


Chair Ωs Corner
¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ŀǘ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΩǎ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǎƻ ƘŜǊŜ 
ƎƻŜǎ Χ
Welcome to this bumper edition to the hiking club 
newsletter which will have double the amount of banter 
and gossip from the last two terms (if you can remember 
that far back!). 
CƛǊǎǘƭȅ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŜ 
for all their hard work and welcome the new committee; 
with a bit of luck we can do just as good a job (if not 
ōŜǘǘŜǊύΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴǘŦǳƭ 
ǘǊƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ 
our returning and new members next year. 
I look forward to (hopefully) sitting out in the sun on 
Beacon Hill reading the many stories that people have 
written and, as this is the first newsletter in a while that I 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻǘŀƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ǎƻ  LΩƳ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 
LΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ 
graduating this year and good luck! Hope to see you on 
ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƛǘΩǎ ǘǊƛǇǎΦ  

AGM 
Towards the middle of second term we gathered together for 
the new committee elections. We gave a fond goodbye to our 
fantastic old committee to make room for some new blood!
We agreed that the members present at the meeting were a 
fair representation of the club and the meeting commenced. 
²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘƛŘŀǘŜǎΩ ǎǇŜŜŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
club to decide. Seeing as it was quite a while ago and the new 
ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƻ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ 
you all know our lovely faces by now but if not, have a gander 
at these mug shots.
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Annual Dinner 
Yorkshire Dales
During the standard Friday night trip to the pub a few members 
decided that they were going to climb Yorkshire Dales 3 peaks. 
This entailed them getting up and out by 5.30am if they wanted 
to be back in time for the Annual Dinner. Needless to say I 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ

The rest of us got up at the leisurely time of 8am and decided 
ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀƭƪǎ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ǿŜƭƭ L ǎŀȅ ΨǿŀƭƪǎΩ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ 
us wanted to do walks but some of the now old committee (not 
naming any names) decided that they were too old for walking 
in the rain and decided to go on a road trip of the dales, 
stopping off at a cheese factory and a brewery, and they call 
themselves hikers! After that day we are now the hiking and fine 
ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΧ

Those who wanted to walk decided that we were going to do 
one of the three peaks; down to a bit off miscommunication we 
ended up doing different peaks; one group ended up at Pen-y-
Gent and the other ended up doing Ingleborough. Despite this 
we had a good walk in our smaller groups. The weather turned 
out to be typically English with us having just about every 
season in a few hours: wind, rain, sun and even hail.

hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƙǳǘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ 
never pealed so many potatoes in my life! Unfortunately the 
toad in the

ƘƻƭŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǿƻǊƪ
so the meal quickly
changed to bangers 
and mash. In between
the courses the
awards came out anda
few awkward speeches.
Then we headed off
to the pub again, were
we stayed for the
countdown to 
midnight and when 
the new committee
were officially in 
charge of the club.The next day after abit of a lie in we all
headed out in a big group to do a scenic walk, calling first at 
WŀƴŜǘΩǎ Cƻǎǎ όǿƘŜǊŜ tŜǘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŜȄǇƭƻǊƛƴƎύ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ 
GordaleScar. Similar to last year, one group climbed up the 
waterfall (a short cut) while another group went round via the 
Roman Camp (well, a wall, basically). We then headed onto 
MalhamTarn and then to the Limestone path where we stood 
around posing for pictures. The last bit of the journey was down 
the 400 steps to MalhamCove. As the river alongside the path 
ƘŀŘ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜ ōǳǘ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
rest in the sun instead.                                                   

Hayley Faulkner



Rutland Water Snowdonia
Once again some of us were starting a weekend trip with all 
the fun a national rail journey brings. As it turns out, there 
were no hiccups this time and we arrived at Bangor station on 
time. The time waiting for someone to pick us up was spent 
ƻǊŘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǇƛȊȊŀ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ΨǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΩ ƛƴ IŜƭƭƻ 
magazine and so Bieberfever came to LSUHC.

After an early start for the customary fried breakfast, the groups 
ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ǿŀƭƪǎΦ L ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ΨIŀǊŘ ҌΩ ǿŀƭƪΦ ¢ƘŜ 
plan was to do Y Garn, Foel-Gochand ElidirFawr; the perceived 
difficulty of this walk coupled with the macho mood of the 
individuals led to the group naming ourselves Team Extreme. The 
poor visibility on the hills meant we decided not to do one of the 
peaks and so cut the walk short but a good time was had by all 
despite the occasional heavy shower of rain.
Back at the hut, the different groups returned at various points in 
the shower of rain.



afternoon before we all settled down for the evening meal of 
cottage pie. As there was no pub within walking distance, we 
had to amuse ourselves in the hut; with the help of a few drinks 
and card games. Of particular note was the intensity of the game 
of spoons taking place, that culminated in Dentyand Fred rolling 
around on the floor, trying to get that last spoon.

There were two walks on Sunday, with the majority of member 
opting to climb Tryfan. There had been some snow overnight but it 
was a clear day when we set off. The walk started well, with some 
people looking for a more interesting route up while most stuck to 
the path; however the walk soon became harder with steep 
bottlenecks and scrambling. One such incident of a narrow gap led 
to the invention of a new measurement of distance, the Ridley which 
LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ {L ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊ 
future. Progress was slow; a
combinationof the icy conditions 
and thenumber of people on the 
same route, including the 
Manchester Uni Hiking Club, 
who received a taste of Dentybant.
The walk took much longer than
planed meaning that we could 
not get the 4pm train but the 
amazing views on the way up made
it all worth it. When we finally 
reached

the summit, some members took it upon themselves to 
demonstrate just how extreme they were by removing 
certain items of clothing, including, of course, Mr Harris. The 
descent was much quicker and involved a good view of Lake 
Australia but by the time we returned to the hut everyone 
was relieved to be back in one piece.
Another train journey back, this time involving a bus journey 
between Birmingham and Leicester and a bottle of wine, 
which as it turns out did have a cork! The later train and bus 
ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
midnight so a very long day!
Overall it was a fantastic weekend away, with some great 
walks and fresh banter.  Thank you to everyone who came, I 
hope you enjoyed it as much as I did and remember: hikers 
need boots!

Matthew Kemp



Name Game Pub Crawl
The Hiking Club met up at The Griffin at 8 for a fun and fast 
paced evening of heavy drinking -ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜǊƳΩǎ 
pub crawl!
¢ƘŜ ǘƘŜƳŜ ǿŀǎ Ψ¢ƘŜ bŀƳŜ DŀƳŜΩΦ LƴƎŜƴƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ 
yet effective: each person had to drink one drink beginning 
with every letter from their first name, with scope to carry 
ƻƴ ǘƻ ǎǳǊƴŀƳŜǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƻ ŘǊǳƴƪΗ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ 
to drink all sorts of strange drinks which we may not have 
normally tried, so it also helped to broaden our alcoholic 
horizons.
The Orange Tree provided cool cocktails with strange names 
(White Russian, Zombie etc) for those of us with awkward 
letters. Over the course of the evening, we also visited The 
Griffin, The Moon and Bell and Custard Bar. For those of us 
ōǊŀǾŜ ƻǊ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛƻƴΩǎ tŜƴŘǳƭǳƳ 5W 
Set awaited...
Oh and by the way, I had Jack Daniels, Absinthe, Carling and 
two Kermit Juices.   

We all woke bright and early in the morning and met in the union car 
park for the now ritualistic packing of cars and assembling of people. All 
ƪŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ ƻƴ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ т ŀƴŘ ōƛǘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ŎŀǊ 
time on our way to Roy Bridge, Scotland. Feeling rather lucky that I had 
ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ōƭŀƎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ aƛƪŜ .ƻǿŜǊΩǎ ǎǇŀŎƛƻǳǎ ŎŀǊ /ŜŎƛƭƛŀΣ L 
ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻƴǎƭŀǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ WŀŎƪ ¢Ωǎ ŎƘŜŜǎȅ ƎŀƎ ǊŜǇŜǊǘƻƛǊŜΦ 
¢ƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ ƳƻƻŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ǇŜǊƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƻƳΩǎ /Φ5 ƻŦ ΨCƛƭǘƘΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ 
club classics (I use this term exceedingly loosely) as Frankie goes to 
Hollywood and DǳƴǘƘŜǊΩǎDing dingdong. . .
We met up with everyone else at the Gretna Green services to have 
ǎƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊŘǳŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘŀōǎ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ŀ 
call from Bobby mid food shop asking if we could wait for a while so we 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ 
ƳŜŀƴǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣ όǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ HighamFaffscale)! 
Jack managed to amuse himself with all the wonders a service station 
has to offer including numerous goes on a crane machine for a cuddly 
toy (must have forgotten to pack his own teddy). After a good while of 
enjoying the Scottish things in the Scottish shop, such as off snickers 
ŀƴŘ ¢Ƙŀƛ ŎƘƛƭƭƛ ǎŀǳŎŜ όōƻǘƘ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ {ŎƻǘǘƛǎƘύΣ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ŎŀǊ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
very squashed Sophia and Amy in the back, struggling for air holes in 
between the crisps and toilet roll.
. After a few more hours of travelling we paused again beside Loch 
Lomond and even on the fairly mild day we were having, it was quite a 
stunning sight, the Scotland I had been anticipating. However, my 
feelings of serenity we soon disturbed by our run in with a pheasant, 
quite literally a run in, as in underour car, or more off the front wheel, 
all up the side and smacking into my window, all underscored with my 
ȅŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƻŦ άǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘΗέΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ aƛƪŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ 
freak out the only veggie on the trip! 

Scotland
Day 1: Getting there 



Anyway onwards and upwards and into the gorgeous 
Scottish highlands, they seemed to roll on for an age, it felt 
quite odd to find the rather normal looking town of Fort 
William on the other side of its vastness, I was expecting 
The Shire or Mordor or something.  Eventually, we made it 
to our Bunkhouse in Roy Bridge, we were the last car in, 
but luckily I had got Helena to baggsyme a bottom bunk, 
wriggling out of the top bunk is one of my many annoying 
sleeping habits as she, Georgina and Beccawere going to 
find out over the course of the week. 
After the last additions to our motley crew, Hayley, Henry 
and Paul had arrived from their train journey; most of us 
traipsed off to the pub for a cheeky one before bed. I had 
my first encounter with some drunken locals and I still 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ 
to me.

DAY 2: Ben Nevis

The day started as tradition dictates with a good old greasy fry 
up, courtesy of head chef Paul and his numerous minions.  
Routes were devised and everyone picked the one they fancied. 
I, along with a quite a few others, fancied my chances on Ben 
bŜǾƛǎΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǎǘ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƛƴ .ǊƛǘŀƛƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
you can be counted as an extreme hiker 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŎƻƴŎǳǊǊŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƻȅǎΗ 
As we gathered our things, we all prepared for a wet day, but 
we most defiantly did not prepare enough for what the Scottish 
weather had planned for us. 
Nevis was only a quick drive away so we were parked and ready 
to rumble (or ramble, sorry that was Jack T standard!) in no 
time. We started by crossing the river via bridge that the boys 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎƭȅ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻ ǿƻōōƭŜΤ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ōǊƛŘƎŜǎ 
at the best of times let alone with a load of LSUHC boys at the 
other end of it.  The beginning of the walk led me into a false 
sense of security, it was a fairly gentle incline on a nice grassy 
verge, however we soon found the tourist route we would be 
taking and I spotted the steps as high as my knees that would 
eventually get the better of me.  Half the 



group had quite a pace on, Tom and Mike adamant to beat their 
previous time I have ever like a leisurely plod and was grateful of 
the company provided by Laurence and Dave, apologies for the 
moaning! As we continued the heavens opened and the wind took 
it up a knot which meant I only managed to get one lonesome 
ǇƘƻǘƻΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǿŀƭƪΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ōŀŎƪΣ 
but Laurence convinced me to get the Loch that was just over half 
way up, however by the time we reached the water I became quite 
determined to reach the top so continued with a new found 
enthusiasm. Then the snow came, and the hail and 60mph winds! 
We passed a large snowy patch which Dave tried to sledge down 
(sadly no bivvybags to hand) but if had got much more speed he 
would have been straight of the side, extreme sledging!! After 
getting a little but higher we came to a point where half of us 
thought it if we went much further it would be too dangerous to 
continue, so we turned back and Laurence led the determined few 
higher, only to turn around 5 minutes after.  The descent was a lot 
quicker due to the horrific wind abusing our faces, at some points I 
thought the littler ones of the group like Sophia might take off it 
was that windy. I was glad to get back to the bunk house and warm 
up with a shower and a cup of tea. Eventually everyone returned a 
little bit soggy and worse for wear, some later than others (Mark 
and his mad team of hikers). A few rounds of consequences were 
played, Bobby often the main subject of them, the only thing I 
remember is I opted for a sheep over Dentyin one of them, 
however, I am Welsh, so.... There was also the return of spoons 
where Helena let out her savage side and beat us all. After dinner 
we went to the pub of course for a glass or two and then 
wondered off to bed ready for tomorrows early morning call.

DAY 3: Distillery 

anyone?

After a rather wet start to our week in Scotland it was yet 
another miserable day but some of us still decided to walk, I 
took the harder of the two walks. The other group decided that 
ŀ ΨbimbleΩ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƭŜƛǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƭƭ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
canal leading to the wonderfully named Loch Lochy. 
Those who felt a walk was far too intense for a hiking club trip 
took up the new tradition and went to a whiskey distillery and 
wonder around an old castle ruin, there was also talk of 
heading to Loch Ness. 

It actually started off as a not too bad a day; we had views and 
an interesting trail to walk along. We even found a disused old 
railway line that we decided would be fun to climb on. We then 
took a bit of a detour trying to find a decent place to cross the 
river, and then turning back and using a damn. As we were 
getting towards the top of the ridge that we were climbing we 
came across something



moving in the distance, it was some deer running across the side 
of the hill, and we had obviously scared them off.Of course once 
we had got to the top the rain clouds came in and it started to 
rain on us, being the extreme group that we were we carried on 
up the hill to bag an extreme photo, so extreme it came out 
blurry with big rain drops covering Dean and Georgina. Back on 
the way down we managed to find a patch of snow to sledge 
down to make it a bit more extreme!
As we were getting back to the car the clouds began to clear and 
we even had a bit of sunshine to accompany the rain, all we had 
to do was follow the rainbow back to the car.

DAY 4: Rock climbing and 

Birthday Meal

Today most people were looking forward to a bit of fun at Ice 
CŀŎǘƻǊ ƛƴŘƻƻǊ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ŎŜƴǘǊŜΣ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƻƻƪ 
any ice climbing, but everyone was still itching to get their belays 
out

and climb up some walls.  I personally was not confident enough 
to have a go but enjoyed watching everyone else bombing up to 
the top. Well maybe not everyone, Jack T made my day with his 
perseverance, he may not have mastered the art of rock climbing 
be he was damn good at dangling and doing up his shoe lace 
about 8 foot in the air. After this a few of us headed off for a bit of 
ōƻǿƭƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ aƻǊǊƛǎƻƴΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜΦ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ Ridelypurposely meant to look 
Jake in the car or not.... 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƎǳǘǘŜǊ ōŀƭƭǎ L ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 
ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎ ƻŦ /ƘƛΩǎ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǘƻƻ 
many strikes if you ask me!
In the evening we headed to a near bar hotel for a nice civilised 
ƳŜŀƭ ŦƻǊ IŀȅƭŜȅΣ ƻǳǊ ŎƘŀƛǊΩǎΣ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ aŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ 
the hunt for some shoes seeing his only pair were sodden, I kindly 
offered him my flip-flops only to be informed afterwards that 
apparently Mark is the proud owner of some horrendously smelly 
feet. We sat down for our meal but had a few absentees due to



tŜǘŜΩǎ ŎŀǊ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƘƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘǊŀƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
pouring rain somewhere in Fort William. 
A lot of haggis was consumed that night and evidently a drink 
or two. Tom and Mike were trying to keep up with me and 
Helena, but they were fighting a losing battle.  We all had a lot 
ƭŀǳƎƘǎ ŀƴŘ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ΨaŀǊƪ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǇǳƭƭŜǊΩ ŀǘ 
work.
Hayley was bought an assortment of cocktails and I learnt a lot 
about Whiskey as I ended up propping up the bar chatting the 
owner for the remainder of the night, I can tell you that Scapa 
is better than Bonahaven. 

DAY 5: It didn²t rain 

(much)

The last day in Scotland was probably the best we had weather 
wise so we actually got some walking done! Two groups went 
up Ben Nevis, one via CMD the other using the main path and 
another group did a 
walk from the hut. I was 
in the group going from 
the hut as I have done 
Ben Nevis via both
routes and I had an epic
train journey ahead of 
me the next day. 
The walk started off by
walking along one of the 
minor roads alongside a 
river where we saw a 
canoeing club suiting up ready for a day on the

water. We got as far as a viewpoint on the road and realised it 
was actually going to be fairly good day so decided that we 
should take a detour off the road and up one of the mountains. 
²Ŝ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
fancy going to the top but after a couple of false peaks we 
made it to a very windy and boggy summit with some pretty 
good views. We then headed back down and met the others at 
the bottom for a lunch break and th en headed back to the 
bunkhouse.
That night we had our last visit to one of the local pubs where 
me and Ridley decided that we would definitely have to try the 
ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ŎŀƪŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
was put in our drinks, or it could have been the chocolate cakes, 
but Amy, Ridley and I certainly had a very giggly last night in 
{ŎƻǘƭŀƴŘ όŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳƴƴȅΗΧύ 
Overall, despite the weather, I had an amazing time in Scotland, 
thanks everyone for the birthday card and cake!

Hayley Faulkner and Chloe Tuck



Any excuse! Hiking club boxers 
coming soon for the nudist of 
LSUHC

Paul: The Ladies Man

Matt was a little 
concerned that 
Sophia was a 
little bit too 
good at playing 
dead.  . .

Jack 
however 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ 
concerned 
enough. . . 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǇƻǎƘ 
enough for 
ŦŀƎƎƻǘǎΗέ

Determined to get use of 
his ice axe, Mark turns on 
Bobby

A fan of the flat cap from a young age ------Ą



Vote Kettlewell for Chair of LSU Tea 
Society

The only place he can get 
away from the fan mail 

Unconvinced :  -0.5 Ridelys

Jack and Mark 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ 
each other any 
longer!

And you call yourselves 
hikers!



Hiking CLub Look - a - Likes

A Bush                                                  Andrew

The Michelin Man                                     JJ

Highland Cow                                            Colin

Benny from ABBA                                  Jack T

Quasimodo                                           Rich

Do I even need to say 
who?



RoachesHiking Club Scales

The HarropςHunt Scale of Homoerotism 
No other love quite like it.

The RidelyScale of Distance
Useful for measuring gaps in rocks

The Henry Scale of Speed
Only Slightly less than the speed of light

HighamFaffScale
This can span over hours.

Smart Scale of Trouser Height
A full smart is around ankle height

Kemp Scale of Tirdness
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōŜŘ ƛƴ {ŎƻǘƭŀƴŘΚ


