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Hi folks,

Well, after a promising spring and some glorious days in Crianlarich, Skye and 
Snowdonia, summer was a bit of a disappointment weather-wise, but there 
has still been a lot of activity in the club. The glorious weather in September 
and October was a great chance to get out and about again, and with the 
promise of snow and wintery conditions beginning this weekend it’s almost 
time to dust off the crampons, ice axes and skis in preparation for some winter 
fun!

There are plenty of winter skills courses around if you want to brush up on 
safety in the mountains, while having fun sliding around in the snow practising 
arresting with your axe. It’s not long to go now until the Christmas meet at 
Braemar, which is likely to sell out, so make sure you book your seat at the 
table for a lovely turkey dinner in plenty of time!

This issue celebrates the milestone that is DMC’s fifth birthday, so we have 
included photos and memories from the good old days, when there were only 
a handful of members with a vision for a new and exciting club, and the story 
of how DMC evolved into how awesome it is now. There may even be balloons 
and a cake at the Dundee Mountain Film Festival stall, so make sure you’re 
there to support your club and join in the celebrations.

As always, I look forward to hearing about your adventures, so keep the 
articles coming in.
  Mhairi.
  Editor

Relentless 24Page 14

Archi
e’s Mountai

n 

Challen
ge Pa

ge 4

Xtreme Duathlo
n

Page 22

Snowdonia North Wales Page 18

Skye
Page 6

Special Feature
Pages 8 to 13

A Passion for Scrambling
Miguel discovers a new 
enthusiasm for mountains

Archie’s Mountain Challenge
Katie takes the challenge

Skye
Scrambling the Dubh Slabs

DMC Celebrates 5 Years
A restrospective of DMC’s 
achievements

Relentless 24
The club’s trials, tribulations 
and success!

Greetings from Mallorca
It’s hot, sunny, and hot!

Snowdonia, North Wales
Hill-walking & mountain biking in 
the mystical Welsh landscape

Clothing and Discounts
The benefits of membership

Dundee Mountain Ceilidh
Dinner, dancing and donating 
onboard HMS Unicorn

Xtreme Duathlon
Glen Clova - hard and fast 
by bike and foot

Bothy Culture
Members share their thoughts 
on favourite bothies

Coming Up...
Dates for your diary



Scribblers wanted.........
The Newsletter cannot happen without your contributions. If you 
have something you want published please send words and 
images to: newsletter@dundeemountain.club   

      We look forward to hearing from you.

“Do you like scrambling?” Bruce asked me as he drove 
Sandra and myself from Torrin to Elgol on the Isle of Skye 
to catch the Misty Isle boat bound for Loch Coruisk. “I 
have no idea what that is, but I’ll give it a go” was my an-
swer. I had never heard the term scramble before, except 
for my eggs in the morning, and I had no idea what was 
awaiting me the next day, but it turned out to be a whole 
new perspective and approach to mountaineering.

We set off in the morning from Loch Coruisk on a long 
rock-climb up the Dub slabs to Sgurr Dubh Mor. It was 
the first time scrambling for many of us, and it would be 
safe to say we all found the challenge exhilarating. Hav-
ing reached the summit after several hours, many deci-
sion-making breaks, and managing to bypass the abseil 
from Sgurr Dubh Beag, we were all quite impressed with 
ourselves. No previous experience was needed, only a 
decent pair of walking boots and the motivation and 
inspiration to reach the top, although I would throw some 
good judgement, a head for heights, and a clear mind into 
the mix too.

I finished off that day with the feeling of an insatiable 
scrambling thirst, and all I could think about was to get 
back out there and scramble the whole thing all over 
again. That trip definitely gave me the push to get initiated 
into climbing, learn some rope work and acquire the skills 
to do ever harder routes. I started to become a regular 
at AVW and I signed up for the next trip to Snowdonia in 
North Wales, hoping for some more scrambling action in 
what seemed a very good summer spell. Whilst it was a 
great experience in general, I realised that no other scram-
ble lives up to the Cuillin Hills in Skye. The next scrambling experience was a trip to Blackrock Cot-

tage in Glen Coe to welcome in the autumn. Encouraged by 
Simon and Mhairi, I joined the former to do Aonach Eagach 
and its ridge on the first day. While it was fun as well as 
beautiful and very scenic, it lacked the difficulty I was look-
ing for. So I grabbed the book and browsed for challenging 
ways to get to the top of what seemed to be the next days’ 
summit by unanimous agreement - Stob Dearg (Buachaille 
Etive Mor). The options were clear; popular Curved Ridge or 
grade 3(S) Crowberry Ridge! Being warned by far more expe-
rienced climbers that the latter wouldn’t be an easy route, I 
grabbed all my confidence and, along with Paul and Simon, 
took on the challenge.  The ridge faced me with plenty of 
exposure and some uncomfortable and challenging move-
ments that put my determination and perseverance to test. 
However, I enjoyed every step, every chimney and every 
pinnacle like a kid with a new toy.

I’m happy to have discovered scrambling with DMC and to 
learn that it is a great way to experience the thrill and expo-
sure of the mountains in a relatively safe manner. And it’s 
a fascinating step up from hill walking that I would recom-
mend to anyone.

A Passion for 
Scrambling

by 
Miguel Alonso
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Archie’s Mountain Challenge by Titch

This 15 day epic relay, with a toy rabbit named Rabbie for a 
baton, was to raise money for the Archie Foundation by 
ascending all 130 mountains in Scotland that are over 
1000m high.  The team ran, cycled and kayaked a total 
distance of 4320km, with a cumulative ascent of 87000m. 
That’s ten times the height of Everest!

This 15 day epic relay, with a toy rabbit named Rabbie for a 
baton, was to raise money for the Archie Foundation by 
ascending all 130 mountains in Scotland that are over 
1000m high.  The team ran, cycled and kayaked a total 
distance of 4320km, with a cumulative ascent of 87000m. 
That’s ten times the height of Everest!

My initial instructions were to meet two strangers in a 
yellow van in a layby at 4am. Standard. 

Five days withFive days with

Or Dalwhinnie to Arrochar, via Fort William and KillinOr Dalwhinnie to Arrochar, via Fort William and Killin

4
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Archie’s Mountain Challenge by Titch

First for me was Ben Udlamain.  My running partner, Mike, 
had already run and cycled through the night, but some-
how kept going with a big smile and boundless energy.  It 
was a fantastic kick-start to my challenge experience, even 
if we looked like a Shetland pony paired with a carthorse!

Up and down in 90 minutes, then off to another layby.  
Here I found a gathering of people who immediately 
welcomed me into their circle to talk mountains, specif-
ically the fastest routes over them.  The next task was 
the Mamores at first light, aiming to be back at camp for 
breakfast; time for pasta, a swim in the Nevis and an early 
night!

My partner for this leg was Brian, an experienced runner 
who had never climbed a Munro before.  Four Mamores 
is certainly not a bad introduction!  Starting with a good 
path, ascending Sgùrr a’ Mhàim turned into a murderously 
steep slope that had us on all fours.  Brian took to the ter-
rain like a mountain goat, with no complaints.  Summiting 
just after sunrise, we found a cloud inversion which stayed 
with us for most of our trip along the ridge. From Binnein 
Mòr we could see that it was a steep descent, with no 
way to avoid the snow, then another steep climb up Sgùrr 
Eilde Mòr.  I had an axe with me, but decided that using it 
would probably scare my axeless, mountain-virgin com-
rade; and giving the axe to him would be even worse.  Our 
patch of steep snow ended abruptly on scree, forcing us to 
adopt a more measured approach, but we made it with no 
injuries and dry backsides.

On the last climb of the day I suddenly realised that Brian 
wasn’t flying past me.  I looked back to find I had a man-
down with cramp.  After threatening to summit without 
him, he was soon nipping at my heels again, then pulling 
off ahead.  A message from base camp came in on the top:

“Great lines guys, you are going really well. Bravo, bravis-
simo……”

What a fantastic morale boost to know they were keep-
ing an eye on us, and we weren’t going as slowly as we 
thought.  Looking back along the ridge we could really 
appreciate our achievement.

I remembered a tip I was given on my first ever hill run-
ning descent:  “the trick is to feel like you’re flying…but 
don’t actually go flying”.  It was a close one!  Steep down-
hill followed by soft mud under tired feet, not the effort-
less running we were wishing for after over 2000m of as-
cent.  We celebrated Brian’s Munro initiation with rhubarb 
gin, whisky, porridge and coffee with the late-risers of the 
world – do they even know what they’re missing?

A swim in the river to clean off while another pair ran up 
Ben Nevis, then onwards to Glencoe.  I had been im-
pressed by the fitness, stamina and positivity of all the 
people around me, but the feat of planning that followed 
was something else.

After a series of awe-inspiring runs through the night from 
other team members, Brian and I were positioned on 
the shoulder of Ben Starav ready to receive the baton at 
0700hrs.  A misjudged patch of mud saw me sink up to my 
knees; thankfully I had not yet taught Brian that the cor-
rect mountain etiquette is to take photographic evidence 
before collapsing into a heap of mockery, so I was prompt-
ly retrieved from the bog.  A shroud of haar enveloped 
Glen Etive and covered us on our vantage point, only the 
shouts through the mists alerting us to Rabbie’s approach. 
sea kayakers towards Taynuilt and Ben Cruachan, Brian 
had a cycle leg to catch, but for me it was time for a short 
rest.

I rejoined camp in another car park ready to tackle Meall 
Ghaordaidh with Katy B; her enthusiasm for mountains, 
mountain marathons, cyclocross and knitting got us 
around the muddy man holes to the summit and back 
again with constant chatter and smiles all round.

The culmination of the challenge was a scamper up Ben 
Ime.  I feel privileged to have been involved in this ven-
ture; my trepidation that I would hold up the relay soon 
dissolved when I was whole-heartedly welcomed and em-
braced as part of the team. I would definitely do it again!

Katie5
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The Dubh 
Slabs

from Coruisk Hut, 
Isle of Skye
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With the promise of glorious sunshine for the whole weekend, we drove over on Friday morning for the afternoon boat crossing, stop-
ping for lunch on the road to Elgol, where we found a handy bench. Andrea provided some entertainment when he attempted to feed 
the sheep his apple core, they just wouldn’t listen to reason… Back to the car before anyone accused us of sheep rustling and down to 
the harbour where we met the rest of the group.

It was a lovely boat crossing, there was a real holiday feel, sun cream and hats on and time to sit back and enjoy a drink while we gave 
the tour guide a few pointers (poor thing was unfortunate to have such a rowdy bunch on his first day). The seals watched us rounding 
the rocks and then we arrived at the hut, hidden away in the perfect location. A few were camping so set about getting their tents or-
ganised, while the rest of us got the gas lighting going and then went for a wander round to the loch to check out the morning’s route up 
the Dubhs Ridge, a highly recommended scramble.

It didn’t disappoint, we set off in staggered groups, although ended up catching up with each other at various points. A lovely scramble, 
with fantastic views on an amazingly clear day. A few of us did the abseil at the top before heading on to the summit of Sgurr Dubh Mor, 
with some choosing more difficult routes than others.

Most of us went on to Sgurr nan Eag, with Paul, Jim and Andy heading back to get the dinner on ready for our return. It was a long 
descent through a big boulder field, with sore knees and skinned fingers to nurse back at the hut, well worth it though. All in all it was a 
fantastic day on the ridge, finished off with a pasta feast and a few drinks by the fire.

It was a nice relaxing Sunday morning, after tidying up we had time to enjoy the sunshine for a while before the boat arrived to take 
us back to Elgol. Paul and I had an extra day, so set off for another great afternoon on Bla Bheinn before heading to the campsite at 
Sligachan. We had thought about Bruach Na Frithe on Monday morning, but our tired legs outvoted us and we went for brunch instead 
before a leisurely drive back to Dundee.

An awesome weekend, truly the Cuillin at its best. Mhairi
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March
Glen Etive

InbhirfhaolainHow did the club 
first come about?

Who were the original 
members/committee?
Dundee Mountain Club was born 
in Duke’s Corner in September 
2010 after 7 ex Dundee University 
Rucksack Club friends decided 
there was the need for a fresh 
new mountain sports club in 
Dundee.

We wanted a club that was accommodating to all mountain 
sports interests including mountaineering, climbing, skiing, 
mountain biking  and more. It had to be flexible and favour 
adventure, spontaneously organised  between members, over 
rigid committee planned meets.  Most importantly however, 
we wanted to create a club that is friendly, informal, sociable 
and welcoming to everyone sharing a passion for the 
outdoors.

First meet/do you remember who went and do you 
have any anecdotes about anything that 
happened? Also do you have any photos from the 
meet?
One of the early meets was a climb of Stob a’Choire Mhead-
hoin and Stob Coire Easain (West of Loch Treig) on a very 
snowy day. I remember us swimming through the fresh snow 
in exceptionally poor visibility. It was so much fun though in 
spite of the conditions.

What has been your favourite meet so far and why?
There have been so many fantastic DMC meets all over Scot-
land and beyond (over 250 since the club was formed 5 years 
ago!), it is simply impossible to name one.

However, I think the Mountain Windsurfing challenge in June 
2011 was a particularly memorable one for me at an early 
stage of the club’s development. It involved 11 DMC members 
working together to get a Windsurf up to Loch Etchachan, the 
highest Loch in the UK. As if that wasn’t enough, the aim was 
to do some extreme ironing while wind surfing on the loch!

For me it spoke volumes about what Dundee Mountain Club 
is all about - fun loving, embracing all mountain activities, 
camaraderie between members and working together to 
achieve a goal.

What are your hopes for the future of the club?
I would hope that the club continues to grow, thrive and do 
what it does best - bringing together like minded people to 
have fun and adventure in the mountains. 

September
Seven friends get 

together and 
launch the Club 

December
First 

Christmas Meet 
Raeburn 

Hut

Celebrating

September
Inaugural 

Weekend Meet 
at Glencoe

 November
First stall at the 

Dundee 
Mountain Film 

Festival

January
Nethybridge

February
Achnasheen 
Inver Croft

April
Isle of Skye 
Coruisk Hut

May
Elphin May

Weekly 
pub-night 

transfers to 
The Bank 

Bar

September
Weekly Thursday 

pub-night 
begins, initially at 

The Counting House 
then for a while at 

The Globe Bar

2010 2011

Allan
Club President
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This September DMC celebrated its fifth birthday. From the early 
days when Alison, Jon and Allan decided to break away from Dundee 
Uni Rucksack Club, to now with over 55 members, DMC has become a 
diverse and active club, with members regularly embarking on moun-
tainous adventures. The club has always stayed true to the original 
founding principles of simply being a means for like-minded folk to find 
others to get out and about in the mountains with, with the ethos of 
arranging activities via the forum and weekly pub nights remaining at 
the forefront.

Alison was elected the first president, with Jon taking the role of vice 
president and Allan treasurer. Andrew became meets secretary and 
Pete was designated as General Secretary. Bill and Mark were the 
additional committee members - and the club was born. The first meet 
in Sept 2010 was just Jon and Allan on a Munro-bagging trip to Glen-
coe via Crianlarich and Glen Etive. They stayed at Glencoe SYHA and 
reported the meet as a success. Soon after, Andrina became the first 
new member after finding the club’s website while searching online for 
like-minded mountaineering enthusiasts.

After recruiting some more ex-rucksack club members and success-
fully gathering more new members via the stall at the annual Dundee 
Mountain Film Festival, the first ‘proper’ meet was to the Raeburn hut 
near Laggan in December 2010. Ski touring and Corbett bagging was 
followed by Christmas dinner, Pete on the guitar, drinks and lots of fun.

I asked some of the original members to contribute some of their mem-
ories of early trips and also asked what they see as the main benefits of 
the club.

Niall joined because, in his words, it was a good way to do all sorts of 
sports with a good mix of nutters. He remembers his first club outing 
was meeting Allan and Alex for a night ride round Loch Ordie in Novem-
ber 2011, using pathetic head torches and having to drop his bike to 
avoid crashing into a fence. All that’s changed is the power of his lights!

Five years of 
Dundee Mountain Club!
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February
Alps

Ski trip

November
Glencoe 

Alex 
Macintire hut

December
Christmas

Muir Cottage
Braemar

October
Kilimanjaro

Hogmanay
Kinlocheil

July
Alps - 
Arolla

Gran Paradiso
Val Veny

August
Glen Affric 
Strawberry 

Cottage

October
Galloway 
MTB and 
camping

June
First DMC 
Challenge - 

Windsurfing & 
Extreme 

Ironing at Loch 
Etchachan

2012

January
Glen Nevis
Steall Hut

March
Glen Etive

February
Slochd Mhor 

Lodge

June
Mid-

summer 
camping

I had been travelling around central America for a month where I had 
been doing a bit of hiking. I wanted to do more when I got home but 
didn’t know anyone in Dundee who would enjoy it too, so decided to have 
a look on Google to see if there were any mountaineering clubs near by. 
I had also been rock climbing for about a year so was looking to get to 
know some more people who were interested in that. When I searched 
for ‘mountaineering clubs in Dundee’ DMC popped up. I had a look at their 
website and after reading  about what they did I thought this seemed 
right for me. 

I received a reply e-mail back pretty much straight 
away from Allan and met the group that Thursday 
night in the Globe bar. Everyone seemed really nice 
and laid back and I knew I was in good company. I 
went on my first walk that Saturday with Jon to Ben 
Dorain, which was an enjoyable walk in good autumn 
conditions.

My best memory has to be the extreme ironing 
windsurfing trip on Loch Etchachan. I remember 
everyone having such a good laugh especially with 
Pete Scott’s antics and how the weather was 
initially overcast with views non existent until we 
reached the loch where we were greeted with 
blue skies and sunshine.

March
DMC host 
Mountain 
Mind Quiz

9

November
First

Newsletter 
launched

Andrina
The very first 
new member
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November
Achnasheen

September
Barisdale 
Knoydart

July
Rannoch 

Loch Ossian 
hostel

June
Alps -

Saas Fee
Zermatt

April
Torridon June

Altandhu
Solstice 

camping 
trip

Homanay
Glen Etive 

The Smiddy

My favourite memory from an early meet is when 
the club stayed at the Aultguish bunkhouse in 2012. In 
March that year Scotland had enjoyed some incredibly 
warm temperatures so by May all thoughts of winter 
were well and truly banished. The trip was in late May 
so we all packed and dressed accordingly. And planned 
accordingly too - a scramble along Scotland’s most 
dramatic mountain ridge on An Teallach. Half way up the 
mountain it became very clear why we should all remem-
ber we live in Scotland as a thick carpet of snow lay on 
the ground. Undeterred we continued upwards but the 
snow just got deeper. Of course we were completely un-
prepared, ice axes and crampons hibernating back home. 
Scrambling up to the first Munro for an experienced 
mountaineer was not impossible but presented some in-
teresting challenges. However what concerned me more 
was leading new members up there. What would they 
think of us, dangerous, fool-hardy, idiots? Fortunately 
the thigh-deep wading and slippery scrambling was soon 
overcome and we all stood on the summit in star forma-
tion posing for the club’s newsletter-to-be.

July
Loch Tay 
camping 

trip

August
Isle of Skye 
Glen Brittle 
Memorial 

Hut October
Kintail

December
Christmas 

meet

2013

January
Roybridge

January
First 

Strathpuffer 
MTB 24hr 

event

May
Aultguish 

Inn 
Bunkhouse

I also remember lugging a heavy SLR 
camera all the way up there only to 
find I’d forgotten the memory card 
so had to beg and borrow one from 
new member Berenice, how embar-
rassing. For this article I was asked to 
say what I think the main benefit of 
being a member of DMC is. I would 
have to say that on that day I met my 
future wife; luckily she puts up with 
a dangerous, fool-hardy idiot and still 
lends me things I’ve forgotten.

Andrew

July
Strathpuffer

Lite 
12hr MTB 

event

10
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September
Ben Nevis

CIC Hut

March
Cairngorms 
Mill Cottage

May
Laggan 

Raeburn 
Hut

April
MTB 

Weekend
Marthrown 

of Mabie

October
Lake District

August
Glas Allt 

Shiel Bothy
Loch Muick

October
DMC hold the 
first Dundee 

Mountain 
Ceilidh raising 
£1661.44  for 

charity

June
10 Under 
the Ben

10hr MTB 
event

August
Lochaber 

Great Glen 
MTB/

Walking

September
MTB

Highland 
Wildcat &
Red Rock 

Trails

October
Greece 

Kalymnos 
climbing

November
Kintail

December
 DMC growing 

so first time 
whole Braemar 

Youth Hostel 
booked for 
Christmas

July
Torridon 
Ling Hut

May
Allan’s 

Last Munro
Ben Wyvis

April
Sutherland 

Elphin

February
Glencoe 

Blackrock 
Cottage

11

My first involvement with the club came about by 
accident when I turned up at the pub and became one of 
the original seven who formed the club.  I remember that 
night, sipping my pint, when it was suggested that there 
should be a committee of seven and, after agreeing that 
that sounded like a reasonable size, I counted the bodies 
present and quickly realised I’d end up being on it.  What 
a fluke that there were seven people that night! 

Resigned to my fate, my first task was to come up with a 
logo for the club. After Allan jokingly suggested just do 
something with mountains I became determined to 
avoid this.  I spent time developing ideas until I eventually came up with 
the boot-print design, which was readily accepted, and the rest is history.

Bill
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f

October
Inveraray

October
Glasgow Half 

Marathon

October
Glencoe 

Marathon

July
Buachaille 
Etive Mor

November
Laggan

MTB

November
First DMC 

Trans-Sidlaws 
Challenge

August
Bike-packing 

June
Killin
Mid-

summer 
camping

March
Isle of Skye 
Glen Brittle 
Memorial 

Hut

May
Women 

with 
Altitude - 

Republic of 
Ireland

April
Laggan 

April
Assynt

2014

January
Dalbeattie January

Strathpuffer 
MTB 24hr 

event

July
Glen Clova

September
Glen Affric

January
Kinloch 

Rannoch 
Outdoor 
Centre

February
Carrbridge 
bunkhouse May

Achnasheen 
Inver Croft

August
Ballachulish

April
Off-piste 

skiing
Chamonix

12
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f

July
Mid-Summer 

Camping
Glen Nevis

January
New 

Zealand

May
Inaccessible 

Pinnacle

February
Roybridge

May
Dundonnell 
Sail Mhor 

Croft

July
Ballachulish 

Glencoe 
Onich

April
First DMC 
Cairngorm 
Challenge

April
Isle of Skye

Coruisk

Hogmanay
Glen Etive

November
First 

WinterActive 
winter skills

event

2015

March
Crianlarich

November
Lake District

December
Christmas 
Braemar

January
Carrbridge

February
France
Ski trip

June
North 
Wales 

Snowdonia

August
Glen Etive

June
Archie’s 

Mountain 
Challenge

13
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I now believe that I have the word ‘sucker’ written across my fore-
head. Way back in February when Niall, (self-proclaimed Fifeing 
Eejit), talked about putting a team together for Relentless 24, he 
suggested that I’d be the best person to head it up as I don’t come 
across as a complete nutter and therefore despite the crazy nature of 
the event potential team members wouldn’t be put off. Relentless 24 
lives up to its name: a 24 hour relay round a specially designed route, 
graded red, at the Nevis Range on Hallowe’en.

He was right - getting a team together wasn’t difficult and luckily we 
weren’t all total novices and some of us had bikes that worked. There 
was Paul, veteran of Strathpuffer; Kevin, who eventually got a bike; 
Simon, whose bike was in bits; Sarah, cool as a cucumber; Allan - El 
Presidente; Andrew, with a bike as old as he is; and Roy, our one and 
only MTB expert. 

Perhaps Niall was feeling a bit responsible for us signing our lives 
away and offered to lead our training rides in Tentsmuir, Glentress 
and up to Loch Ordie. Night practice was essential to check out 
our bike lights and a few of us made hasty purchases to add to our 
lumens. We also picked up a few tips on race event nutrition – jelly 
babies, and how to keep your hands warm – bubble-wrap.

The heavens opened on 30 October and we woke up to a bunkhouse 
surrounded by a moat on Saturday morning. It filled me with dread. 
But once we got up to Nevis Range the rain eased off and we set up 
our pit-stop and faffed about with the bikes trying not to look like 
complete idiots. Bill was the official Directeur Sportif, or PB for short, 
and was in charge of Niall’s protein/carbs drinks regime (Niall was 
doing the whole thing solo) and an impressive array of bike tools. 

Clanging cowbells accompanied the start of the race and we cheered 
on Paul who was heading into the unknown. Then it was back to the 
pit-stop to get Kevin ready for the handover. Paul made a good first 
lap in 51 minutes and, not wanting to scare the rest of us, kept his 
account of the course quite brief. I was on third and set off in trepi-
dation.

Totally demoralised, I had to get off and push up the hill after only a 
few minutes, but feeling determined not to embarrass myself I got 
back on the horse bike, and when I made it to the top of the hill I 
thought my lungs were going to burst! Downhill offered little respite, 
as I had to negotiate massive boulders, huge jumps, awkward tree-
roots and slimy mud. The odd stretch of firebreak track was welcome 
but short-lived. The route took us back to base then another loop of 
complex twists, turns and sharp climbs before a seemingly never-end-
ing climb back up the hill. The zig zag down was terrifying then it was 
a short loop around the car park before eventually getting back to 
base. Amazingly I’d managed to stay on the whole way! Wow. That 
felt good!

The rest of the team did really well and we had several laps in 
well under an hour. Soon it was dark and the headlamps came 
out, bright enough to rival the stars and scare off the bogles. We 
set up the firepit, candles and pumpkin lanterns and prepared 
endless cups of tea as each rider came in. We never quite man-
aged the slick turnaround of the other relay teams, but we did 
have Sarah’s scrummy Flapjacks and Simon’s delicious cake to 
keep us going.

Things got a bit quiet after midnight and we each apprehensively 
awaited our night ride. When my turn came maybe I thought I 
was being chased by a ghaistie but at night I was definitely faster 
and much more focused with fewer breaks to push up hills and I 
stayed on again! I couldn’t sleep after that as the adrenalin was 
still zooming around in my bloodstream as I re-lived the route. 

The pink glow of morning was a welcome sight to all of us, espe-
cially Niall who had been cycling pretty much non-stop all night 
and who was still to do a total of 14 laps. More cowbells, coffee 
and chocolate to wake up with before the last circuit. It was 
count down to the end. Roy was our last man standing and he 
returned in our team’s record time of 49 minutes! By that time 
we’d worked out that we would get a place on the podium. You 
could say by default, as there were just three teams of eight, but 
I say it was well-deserved Team DMC. We were thrilled to bits 
and I even heard talk along the lines of Next Year….

   RELENTLESS 24RELENTLESS 24RELENTLESS 24
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Two thirds of the way up the 900m mountain we dropped 
our heavy packs and rested in the burning afternoon sun. 
A kettle of vultures circled overhead having spotted our 
weary bodies, no doubt looking forward to an easy meal. 
They obviously knew to feast on us early because a few 
days later our bodies would be stripped of extraneous fat 
with only a meagre diet of porridge and couscous keeping 
us alive. A minute later we saw our salvation as a scared 
mountain goat ran past bleating for the tribe that had 
abandoned it.

The short, 4 hour, morning walk had so far taken us 8 
hours and we weren’t even at the top of the mountain 
we had to pass. Whether we would find a suitable site to 
pitch our tent before nightfall was only one of our wor-
ries. A critical shortage of water and the fear of getting 
only half-way across the island by the time our return 
flight departed also played on our minds.

Our plan to traverse the mountains of Mallorca from west 
to east in one week had been based solely on a paragraph 
from a blog we’d read the week before. It had sounded 
so easy! Maybe we should have done more thorough 
research instead of assuming that we could walk over 
mountains with full packs at the same speed as someone 
who must surely be an ultra-speedy iron-man winner.

The previous day we had left Dundee at 4am, and started 
walking up the first hill at 4pm. It had been a race to get 
over it and down to the next valley before the sun set.  
Trying to find a place to camp in unfamiliar territory

would require some light! Luckily we made it and slept 
like babies until dawn. We’d wasted a few hours in Palma 
trying to find meths for our Trangia stove but can now 
reveal the secret words you need to know: “alcohol de 
limpieza combustible de fondues”. Literally “window 
cleaner” not meths; it caught fire and boiled water, 
although you’d have had sooty windows if you’d used it 
on them!

The second day brought everything into sharp focus. 
The cobalt sky, the completely flat distant horizon, the 
idyllic off-shore islands surrounded by little white yachts, 
the trees laden with citrus fruit, acorns and olives, the 
soaring eagles, and most dramatic of all, the seemingly 
impassable craggy mountains with sheer cliffs falling right 
down to the sea.

Mallorca
Greetings from

16



17

The name for the GR-221 is “Ruta de Pedra en Sec” mean-
ing the Dry Stone Route. If your feet are conditioned to 
Scotland’s bogs then they will thank you if you grow some 
calluses first. While the ground is hard under foot the 
terrain is generally easy; the only scrambling being up the 
back of the highest accessible peak on the island (Mas-
sanella, 1364m). Dry also as there’s no running water 
to be found outside the villages. Wild campers need to 
be sure to carry enough at all times as the fonts are not 
reliable. The dry stone landscape is inscribed as a world 
heritage site and it’s certainly very impressive; the sheer 
amount of hard manual labour involved in shifting heavy 
rocks around to make walls and agricultural terraces 
boggles the mind. And they are still constructing and re-
pairing; several times we walked up hills first thing in the 
morning with guys going to work. Other cultural items we 
found hidden in the mountains were the remains of ice 
houses, lime kilns and charcoal burning. The latter make 
good wild camp sites as they were very welcome flat, 
round areas amongst fields of sharp rock.

The GR-221 is only one possibility for hiking the moun-
tains of Mallorca. It makes a perfect week-long trip and 
gives a taste for the area but leaves many options for 
return visits. Several high peaks will tempt us back, and 
without trekking packs we would do more scrambling 
routes. It’s also a mecca for hill-loving road cyclists al-
though we never saw any mountain bikers. Last but not 
least, the weather, cuisine and cheap wine also make for 
a good holiday ;-) 

We didn’t know at the time but the actual route of the 
GR-221 is still being modified due to issues with land-
owners or simply to make improvements. It turned out 
that our hero hadn’t climbed the mountain we were 
struggling up but had walked the road around its base. 
Phew, maybe our rate of progress wasn’t so bad after all! 
And having started with no markings at all, the further 
east we got the more clearly marked the trail became. 
Tiny red dots painted on a rock started to appear (fine if 
you know where to look!) and after half way we had sign 
posts giving times measured to the minute (yes, one even 
said 59 minutes rather than 1 hour!). Having said that, 
there were several places where re-routing had caused 
a problem. In one case a huge stone wall and fence 
had been erected to keep walkers out (we found a way 
around it) and in other places route markings had been 
removed. After Valdemossa new signs directed us away 
from the old route but then they disappeared, leaving 
us completely confused. If only we had known we could 
have continued on the old route simply by confronting 
the grumpy gate-keeper, who would allow passage after 
confirming our genuine trekking credentials.

Andrew
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The allure of the Welsh mountains, rolling green 
valleys and nice wee pubs, what more could you ask 
for? It was a lengthy journey to get there, but after 
enduring the motorway traffic jams and then mean-
dering along picturesque country lanes we eventually 
reached our destination, Tan-y-Garth hut in Capel 
Curig.

Most of us decided on Tryfan’s rocky scramble for 
our Saturday excursion, setting off in the sunshine 
but having to wrap up well to protect ourselves from 
the cold wind. It was a good path, if a little busy, and 
an enjoyable easy scramble. Titch and Kevin decided 
on an alternative slightly harder route, with Scoo-
by and I following. There were times when Scooby 
wasn’t sure about it though, requiring an encourag-
ing shove here and there and even to be lifted up on 
occasion, but I’m sure he thought it was worth it for 
the sandwich at the summit. The wind was ferocious 
on top, but we still all took it in turns to clamber up 
onto Adam and Eve, with Miguel being the only one 
brave/crazy enough to jump from one to the other, 
luckily managing not to be blown off the mountain-
side mid-jump.

After the obligatory summit poses we set off in the 
direction of Glyder Fach to extend our walk. The 
group split at the bealach, with some heading back 
down, others doing another scramble and Sandra 
and I taking the normal path. Hoods up and heads 
down, it was a slog to tramp through the strong 
headwind, then as we arrived on the summit pla-
teau I was surprised to hear a familiar voice calling 
“Scooby?” It was my uncle, aunt and cousins, who 
unbeknownst to me had approached from the other 
side and by amazing co-incidence had got to the top 
at just the same time as us! They were as surprised 
as I was, and it was nice to catch up as we continued 
on to the stegosaurus-style rock formations and the 
famous cantilever stone.

It was a steep and tricky descent to begin with, 
evening out a little to a plateau where we came 
across a herd of goats playing around on the rocky 
cliff top. They seemed to be very interested in us, 
stopping to watch us with inquisitive expressions.
 
Back at the base and a trip to the pub, since it 
was only a short walk away, before heading 
back to make a huge quantity of spag bol. 
Needless to say it all disappeared soon 
enough and we rounded off the evening 
telling tales of the day’s adventures. 
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Cymru
Cycling up the valley the wind blew hard across our 
shoulders, onwards and upwards we rode towards 
Tryfan and the clouds beyond.  We turned the pedals 
up the track and through the gates, crossing the road 
before climbing uphill past a shed without a roof on 
slate shale and damp turf.  Traversing the hill, we 
greeted a walker before descending rough ground 
and crossing the ‘nant’ (burn) to meet the swampy 
reed-lined path up to the water course which 
traversed the landscape before us.

We followed the flow to reach the lake and paused 
for the view before traversing the coll on mixed 
ground, where Alex felt obliged to embrace the mud 
with his ass!  The trail soon firmed up as we began 
to descend to the water-side, passing a group of 60+ 
codgers trying to dodge puddles while we positively 
targeted them!

The trail turned to rock, rough, loose and broken.  
While the full suspension boys nailed the route at 
close to Mach 2, I followed as fast as I could with 
arms and wrists throbbing.  Reunited as the trail 
smoothed, we rounded the end of the dam and sat 
in the lea of the abutments and rested while we 
guzzled a sandwich.  

Suitably tooled up, we headed down the pipeline and 
then up the road, with ‘grandad gear’ spinning as we 
rolled up the black top past the D of E trainees laden 
with too much kit.  Wheelies and superman imita-
tions aside, we soon aimed downhill over cattle grids 
and sheep poo, looping through woodland glades 
before entering the village.  Climbing past an old wa-
termill, tractor and a knackered bridge we arrived at 
the head of a reservoir which, despite the headwind, 
we quickly circumnavigated before hitting another al-
most impossibly steep uphill track through a field of 
horses.  The horses didn’t help, but provided a mild 
distraction to the pushing and aching legs.  

As we climbed higher the gradient eased, until after 
a narrow coll where we began a gloriously speedy 
descent, the bedrock adding interest and focus, 
before arriving back to Capel.  Reaching the junction, 
we paused at the shop before cruising back to base 
for a refuel and heading out again, but that’s another 
story...  
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The Club has recently expanded its range of clothing to include men’s and 
women’s breathable t-shirts, childrens t-shirts, hoodies and much more.   

To see the full range go to the Club Clothing page on the website and click 
the link or go to this address: http://dundeemountainclub.spreadshirt.
co.uk

The Club’s official colour for garments is Royal Blue. However, for those who
prefer something different, there is the option to select an alternative     
colour.

Below is a selection of the range available.

Club Clothing

Members’ Discounts
Members have access to a whole range of discounts with retailers and 
mountaineering organisations. From clothing and sports equipment to 
insurance and books.

Full access to discounts is obtained when individuals have subscribed. If you 
have any questions please ask a member of the committee.
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After the sell-out success of the ceilidh in 2013, it 
was a unanimous decision to repeat the event, with 
the aim to be even bigger and better than before. 
It was going to be hard to beat the last one, but 
the committee rose to the challenge and did an im-
pressive job of arranging the event of the year. This 
time all money raised was donated to Scotland’s 
Charity Air Ambulance, and they were delighted to 
receive a fantastic sum of £1234.56, (including a 
donation by Niall to round up the total to a treasur-
er-pleasing figure!)

After months of planning and eager anticipation, 
with a few last minute panics about ticket sales, 
sound systems and raffle prizes, the day finally ar-
rived. The creaking of the boat as it gently bobbed 
in the harbour was soon drowned out with the 
sound of blazing fiddles and stamping feet as we 
whirled and burled our way around the dance floor. 
The band chose a good mix of old favourites along 
with some more unusual reels, pushing us to dance 
ever faster until everything became a blur of dizzi-
ness. The boat was rocking and the drink flowing 
and everyone was on their feet joining in the fun.

Dundee
Mountain
Ceilidh

Dundee
Mountain
Ceilidh

The best thing about a ceilidh is how inclusive it is, 
the dances can be enjoyed by everyone, young and 
old, and nobody minds if you get the steps wrong, 
there’s always someone to point you in the right 
direction. 

A quick break for stovies was a much needed chance 
to sit down and re-charge, then raffle prizes galore 
were dished out, having been kindly donated by local 
businesses as well as larger outdoor companies.

Back to the dancing, and in the words of Robert 
Burns “hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys and reels put life 
and mettle in their heels”. Saving the best for last, 
we finished the night with the old favourite Orcadian 
style strip-the-willow, then of course the traditional 
Auld Lang Syne. Laughter, smiles, cheers and whirling 
kilts confirmed that a fantastic night was had by all.

 It’s hard to tell if it was the wine, the dancing or the 
rocking of the boat that had the most effect, but it 
was a strange feeling to be back on firm ground again 
at the end of the night. It was over all too soon but 
I’m already looking forward to the next one…
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We woke up to blue skies and a stunning ground mist, the day was 
looking to become a cracker. Breakfast and a quick warm up or 
two was followed by club members congregating at the start line, 
each with our own goals. Niall was being pressed for his target but 
wasn’t for giving it away, it would only spur Paul on! Mhairi’s aim 
was not to finish last, Paul’s aim was to catch Niall, Niall’s aim was 
not to be caught by Paul, Justyna and Kevin were doing it for fun, 
and Colin was looking for an excuse to eat more chocolate. 
 
First off the blocks for team DMC was Niall in the third wave. With 
forty riders already on the road, he wasn’t for hanging about and 
comfortably dropped everyone in his group by the second bridge. 
Closing fast on the second wave riders, he overtook ten before the 
Gella bridge turn, with only three passing him.

Next to go were Justyna and Colin, both making good times round 
the cycle leg to get a good position for the start of the run. Mhairi 
headed off in the sixth wave, Paul and Kevin in the last lot. After 
losing his chain on the first corner, Kevin soon zoomed past Paul, 
who was working hard on his mountain bike but complaining that 
the smaller wheel diameter meant he couldn’t compete with the 
racers. The race was on!

Arriving in transition near the front of the pack, Niall was the first 
of our group to start running, the intensity of the cycle causing 
ankles to ache. Our jelly legs carried us onwards somehow, a few 
people becoming confused as the course flags had been moved, 
causing a lot of competitors to head up Jock’s Road instead of 
towards Corrie Fee. We were all reduced to a walk/run pattern 
followed by a plain walk up past Titch’s post on a steep section 
half-way up the Corrie. There was plenty of encouragement from 
the mountain rescue crew, who were mainly enjoying the Septem-
ber sunshine, while the rest of us sweated profusely on our slog 
up the hillside.

Slowly the Corrie gave way to open hillside, still steep but not too 
boggy, on to the busy summit cairn of Mayar. No time to enjoy the 
stunning views, it was straight off towards Driesh, much less steep 
and so easier to run again. The climb of Dreish wasn’t too difficult, 
especially with the descending runners giving plenty of “nearly 
there” encouragement.
 
Round the final summit cairn, and about half way to the col Niall 
saw Colin and Paul on the ascent, it was what he had been dread-
ing, surely they would be close behind if not catch up. It wasn’t to 
be though, we all passed each other around that section, reassur-
ing to see team mates shouting words of encouragement to each 
other.

Apparently Mountain Goats and their fell running kin are in a per-
petual state of free fall. While Niall and Mhairi haven’t practiced 
this abuse of Newton’s third law and resorted to walking/trotting, 
Paul, Colin and Justyna carried on running. Once in the trees with 
exposure gone and the path rooty we were able to get speed up 
again.
 
Running into transition, Alison popped out to give some encour-
agement, onto the bike and wow it hurt. Legs wasted from the 
already tough effort, all that could be mustered was a light pootle 
back to the hotel.

Niall was first back and had time to get his bike back in the car and 
switch his shoes, returning to the finish as Paul and Colin arrived.

Times were coaxed out of each other as we waited for Justyna, 
Kevin and Mhairi to arrive.

All of us were happy with our achievements and after food, drink 
and a lie down we spent the evening in the bar recovering. The 
morning midge attack combined with tired legs meant Kevin’s plan 
to go for another cycle was ditched in favour of packing up and 
heading home.
  
Niall was already thinking “I’ll need to practice this for next year” 
on the Kilbo descent, the rest of us haven’t agreed to anything 
as yet, but hopefully DMC will be well represented again. A huge 
thank you to Tayside Mountain Rescue for organising the event, it 
was great fun for all involved. Roll on next year!

Glen 
Clova 

Arriving on Friday evening, we had a carb-loading dinner at the 
Clova Hotel. The topics of conversation included what was the 
ideal breakfast (a 250g bar of chocolate according to Colin), what 
would be the best ever first date (taking a girl with Tourette’s to 
a posh restaurant apparently…), and the essential, but not really 
dinner appropriate, discussion about the importance of empty-
ing bowels before the race. 

Before the conversation descended into irretrievable territory we 
put up our tents and went for an early-ish night in preparation 
for the big event. 

Final times

Niall 3:31
Paul 3:37

Colin 3:38
Kevin 3:54

Justyna 3:57
Mhairi 4:34
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What is a bothy some may ask? Well a bothy was originally farm accommodation; now a bothy is an open shelter usually in a remote 
location where travellers might have need of four walls and a roof. Most bothies are old cottages and are at least a couple of hours 
walk from a public road.  They are free with no booking system or utility services.

What makes as they say in Dundee ‘a guid ane’ (a good one).  Ideally it is better to be remote and require a bit of effort to get to, this 
way you hope to avoid ‘non-hill types’ that may just be there to smoke hastily rolled cigarettes and consume lots of booze.  When 
bothying, especially in the colder months it is also preferable to have a bothy with the following:

A Fire place
A wooden floor (and preferably timber lined)
A sleeping platform or similar
A good sustainable source of fuel
A safe water supply nearby
Outside Loo
A great location for doing your chosen activity in the outdoors

Some have all of the above comforts and other less so, part of the fun is walking, cycling, paddling or even skiing to your chosen des 
res and being prepared to make the most of the accommodation while not struggling with your luggage.  A lightweight tent can be a 
good insurance policy too.

Bothy Culture

Strawberry Cottage
Looked after by An Teallach Mountaineering Club, this fine restored cottage lies in the 
heart of Glen Affric, with ready access to the highest peaks north of the Great Glen 
and several other Munros and Corbetts. The main attraction is its remoteness, with 
the easiest route in being a five mile land rover track behind a locked gate at the end 
of a long single track road from the east via Cannich.

Only two vehicles can use the track - one trip in and one out, but it’s a reasonably 
comfortable mountain bike route, the bike being handy to get to the western reaches 
beyond Glen Affric Youth Hostel. The hut is finally reached on foot via a bridge, only 
400 yards from the parking zone unless there has been prolonged wet weather.

There is room to sleep 12 on mattresses, with a small room downstairs for 3 and the 
rest upstairs in the loft. There is a well-stocked sheltered wood store to the rear to 
supply the wood burner and a solar panel provides lighting. Water can be pumped up 
from the River Affric by generator. The main room hosts the very adequate gas run 
kitchen facilities and has gas lights for those cloudy days of low solar gain. There is a 
flushable toilet and sink in the extension outside, but sadly no shower.

Staoineag Bothy
One of my favourite places is Staoineag bothy, where I have spent a good few festive 
evenings over the years.  This remote cottage can be reached by getting off the train 
at Corrour Station and walking around by the bottom end of Loch Treig.  A fantastic 
position from where you can do the Munro Stob Coire Easain or the Corbett Leum 
Uilleim. 
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Jim

GregLocation
Cosiness

Toilet
Kitchen

***************

Location
Cosiness

Toilet
Kitchen

**********
N/A
N/A

Do you have a favourite bothy, hut, hostel or camping location? We’d like to know. 
You can send your words, images and scores out of 5 to: newsletter@dundeemountain.club

Jim



Coming Up...
New trips are being added all the time

 
www.dundeemountain.club/meets 

Also look out for up-to-the-minute plans on the club’s forum

To view back editions go to:
www.dundeemountain.club/newsletter

Christmas Meet
Braemar Youth Hostel
11/12/13 December

Àite Cruinnichidh
Nevis range
19/20/21 February 2016

Nethybridge
15/16/17 January 2016

Hogmanay Meet
Steall Hut, Glen Nevis
31 Dec, 1/2/3 Jan

Kintail Outdoor Centre 
Kintail & Morvich
18/19/20 March 2016

Burn’s Supper
25 January 2016
(TBC)

Strathpuffer
24 Hour MTB Endurance
23/24 January 2016

Torrin
Isle of Skye
8/9/10 April 2016

Celebrating


