
THERE is plenty to celebrate in this, the fifth edition of 

your club’s newsletter. Maybe most notably the club 

gained its newest "Compleatist" at the end of May 

when Allan conquered his last Munro, Ben Wyvis. The 

date and destination had been chosen well in advance 

but in the months leading up to it there was much 

teasing; some of us convinced it would have to be 

rescheduled several times. In the end it all turned out 

fine with a large crowd sipping champagne and getting 

sunburned on the summit. The summer also saw club 

members standing on the highest mountain in the Alps: 

Mont Blanc being the culmination of two weeks of 

Alpine adventures. Great achievements have also been 

made sitting down, with members completing distance 

and duration mountain bike marathons such as 

Lakeland Monster Miles and Relentless24, well done to 

Niall in particular. 

On the fun side, team DMC also did very well in the 

ridiculous Tough Mudder competition, minor electrical 

burns aside. If you were able to join us for ”Dundee 

Mountain Ceilidh” on the Unicorn I'm sure you'll agree 

it was a fantastic evening of fun, dancing to a great 

band, with an exceptional £1600 raised for Tayside 

Mountain Rescue. The good weather this summer was 

also something to celebrate after previous wash-outs. 

Indeed the hills were alive almost every weekend and 

many evenings with club members walking, cycling, 

climbing and sometimes all three on the same day. 

Beach barbeques and navigation practice sessions were 

well attended, although some of those attending the 

former could have done with the latter first ;-). With 

Autumn in full swing the weather forecasts may seem 

pessimistic at times but don't be put off, let’s keep up 

the momentum, get out there and have fun in the hills.  

 

FEBRUARY’S meet is up in 

Carrbridge. Loads of great  

winter walking in the area, with a 

great low-level path network for 

cyclists. Access to winter climbing 

in the Cairngorms, and it’s only a 

stone’s throw from Cairngorm Ski 

Centre. £30 per head. 

CHRISTMAS meet: 13-15th 

December at Braemar SYHA 

hostel (we’ve booked out the 

whole place!) £35 a pop 

including your Xmas dinner. 

Places are selling quickly, so 

book your place now! 

HOGMANAY plans tbc—watch 

the forum! 

“If Carlsberg did Ceilidhs...” 
by Hazel & Jon Bowyer 

THE night of Friday 4th October saw DMC hosting “Dundee Mountain Ceilidh” on 

board the HMS Unicorn. The aim was to bring together outdoorsy folks from across 

the region to have a great evening whilst raising a decent sum for Tayside Mountain 

Rescue.  Being DMC’s first charity fundraiser and first public social event, it was a bit 

of a gamble but all the hard graft that went into it paid off; as the date approached 

the ticket sales rocketed and it was a sell out! With over 170 people in attendance it 

was the biggest ceilidh ever held onboard the Unicorn and we raised a whopping 

£1661.44 for Tayside Mountain Rescue! 

It was no small feat to organise, from arranging the band, venue, online ticket 

sales, advertising etc, to the logistical challenge of serving hot curry during a short 

interval to so many people onboard a ship which has no kitchen or serving 

facilities! We also put together arguably the best mountain raffle ever seen in 

Dundee, with prizes ranging from gaiters, gloves etc to a Rab down jacket, plus 

gift vouchers, whisky bottles and mountain prints, to name but a few. 

All our efforts felt worthwhile though, not just when we saw the figure on the 

giant cheque for TMRT but simply seeing so many people having a great evening. At times there 

were so many dancing that the ship was swaying in the dock and 

during Auld Lang Syne the band visibly saw their equipment 

bouncing towards the edge of the stage!! 

A huge thanks to everyone who helped out with the organisation 

and to everyone who came along to take part. Thanks also must go 

to the Unicorn Preservation Society, Taza, Suzanne Houston & the 

Band, and the suppliers of all the raffle prizes (Tiso, Rab, TGO, 

NeedleSports, William Chrystal, Cairn o’Mohr, MCofS, Hilltrek, 

Keela, Terra Nova, and any others we’ve missed out!). 

Given the success of this years event there are already calls for 

another Dundee Mountain Ceilidh next year so watch this space! 

As one person aptly put it: “If Carlsberg did Ceilidhs….”  

JANUARY 18-20th sees the club heading 

to Kinloch Rannoch’s Outdoor Centre. 

Plenty of nearby hills with the Corbett 

Beinn a’ Chuallaich and of course 

Schiehallion right on the doorstep, and 

the Glen Lyon Munros nestled just 

behind—plus some good biking in the 

area too. Spaces are £37 each.  

Coming Up . . . 
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— Andrew. 
Meets Secretary 



IT was a challenge I had set myself back in 2001, to climb all of Scotland’s 284 Munros. Today was the day that I would 

complete my final one, Ben Wyvis. It was a scorching day – sun blazing, zero wind and not a cloud in the sky. 26 of us left 

the Aultguish Inn at a leisurely time of 9am and drove the short distance to the Ben Wyvis car park.  It was great that so 

many good friends could make it and incredibly lucky the conditions were so favourable. As we ascended, the first prank of 

the day was unveiled, a sign on the path stating that “Scottish Natural Heritage has closed the path due to a rare breed of 

nesting birds” – yeah, yeah – onwards!   

I was greeted at the summit with the customary bottle of Champagne. There was also no 

shortage of whisky - thankfully the path down was pretty easy going!   

When we arrived back at the Aultguish some nice cake and more drink awaited!  A coach 

then picked us up and took us to Ullapool for a meal at the Seaforth restaurant followed 

by drinks and live music. Coupled with my 30th birthday, it was a great excuse for a party 

and a terrific night (and for Pete to get up on stage with his guitar!).   

There are a lot of jokes in the outdoor community about “baggers” and “box tickers”. 

While I can fully understand this, I think that, overall, climbing the Munros is a very 

rewarding and worthwhile endeavour. It motivates people to access remote parts of 

Scotland that they may never have ventured and provides a uniquely enjoyable physical 

and mental challenge. I would recommend it to anyone. 

One question everyone kept asking though was “What are you going to do next?”. I 

replied by saying “not the Corbetts!”.  There is always so much more to do and see and 

never enough weekends! Focusing on more technically challenging routes would certainly 

be high up the agenda, but overall just continuing to enjoy the outdoors. 

had walls to prevent us rolling away in the night. 

The following days were spent walking, scrambling and exploring the surrounding 

ridges and summits. The most amazing sight, which in all of our combined travels 

we’d not experienced anywhere else, was the thick, lush carpet of myriad flowers 

right from valley bottom to high top. In turn the flowers supported insects, 

snakes, millions of butterflies and large numbers of birds. Bushes thick with 

berries provided great foraging for one of the largest of mammals, the brown 

bear. Signs of bears were everywhere, including bear poo on the narrowest of 

ridges. On several occasions we were lucky enough to be able to hide behind a rock and watch the bears, 

mothers and cubs frolicking on the hillsides with their fluffy ears catching the sunlight. 

For trekking, we found that the cols were achievable but the ridges and summits often impossible except for expedition 

standard climbing. The terrain underfoot at the vegetated, medium elevations is very easy, making for pleasant walking. 

However, the rock higher up leaves a lot to be desired, being heavily frost-shattered, loose, and having had no gardening 

done by previous generations of climbers. Even in summer the temperature was never hot; in fact, en route to the highest 

peak it even snowed. When the weather was good the clarity of the air was superb. Summit vistas seemed infinite under the 

intensely blue sky. It felt like we could see into Iran. 

Dropping down from the high mountains, we passed through remains of sheilings, mainly used by cowherders in the 

summer. Very basic, they are simply stone walls and a floor with a tarpaulin roof. Everything is transported up the hill by 

mule at the start of the summer and 

dismantled at the end of the season. In 

contrast, the beehive enclosures are 

constructed much more impressively, 

fortified with sirens, warning lights and 

barbed wire to ward off hungry bears. 

Honey is treated like liquid gold by the 

locals. 

On the dreichest of days we were invited 

into a sheiling and treated like royalty. 

Bread and fondue made especially for us  

accompanied by sweet tea and followed 

by sweetmeats. It was Ramadan, so our 

hosts consumed nothing. Our hunger 

took over our embarrassment at such 

kindness and we tucked in. Conversation 

was based on our phrasebook and 

dictionary and despite our lack of 

vocabulary it was great to converse with people – the first we had actually met for a week. A 

common element in our disparate cultures was discovered when a wee lad made the internationally recognised gesture for 

playing bagpipes. Constructed in a style remarkably similar to Scottish pipes, they are found only in these mountains in 

Turkey. 

People inhabited the mountains for thousands of years until fairly recently, leaving signs like ancient terraces, enclosures 

and the occasional stone church built by the Georgians and Armenians. The Turkish government is making attempts to 

repopulate the valleys, by — for example — introducing mobile phone coverage, but at the same time they are threatening 

to flood large areas to create huge hydro schemes. 

Hopefully any development like this will be small and sensitive enough not to impact too much on the mountains, as they 

can potentially sustain a substantial population in other ways. In terms of tourism it’s quite low-key and we had second 

thoughts about writing this but it would be greedy not to encourage others to go. 

If anyone is inspired, feel free to contact us through DMC: Berenice Hunter and Andrew Brooks. 

Life after Munros 
by Allan McCulloch 



WHEN I said we were going to Turkey for our summer holidays, the comments I got back were along the lines of “Lovely 

beaches”, or “Great food”, or “Very hot”! In fact, we experienced none of these delights. We were far away from any beach, 

high up in the Kaçkar mountains; we were walking on a calorie deficit and it snowed! 

The Kaçkar mountains are in the north east of Turkey, not far 

from the border with Georgia and Armenia. We had come 

across a book by Kate Clow on the area and were intrigued, 

so decided to investigate. The mountains reach up to 3,900  

metres or so with no waymarkings except for a few cairns. It 

was going to be real exploration and adventure. The plan 

was to take no more than we could carry, buy food and fuel 

when we got there and disappear into the mountains for 

two weeks. 

There are two or three ways into the mountains. Erzurum 

is well inland but we chose Trabzon on the shore of the 

Black Sea so that we could have a day by the Sea at the 

end of the trip. What we hadn’t banked on was the impact 

of the Sea on the north-facing slopes of the mountains, 

which meant that they were shrouded in thick, damp mist for most of the day. 

Climbing blind with full packs, we plodded slowly upwards, eyes straining to spot the occasional small cairn on a route that 

we’d seen on the map, yet seemed non-existent on 

the ground. 

After crossing the high col and starting to descend, 

the heat of the sun on the southern slopes lifted 

the veil. Finally the view opened up and we were 

overjoyed to see where we were – steep green 

slopes with rocky tops above 3,000 metres and 

razor sharp ridges. 

The mountainsides are unrelentingly steep, so 

finding somewhere flat to pitch the tent can be 

time consuming. Most of the time we could carve 

out a pit, but we found that flat is a relative term 

and for several nights we were glad that the tent 

Trekking in Turkey 
by Andrew Brooks & Berenice Hunter 

IF you’ve subscribed to the DMC forum, you’re probably all too aware of mountain bikers and their conversations about 

winter night-riding. The fact is that when the clocks go back we face the difficult decision to either tog up, turn on the 

lights and get on with it, or limit ourselves to weekend riding for about 4 months. 

I first started riding in the dark about four years ago, with a deeply underwhelming light. It was a crazy experience, 

careering through the woods with barely enough light to see by, convinced that every rustle in the bushes marked the 

presence of something wild and unfriendly. One time I came across a man lying on the ground in camouflage gear in the 

pitch black with his Staffie. We said hello to each other and carried on about our business. 

Over the weeks, I became aware of the many  animal eyes in the undergrowth. Without even looking directly at them, 

there was still enough light coming from me to catch the reflective eyes of every creature peering at me — animals you’d 

probably never see during the day. The eyes of each species shine a different colour, and I soon came to know them all. 

After an entertaining winter charging through Ladybank 

woods dodging trees and startled barn owls, I was a 

member of the DMC by the time the next one came 

around. Niall and I were the first out in the club, and 

spent a lot of time riding the Lomonds after they froze 

hard and fast that year. Now there’s a decent 

complement of us out making the most of “good” winter 

weather and mud that’s starting to firm up in the cold. 

It’s great night-riding in a group, as you can really start to 

relax and enjoy it. We had some fun last year when 

Kinnoull Hill became one of our top spots – its compact 

nature is well suited to it, as you’re never too far away 

from the comfort of the car. In fact, the first time we rode 

it was in the dark, guided around by a friendly local who 

saw us looking a bit lost in the car park.  

Roland once took to the air over the last – and quite substantial – drop-off in the bike park up there, only to have his lights 

cut out as soon as he left the ground. Dark is never as dark as when it immediately follows light, but he landed and made it 

down in one piece! 

I went out solo for a ride in the Sidlaws on Bonfire Night this year, and it was one of those perfect night-riding experiences. 

Cresting Auchterhouse Hill, I turned my lights off while I rested and Dundee suddenly burst into life with fireworks going 

off all over the place. I switched back on and plummeted down to the car, the darkness all around swallowing the 

peripheral distractions of the daytime. Sometimes you’re quicker by night — after all, you can’t fear what you can’t see!  

Night-riding adds a totally different dimension to cycling. The ground is regularly frozen hard, making it as fast and grippy 

as it was during our much-appreciated summer. Plus the sight of the city’s twinkling lights below is always a beautiful 

thing. If you’ve ever thought of giving it a go, I can only recommend it. Ask a biker at the pub what lights to buy, then come 

join us! 

Riding Through The Night 
 

by Alex Corlett 



THIS October a couple of club members, Andrew and myself, made it out to Kalymnos, the Grecian sports 
climbing mecca. Whilst this doesn't quite count as club trip (Andrew went with some of his Edinburgh friends and 
I was out with Jen) a few photos and a trip report should whet your appetites for a possible club trip out there in 
autumn 2014. 

Getting to Kalymnos is never easy. Jen and I went for the more common option of 
flying to Kos and getting the ferry over. The gamble with this option was: would our 
flights arrive in time to make the last ferry? We needn't have worried, we were in 
plenty of time and stopped for a beer before joining the hordes of climbers on the 
last crossing of the evening. Andrew went for the more expensive option of flying 
direct to Kalymnos. 

Andrew and his party arrived a day or two before us, in time to catch the 2013 
Kalymnos climbing festival. Along with a competition for the pros there was an 
open Marathon for anyone to enter and climb up to 155 routes to score points. This 
was great fun and led to a good atmosphere at the crags, with parties sharing beta on the various routes. 

Unfortunately the climbing festival organisers had hired all the scooters, so for 
the first day we were limited to crags within walking distance. We decided on 
Poet's sector - the closest crag to town. It had a couple of 5's to try. The first 
went fine but then I got stung by a 5c. I just couldn't get from the last bolt to 
the lower off! After a couple of tries I gave up, lowered off my last quickdraw 
and let a couple of Swiss guys waiting have a go. It made me feel a little better 
that they struggled too. The first guy couldn't get there and the second guy 
had to use a cam to protect the last move. Thankfully reunited with my 
quickdraw we slunk off in search of beer and a scooter. 

After a bit of to-ing and fro-ing the next day we got ourselves a scooter and 
headed off to Kastelli in search of some easy climbing. Suckered by the hot 

Climbing in Kalymnos 
by Dave Matthews 

and Andrew Kesterton 

sun we were only wearing t-shirts. Unfortunately Kastelli is by the sea, in 
the shade and there was a stiff breeze blowing. Most people there had 
fleeces and puffer jackets! We got some climbing done but succumbed to 
the cold and headed back. 

Next day we tried Arginonta. Some great climbing and inspirational cliffs. 
We avoided the inspirational sections of the cliff and had a good go at some 
of the easier climbs in between. 

Back to Kastelli the next day. With more clothing and improved weather the 
second trip was much better. 

And then back to Arginonta to check out some new climbs not in the 
guidebook. This was probably Jen's most memorable day: she was halfway up 
her first lead when I heard: "OMG, there's a snake!" Looking up, sure enough 
there was an impressive looking snake eyeing Jen up. Lot's of shouting and 

arm waving convinced it Jen wouldn't 
make good eating. Jen was just about to 
head upwards again when a herd of goats 
decided to traverse across her route on a ledge! And finally she was joined 
by a lizard! All in all, more wildlife than Jen thought she'd ever meet on a 
single climb. The forecast was poor but we got a morning's climbing in 
before it started to rain. More committed climbers than us hung around to 
see if things would dry up but we were happy to head back to the bars of 
Massouri. 

For our last full day we headed to Sea Breeze. Probably our most 
productive climbing day - nearly making it to double figures. But we 
couldn't stay too late as I had to return the scooter that evening. Then it 
was one last morning's climbing next to the impressive Grande Grotta 
before we braced ourselves for the long journey home. 

Even with lots of climbers on the islands there's plenty rock to go round 
and we managed to find some quiet sectors. The variety of rock on 
Kalymnos makes for a great selection of routes, from crimpy technical 
slabs (with Gouttes d'eau, like claw marks scratched into the limestone) to 

steep tufas with exciting 3 dimensional climbing in the legendary Grande Grotta cave. Some of the routes 
wouldn't feel out of place as a British Classic, like the exposed and airy 'Side Cut' up an Arete at Kastri. Unlike 
other destinations there's plenty of places around to eat on island enjoying the local fish (and Greek beer). 

More info on Kalmynos:    www.climbkalymnos.com    www.ukclimbing.com/articles/page.php?id=3150  


