have a cam eo part on page 20 I could be accused of bias but I hope not. The
title of the book uses the first letter of the phonetic alphabet so by my reckoning that gives Bronco another 25 books to write. I
look forward to The Bravo Link, The Delta C onnection and Mike the M ountaineer or sim ilar titles.
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AMA AGM WEEKEND 23-25 SEP 05
The AMA AGM will once again be held at HQ JSMTC, by kind perm ission of the Commandant. The outline programme and
administrative arrangem ents are as follows;

Fri 23 Sep 05
1430
1800
1930
2300

allocated on first come first served basis and attracts no cost.
Sleeping bags will be required.

AMA Committee Meeting.
No arrival before time.
Bar open.
Bar closes.

Personnel wishing to bring family or to extend their stay beyond
Fri and Sat nights should book into the Nuffield Centre, w hich is
collocated within JSMTC.

Sat 24 Sep 05
0800
Breakfast.
0845
Mandatory opening brief.
0 9 0 0 - 1800 Mountain activities. Groups to book out.
Individuals who need climbing partners are
allocated. Navigation workshop* Rope
techniques workshop* ('dem and dependant)
1800
Dinner.
1900
Bar opens.
1930
AGM
2200
Prize Draw.
2359
Bar closes.

Messing
Messing is of a high standard and is provided at JSMTC (I).
Members of the AMA who are still serving will not be charged
for messing. Retired members will be expected to pay for their
meals (Approximately £6 per day). All payment will be collected
on arrival.

Transport
A pplicants are
arrangements.

responsible

for

all

personal

tra n sp o rt

Application
Sun 25 Sep 05
0800
0900

An application form is attached.
receive a hard copy

Breakfast.
Depart JSMTC (I) Mountain activities.

Accommodation
S hared, d o rm ito ry style accom m odation is available for
approximately 60 pers at JSMTC(I). Accommodation will be

AMA members wishing to

Admin Instruction should enclose a SAE on return. Alternatively
a copy of the Admin Instruction will be posted on the AMA web
site.

APPLICATION
PERSONAL DETAILS
Service No_____________________________________________________ Name
AMA No
Rank
M/F
Veh Colour
Veh Model
Veh Make

VRN

Unit Address

Tel .......................................................................................

Fax

..............................

Delete as appropriate:
I require a copy of the Admin Instruction to be sent to me by post and have included an SAE.
I will down load the Admin Instruction from the AMA web site.
I require the Admin Instruction to be sent to me at the following email address:

ACCOMODATION REQUIREMENTS
Meal/Date
Fri 23 Sep
Sat 24 Sep
Sun 26 Sep

Breakfast
Not available
Y/N
Y/N

Packed Lunch
Not available
Y/N
Y/N

Dinner
Not available
Y/N
Not available

Accommodation
Y/N
Y/N
Not available

Accommodation is for AMA members only in shared dorm itory style rooms in the Main Block. If you wish to bring family
members or stay longer, contact the Nuffield Manager Mr Ian Cowton on Tel: 01248 71362.
Delete as appropriate:
As a serving officer/soldier I am entitled to food and accommodation at no additional cost.
As a non entitled AMA member I agree to pay a messing fee on arrival at the AGM

MOUNTAIN ACTIVITIES
I would like to attend the Navigation workshop
on Sat 24 Sep Y/N I

I would like to attend the Rope techniques workshop
on Sat 24 Sep Y/N

I would like a climbing partner on Sat 24 Sep
Y/N

I would like a hill walking partner on Sat 24 Sep
Y/N
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CLOTHING SYSTEMS 3

• Tailor made trips to Nepal and India
for groups and Individuals
• Treks, trekking peaks and expeditions
• Everest Marathon November 2005
• Adventurous training for service groups
N e w

d e s tin a tio n - N a m ib ia

Bufo V entures
3 E lim G r o v e , W in d e r m e r e , L A 2 3 2 J N
T e l: 0 1 5 3 9 4 4 5 4 4 5
Fax: 0 1 5 3 9 4 4 7 7 5 3
e m a il: s h e r p a @ b u fo v e n tu r e s .c o .u k
w w w .b u fo v e n tu re s .c o .u k
w w w .e v e re s tm a ra th o n .o rg .u k
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1have just come back from a course at the Joint
Services Mountain Training Centre on Anglesey
where I was most surprised to be issued with
your clothing for use during my ML assessment.
Having not come across your system before I was
a bit reluctant to give up my tried and trusted
membrane jacket. However, I gave it a try on day
2 (security on steep ground) and by the end o f
the day I was converted. That night I packed
away my old jacket and wore your system for
the 3 day expedition, only taking it o ff to sleep
(9 hours o f rain day I, sun and showers day
2 and rain day 3)
I have been in the Army for 27 years and a
Joint Services Mountain Expedition Leader since
1986 and I have never been so comfortable
outdoors in either military or civilian clothing than
I was during those 4 days. 5 5

the o utdo o r shop
w w w .th e o u td o o r s h o p .c o m

-M

At Páramo we have a direct line to some 30 teams within the UK
Mountain Rescue Community, who routinely use our products
day in, day out. We're constantly talking to outdoor professionals
and enthusiasts to refine our products, improve their effectiveness
and develop new garments.
You get the same Páramo benefits whether you're buying for a
team or just yourself:
Comfort that comes from being better than just breathable
Intelligent design features
Robustness and durability
Renewable waterproofing

P Á R A M O - ¿ W W in co m fo rt andpef^onnance*
Check out the whole range on www.paramo.co.uk or ring
for a catalogue.

01892 786444

B e n e f i t s a v a i l a b l e to A . M . A . m e m b e r s
2 0 % discount off normal S R P prices
M ailorder service to B F P O addresses
Efficient online ordering system
s to n y S tra tfo rd »

m ilt o n

keynes »

t e l : 0 19 0 8 5 6 8 9 I 3

For unit or group sales contact contract.sales@paramo.co.uk
And if you have a story to tell us about your experience wearing
Páramo - email us on ¡nfo@paramo.co.uk
Páramo is different - if you need convincing, ask any Páramo
wearer if they'd ever give up their Páramo! (quote ref: m.aj.o2/os)

H ardw are - Ropes - Harnesses

*

