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THE MONTHLY NEWSLETTER OF THE GWYDYR MOUNTAIN CL UB  

 

Hello everyone and welcome to the latest newsletter J 
 

 
Geoff Brierley et al snoozing in the sunshine prior to the great Annual Dinner J 

 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻǘΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƴƻǘ least our 45th Annual Dinner at the Tyn Y Coed which 
ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊ ΗΗ 
 
IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ŀǎ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ ƭŀǘŜ όŀƴŘ ƭƻƴƎ Ƴŀȅ ƛǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜύ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ 
things from members which just missed last months newsletter. First up is Mike & Linda 
DŀǾƛƴΩǎ ǎǳƳƳŀǊȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŘŜǘŀƛƭ ōŜƭƻǿΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦΦ 
 
I think most of the older members of the club k now that Linda and I have an ap artment in Alicante, 
Spain. We have done a lot of walking in the area and will share our experiences with anyone 
interested in exploring this area. 

1. This year I managed to summ it one new peak, El Maigmo 1296m. We drove up to the Balcon de 
Alicante, a very rugged car park and picnic area with fantastic views of the coast. Linda, Rachel and I 
started the steep climb and after about 45 minutes we reached a shoulder where the climb got a bit 



steeper and on loose stone. Linda and Rachel left me to continue alone, aaaaaaah!!! Just before the 
summit there was a good bit of scrambling up to  a secondary summit, with a Memorial to a Spanish 

climber who lost his life in the Himalayas.  
I only managed to get to this secondary summit as to get to the actual summit you had to do a step 
over a deep crack in the rock that seemed rather risky on your own but would have been a doddle 

with a group of friends. The summit was only a metre or so higher anyway but next time summit I 
will. After the mountain, we went to walk by the Embalse de Tib i (the oldest working reservoir  in 
Europe) This is a really beautiful area at this time of year with the almond trees in blossom, clear blue 

sunny skies and not too hot to walk.  
2. Another day, we walked along an old railway track, a bit like the Wirral Way, but in the mountains 

with lots of tunnels. This is called Routa Verde El Maigmo and is 22km long great for cycling.  
3. The Embalse De Elche is an area full of ancient aquaductôs, tunnels and irrigation channels. We 
walked around this very dry barren mountain landscape almost amazed to see so much water in the 

lake. We had a great time playing in some of the old tunnels and walking over some of the 
aquaductôs. They seem to have a different approach to health and safety in Spain, you do it at your 
own risk. How sensible, are they in the same EEC as we are? 

 

 

   
 
 

   
 



 
 

GREAT PICS AND MAYBE YOU CAN MAKE THE SUN SHINE HERE TOO ????? 
 
 

Next up Melinda Kinsman sent me the following brief text and brilliant pictures, thanks 
Melinda they look great and I for one think that you should take up photography full time as 
you clearly know what you are doing J .................... 
 
 
The Unplanned ñChallenge Walkò...  by Melinda Kinsman 

 

With no views and a bitter wind, Thursday 1
st
 March found me walking along the Elidir Fawr 

summit ridge, escorted by a local dog-walker and his cow-bell-wearing Labrador. It had all seemed a 
bit daft earlier that day, as I headed up into the cloud above Devilôs Kitchen and turned first left up to 
the end of the Glyders, then doubled-back on myself to head towards Y Garn. The route idea came to 
my drugged-up brain the night before; though at the time it had seemed over-optimistic to think Iôd be 
able to walk at all in the morning. 

 
My ñchallenge walkò had unwittingly started on Wednesday 8

th
 February, when sun, blue skies 

and amazing views saw a trip along Crib Goch extended to a round of the Snowdon Horseshoe. 
 



  
 

     
 

    
It continued on Tuesday 28

th
 February, when Ogwen allowed me to witness an incredible day 

of inversions, streaming cloud ñwaterfallsò and numerous Brocken spectres. I headed up Tryfan north 
ridge, Bristly ridge, and down Y Gribin, clicking madly with my camera as I went, barely able to 
believe the rapidly-changing show. 

 

    
   

 



   
 
The following dayôs good weather saw shorter plans extend into an 18 mile ñout and backò trip 

from Ogwen, taking in all the Carneddau summits.   
 

  
 
So, standing in drizzle by the Elidir Fawr summit cairn on the 1

st
 of the month, Iôd completed a 

round of the Welsh 3000ôers over the course of 3 weeks ï all thanks to 3 days of incredible weather, 
and a 4

th
 of daft route-planning!  

 

At the beginning of the month I managed to sneak a couple of hours bouldering at Porth 
Ysgo on the Lleyn Peninsula when helping a mate  move a coffee machine into a cafe in 
Abersoch.  
 
A week later Bethan Hines, Carol Boothroyd and I found a great cafe just off the Cat & Fiddle 
road above Macclesfield and it was only spoiled by a walk around the Goyt Valley which 
took in the highest peak in Cheshire J Two days later Andy Odger, Neil Metcalfe and I found 
ourselves in a Bamford bunkhouse in readiness to tackle the first gritstone routes of the 
year. Friday night passed largely without incident though sufficient homage was paid to the 
booze to ensure a dawn start was not on the cards. We were staying in the Cheese House 
bunkhouse which had the charming advantage of being about 200m from the nearest pub !! 
 
After breakfast in Hathersage cafe we made our way to Burbage North which is always good 
fun though yours truly did manage to crack a rib (to add to a damaged right hand) on the 
second route so a day of ǎŜŎƻƴŘƛƴƎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ bŜƛƭ ŀŘƳƛǊŀōƭȅ ΨǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŎƘΩ 
ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŎƭƛƳōǎ J The weather was not warm but at least it was dry and we 
managed slightly more than a handful of routes before the call of the pub became too 
strong ! 
 



We were joined on Saturday night by Steve McNally (prospective member) who joined us 
ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŜŜǊ ƛƴ [ƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴΩǎ Lƴƴ ƛƴ IŀǘƘŜǊǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ Ǉƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎǊƛǘƛǉǳŜ ƻŦ 
9ǾŜǊǘƻƴΩǎ όǿƛƴƴƛƴƎύ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ¢ƻǘǘŜƴƘŀƳ IƻǘǎǇǳǊ J 
 
More beer, food, wine etc followed in the bunkhouse before I was coerced into going to the 
pub again at ten pm. I have to state that this was not  something I wanted to do and I was 
only persuaded to go when the terrible trio agreed to release me from the toilet block with 
a promise from me ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ Ψŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ ƻƴŜΩΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ƘŀŘ 
however it was three sorry looking climbers who returned at 1.30am reeking of Gin and with 
faces that promised a severe hangover the next morning ς they did not disappoint J 
 

   
 

   
 

             


