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Black Dog Meet Report

No. 113 Lochinver

23rd – 25th September 2011

The Cast

Wull & Robin Clark

Abi Robinson

Kirsty McLaren

Tony & Lorna Smith

Val Inglis

Jon Pickering

Michael & Fiona Ruby
David Cameron
Russell Shanks  

Bill Clark


Alan Sewell

The Hills Climbed 

Friday: 

Beinn na Eion (618m) - Tony & Lorna

Saturday: 

Suilven (731m) - Wull, Robin, Abi, Bill, Michael, Fiona, Tony & Lorna.

Quinag (808m) - Val, David, Kirsty & Jon

Old Man Of Stoer (VS 5a) - Russell & Alan

Sunday: 

Meall an Fheadian (203m) - Tony & Lorna

Reiff. Moonjelly (V Diff***) & Slanting Corner (Mild Severe) - Russell & Alan

Notes

Friday. We all arrived at the Lochinver Mission Bunkhouse at various times during the day.  The weather was wet, raining on & off and the sky was full dark clouds.  Wull, Robin, Bill & Abi found the bunkhouse first, followed by Michael & Fiona then Tony & Lorna who stopped on route to do Beinn an Eion (618m), a Marilyn across the road from Stac Pollaidh. Russell, Alan, Val & Davie then arrived. We decided to eat in the café at the bunkhouse where the food was braa, retiring back to the comfy seating just before bedtime, when Kirsty & Jon announced their arrival by throwing stones at the window.   

Saturday. Everyone was up, fed and ready to go by 0900hrs. Wull, Robin, Bill, Abi, Michael, Fiona, Tony & Lorna all set off to do Suilven. We took two cars & drove to the end of the road at the Glencanisp Lodge. We then walked past the lodge and followed the undulating and boggy path past the Suileag bothy, missed on the way in and nearly missed on the way out as it’s invisible from the path.  After about 1.5 km we crossed a bridge, then just before the second bridge headed up hill & over more bog toward Suilven. Following the broken & bog infested path & having to listen to some wild imaginings, we reached the Bealach Mor where ‘mountain goat’ Abi was perched on top of a small precipice with a yawning abyss beneath her.  Upward & onward on the steep path to the bealach between our objective Caisteal Liath & Meall Meadhonach. From the top of the bealach we gingerly moved along the ridge to the summit.  After a short stop and a photo shoot we all went back along the ridge down the steep path & back across the bog.  While Wull, Robin & Bill had a wee stop to take in the fantastic view of Suilven, everyone else headed onward.  As we started to catch up with the others, we realized Abi had a complete change of wardrobe, only to discover that she had been saved, waist deep, from the ‘Bog Monster’ by Michael.  The group eventually arrived back at the car park in one piece. 

The second group of Val, David, Kirsty & Jon set of to conquer Quinag, which they all successfully managed.  The weather for both parties was dry but a wee bit chilly. 

The last group of intrepid explorers consisting of Alan & Russell who headed for a wee sea stack called the Old Man of Stoer, I shall let them tell the story:-

Old man of Stoer VS 5a ***

Setting out from Lochinver at about 9.30am after a heavy blustery shower, Russell and Alan headed for the Old man of Stoer with no real expectations other than having a reconnaissance for a future trip. 

At the Stoer lighthouse the winds were blustery and the sea was crashing into the coast. We headed off in search of the Stack, crossing Sidhean Mor with full climbing kit, buoyancy aid and static ropes for the Tyrolean traverse - thinking of tales of Tom Patey and the original pioneers heading over the moor with their two 15ft ladders to bridge the gap. 

On arriving at the stack the condition in the channel were good, low tide and the sea looked calm. Things looked even better when we saw that a rope was in-situ, which meant there was no need for Alan to swim across. After a tricky scramble down wet rock to the base of the cliff, a quick bite to eat, and a heavy passing shower, we tensioned up the in-situ rope, clipped in and pulled ourselves over to the stack. 

The first pitch of the climb is technically the hardest – 5a moves along horizontal parallel cracks which proved very awkward and greasy - but Russell blazed a trail and there was nothing left to do but follow. The next pitch was straight forward, a nice slab on the sunny side of the stack leads to a big shelf and belay. With Russell now back on the sharp end, the next pitch was strenuous. However, with an audience watching from the cliffs opposite Russell saw to it with some style. With Alan’s nerves now in tatters the next pitch was handed back to Russell to lead. A rightward traverse around on the landward side leads to a chimney. However, Russell moved up too early and ended up climbing a desperate crack line to a big block belay. We were off route! There was nothing else for it but for Russell to abseiled back to the rising traverse line of the original route. A move around an awkward step and the final greasy chimney was now in sight. A “thrutchy” chimney, climbed on the left wall lead to easier ground and the summit. 

The wind was blowing a gale at the top! A quick stop for some photographs followed, before we started to contemplate how to get off! We knew the 50m ropes wouldn’t reach the bottom of the stac, so we decide to follow the guide book description and abseil to the first belay stance. As we threw the doubled ropes in the direction of the stance they came back in the wind and ended up going in the completely opposite direction! Alan went over the edge first and saw the sling that Russell had abseiled off earlier just 20m below. We decided to aim for this. This would split the decent enough to allow us to reach the bottom of the stack.  The second abseil was a 40m decent hanging free in space, which took us back to the stance were the Tyrolean traverse was set up. 

The tide was now in and the waves were crashing at our feet. We had no time to spare to get back to the mainland before our stance would be gone! As we pulled on the abseil ropes all was going well until the last few feet jammed! Even with both of us pulling the other end of the rope we couldn’t free it. The only option was to try and pull it when we were back on the mainland. Perhaps the change of direction of the pull might free it! However, as luck would have it, as soon as Alan clipped into the Tyrolean traverse the rope from above came free. Alan headed across the Tyrolean traverse first. With the tide now in, plus the stretch of the rope, it meant that a dip in the boiling swell of the Atlantic was inevitable. The steep pull up the other side from the low point of the rope was horrendous. After several attempts to pull up on the mainland side, without success, the strength in Alan’s arms was gone. A prussic loop was required to lock off the rope to prevent slipping back to the low point. The panic of being stuck only feet from safety, with no strength left and a rising tide, while try to fiddle about with a prussic loop, was beginning to show. Thoughts of Tony Kurtz demise on the Northwand were all too a reality.  With one last pull Alan some how managed to get hold of the rock and flopped like a beached whale on to the safety of the shore. Russell quickly followed and with the aid of a pull from above the day was won. The euphoria of once more “we had got away with it” was clear to see. We sat and looked back at the stac and breathed a sigh of relief.  What a great adventure! 

View a small video diary of our day at  https://skydrive.live.com/?cid=0bf37604958d7fe1&Bsrc=EMSHAO&Bpub=SN.Notifications&id=BF37604958D7FE1%21391&sff=1

Fiona & Steve were also out and about and climbed Gairich (919m) at Loch Quoich. Their day started off wet & ended up in sunshine.

In the evening all in Lochinver went to the pub and had a fantastic meal then retired to the bunkhouse for some well deserved sleep. 

Sunday 25th – Most of us went home by various tourist routes having packed up after breakfast…except for Tony & Lorna. They went to bag Meall an Fheadian and got a great view of the Summer Isles.  

Alan & Russell climbed a couple of routes at Reiff.   

The bunkhouse was great and will be worth another visit at some point in the future.

Wull
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