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I believe that there is in every true mountain lover, whether or
I not they admit it, an impelling urge to explore and penetrate fresh
frontiers of experience in their own personal contact with mountain
ridge and remote moorland. This desire is satisfied within the
individual by an exploration of any frontier that is to that individual
virgin ground and experience. It might well be to someone a first
ascent of the Milestone. It was in this vein, some years ago, that I
determined, knowing I would have a few free days during early
August, to lay plans for a little private expedition. The most feasible,
and indeed the most ambitious undertaking in the time available
appeared to be an attempt to camp solo over the fourteen 3,000-foot
| peaks in North Wales.
Several weeks beforehand I started planning, and drew great
I fun and satisfaction from this. It was my own Everest expedition
planning period, and I believe I enjoyed this far more than the
Everest team themselves. I must admit that I consulted their food
and ration scale appendix in their book, and borrowed some of the
I ideas !
This orgy of preparation, packing, working out plans of action
on the map, weighing the rucksack, and repacking, was a period of
pleasant anticipation. This brought me one Sunday about mid-day
I to Glan Dena, and leaving the car well out of the way, I set off up
| towards Craig Llugwy carrying a rucksack weighing fifty-seven
pounds and containing a variety of rather peculiar dehydrated foods,
fruit bars, oatmeal biscuits, and other (I hoped) high food value for
weight items, mostly inedible. I also had my small one-man tent,
! photographic equipment, and a fairly comprehensive set of essentials
for several days' stay out on the hills.
It was a hot afternoon and there were moments when I regretted
the whole undertaking, but after a couple of hours' toil I had my tent
pitched on a snug little grass terrace well up towards the ridge
between Carnedd Dafydd and Carnedd Llewelyn. There was not
much water to be found, and though I had plenty of time the height
of this camp was limited by this shortage. I was now committed to
the task, and resting outside the tent indulging in the first of the
not inedible foods and a mug of cool water with some of the lemonade
crystals added, there were no longer any regrets. How could there
possibly be ?
I intended to go on to the two peaks in this group to the west
of my camp on this first day, so half an hour later I set off up on to the
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ridge and along to Carnedd Dafydd. It was a very pleasant thought
to be on the tops and, having established the tent, to know that I need
not go down when darkness came. I pressed on along the ridge,
dropping to the col and then round and up on to Pen yr Oleu Wen.
It was now early evening and I had the mountains to myself. I sat for
some while enjoying the evening light over the valley to Bangor and
out to Anglesea, then leisurely retraced my way along the ridge, round
below the summit of Carnedd Dafydd and back to the tent. It was
nearly dark when I arrived, but I was fortunate in having a moon,
and my evening food and the usual sorting for the morning were
performed in fine moonlight. From here I could see the valley down
to Capel Curig, Tryfan and the Glyders all very clearly. I finally
went into the tent at about midnight in perfect solitude, perfect
conditions, and well contented.
In this situation the sun caught the tent early the next morning,
and I was out to see it shining over a flimsy sea of mist filling the
valley down to Capel and beyond. I had breakfast and packed the
little sack I had for stowing odd things to take with me when I was
not carrying the complete outfit, and left camp about half-past eight.
The mist that had earlier been only in the valleys had now risen, and
visibility was nil. I had hoped that once on the ridge I would again
be above it, but this was not to be, so at the point where I gained the
ridge between Carnedd Dafydd and Carnedd Llewelyn I made a
little private cairn to mark my point of descent back to the tent later
in the day.
The ground in this area is rather featureless and I thought that it
might cause me some trouble, as indeed it did later, though not due to
mist. I was soon on top of Carnedd Llewelyn, and at this hour of the
morning I had the mountains completely to myself. Whilst folks down
in the hut were possibly discussing their plans for the day over
porridge and bacon, up here in the thick mist I was inspired with a
real feeling of isolation. I groped my way with map and compass
on to Yr Elen and back to the broad featureless plateau leading
along to the equally featureless masses of Foel Grach and Foel Fras.
This is an excellent area for failing to navigate correctly in mist, and
couldn't have been chosen or timed better. I compassed my way
along with almost fanatical caution, trying to detect if I were losing
height to the east or the west, and secretly enjoying every minute of
the additional challenge. I reached the top of Foel Grach without
trouble. This performance was repeated to Foel Fras with the aid of a
gradual lifting of the mist, and then all the way back to Carnedd
Llewelyn. I stopped here for some time as the mist promised a
clearance at any moment. It did in fact clear several times and I was
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rewarded with some of those spectacular glimpses of the country
below through the breaks.
It was my intention that evening, having completed all the peaks
in this group, to move my camp across the Ogwen valley and to put
it somewhere up on the Glyders. I realised that this would be quite a
lengthy undertaking, so I made my way slowly down. Having
dropped about four hundred feet from my little cairn I was sure that
I should have reached the tent by now but it was nowhere in sight.
The ground here consists of a wide area of grassy ledges each backed
by a rocky outcrop and it was snugly on one of these that I had my
site. It would be difficult to see the tent either from above or below.
I set about searching systematically, and I was twenty minutes or so,
and more than a little worried, before I located it. I must have
passed within a few yards of it once or twice during the search !
About an hour later, having delved again into the uneatables
with great relish and packed the gear, I set off down to Ogwen. I
must admit that I was a little apprehensive of the carry up on to the
Glyders, and deposited a few articles that I thought I could safely
dispense with at the hut. I then made my way, with a slightly reduced
load, down the path behind the lake to Ogwen Cottage and up into
Cwm Idwal. I had no difficulty in finding a very pleasing site in the
moraines above Llyn Idwal, and settled down here to enjoy the quiet
of the evening, and turned in early.
The mass of Tryfan to the east hid the early morning sun until
late, but I was up and breakfasted early. My menu for breakfasts
waS a gruel made of oatmeal with raisins, sultanas and milk powder,
and sprinkled with brown sugar, followed by oat cakes with butter
and marmalade and very satisfactory fare it was. The day was
perfect, and carrying a few light rations only, I was soon making my
way round the lower end of the Gribin into Cwm Bochlwyd and up
the west ridge on to Tryfan. I reached the summit by nine o'clock,
and spent a long while there in the morning sun. From here, probably
more than an hour later, I scrambled down to Bwlch Tryfan and
went up the Bristly Ridge and on to the Glyders. It was a really
beautiful day but as I rested first on Glyder Fach and then on Glyder
Fawr the clarity of the atmosphere made me suspect the prospects for
the afternoon and thoughts of lifting camp from Cwm Idwal to the
top of the Devil's Kitchen in pouring rain spurred me on to set about
the task. Sure enough by the time I reached the tent during early
afternoon the sky had clouded and the Cwm was hot and airless in a
brooding atmosphere of threatening bad weather. I fed and packed
the tent and gear quickly and set off with the heavy rucksack up the
path to the Kitchen. It was exhausting work and slow, and the rain
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had started before I gained the top. I was fortunate however, in
getting the tent pitched amongst the shelter of the rocks by Llyn y Cwn
and settled in before it really started in earnest. I had to make one trip
over to the stream for water but apart from this I did not venture out
again.
I cooked my evening rations early and took the opportunity to
write up my diary, and it was not late before I turned in to the music
of the rain on the tent, seeming all the cosier for the foul conditions
outside.
It had stopped raining when I awoke next morning, but my
first look outside was into a blanket of thick wet mist. I had a quick
breakfast and then scrambled on to the rocks behind the tent to see
if I could get a sight of any useful landmark. I was a little doubtful
of the course to adopt if conditions did not improve, as I would have
to be away within the hour if I was to complete the day's programme
and move camp to the next site in the evening. It was not long,
however, before fragments of the ridge leading up to Y Garn began
fleetingly to appear, so when the opportunity occurred I took a
bearing on a prominent feature some way up, worked out the back
bearing to ensure my return to the tent if the cloud came down again,
and set off. The mists were soon gone and the morning became hot
and clear as I made my way up Y Garn, and along to Foel Goch.
The way round to Elidir Fawr seemed a great distance from there,
but the going was pleasant and the great cwm below on the left with
its sweeping grassy slopes, and the Nant Francon, placid and quiet,
and even further below on the right filled my interest, and soon I was
on top of the crags above Marchlyn Mawr and up to the summit.
It was a lovely day after all, and having time to spare I settled here
to luxuriate. I slept, ate some of the oddments of chocolate and
fruit that I had with me, and watched with detached satisfaction
the toilsome progress of the trains on Snowdon. Over an hour soon
passed ; without much regard for time or the task of camp transportation I retraced my steps back over Foel Goch and Y Garn. There
was no need to refer to my carefully calculated back bearing to find
the tent !
I thought that for the night I would find somewhere to pitch the
tent down by Llyn Cwm y Ffynnon, as this would be a less populated
site than up at Llyn Llydaw, and would place me well for tackling the
last three peaks, Crib Goch, Crib y Ddysgl, and Snowdon, and I
calculated that it would be fairly easy to get round Esgair Felen and
then contour south of Glyder Fawr and drop down to the lake. Before
tackling this and the task of packing camp I indulged in a swim in
Llyn y Cwn and another sleep in the sun. It was quite late afternoon
when I eventually set off, and half an hour later found me in difficulties
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amongst the cliffs of Esgair Felen. It did not appear possible to
traverse these at this height without negotiating some hazadous
looking pitches. This did not attract me very much, being alone and
with a fifty pound load. I went back after wasting a lot of time, and
tried again higher, and with some rather perilous scrambling I got
over and contoured round below Glyder Fawr and down to the lake.
It was late before I found a site, but it was a beautiful spot, and I was
blessed with a wonderful moon again. I had had a good day, a little
adventure, the project was turning out well, so I contentedly indulged
in a moonlight cookup of most of the remaining rations. It was very
late when I retired to the tent for the night.
Next morning was again fine, and there was only just a trace
of cloud coming up from Llanberis and drifting lazily over the pass.
The day promised well. With the usual chores completed I packed
and was again away early. At Pen y Pass I stowed my rucksack in an
outhouse to be collected later in the day, as I did not really see the
point in not availing myself, on my return to civilisation, of the safe
keeping of my things that it offered.
The ascent of Crib Goch was hot but enjoyable work, with the
thought of a successful completion of my little expedition now in
sight. I scrambled leisurely and uneventfully along the ridge and on
to Crib y Ddysgl, and up the final path to the top of Snowdon. This
was my summit attained from Camp Three. It was with a little more
than the usual satisfaction that I sat on the cairn and gazed down at
Llydaw and Glaslyn and across at Crib Goch beyond, musing over
the events of my past three days and considering already the possibilities of repeating the project under winter conditions. It would be
something well worth while to have a try at.
I descended by the Miners' Track past Glaslyn and Llydaw back
to Pen y Pass, and after collecting my rucksack indulged in the
luxury of tea at the Hotel to pass away the long wait for the 'bus to
take me back to my base Glan Dena.

