Caer Caradoc or

9½ men (sorry Sue)

Well, it started with Pete & Martin agreeing to go for a walk, possibly locally, Malvern Hills or a roundabout of Bromsgrove. But the brain waves and I thought of the little hills opposite the Long Mynd. A map revealed these to be Caer Caradoc and the Lawley amongst others. It was also unclear from my ancient maps how much these could actually be walked as there a few rights of way marked. 

I suggested to a few other folk that I was looking at this area for a wee walk, starting 10.30 or so and finish by 3.00 pm a pint and home for supper. ( I am using the posh word here).

Suggestion came in from Sue to start at Little Stretton, dropping a car up north, and incorporating Ragleth Hill, Hazler Hill and a slight diversion onto the Gaerstone and Willstone Hill. 

Fortunately I felt that messing about with cars would take too long. But including the Gaerstone would not be too much extra. I had now determined that a lot of the land was Open Access.

Word had got about, and Rupert wanted in with Becks and dog, Al could not find a climbing partner so also asked. I rang Charley to thank him for the photo in the Gazette and mentioned Caer Caradoc and he then talked about the Stretton skyline! Wow this is getting too much. Martin and I only wanted a bit of a shake out, not a yomp across the whole of Shropshire.

Charley was also likely to arrested for the invasion of County Hall to hi light the closure of the West Malvern outdoor centre. Got a mention on the tele.

Then others started ringing, and Andy, Paul and Ian also joined in.

The arrangement to meet by the side of the road was very much a guess for parking, as no one had done this walk before. But good fortune played into our hands with a capacious layby. It was soon filled with four cars and lots of other walkers doing a similar route. Ten of us started.

Off up the Gaerstone, which proved to be  a remarkably popular rock climbing venue and I thought that at this rate it will be midnight before we get half way! At the summit the views were spectacular. People pointing every which way, “is that the Malverns?”, “ that has got to be Hay Bluff!”, “and those must be the Brecon Beacons” etc. We were able to see clearly for 50 miles and there were still other lumps way down on the horizon that were very difficult to determine.

Again I felt it was necessary to move on so I and Paul and Martin went down to the fence and thought the other would not be far behind. As we got to the bottom of the valley there was no sign of them. Of course they were all big enough and ugly enough to look after them selves, they are, after all, mountaineers. It was also relief to get away from Ian’s incessant yakking!

So we three carried on up the ridge of Caer Caradoc, sweating profusely. Although the day had started very cold at –3oC it had now turned into a beautiful blue sky day, sun shining and no winds. As we ascended, we suddenly say this look trek of WMC member making a direct ascent up the side of the hill. Again the rock feature proved irresistible and new ascents were being carried out at every move.

Some of us were grateful for lunch, and sitting peacefully in the sun. Sue also produced vast quantities of baby crunchies, purchased as pond for two bags.

Sadly it was at this point that Charley proved to be ½ a man and had to turn back. So onwards to the Lawley. Again dragging people down from the summit was time consuming, and we had a bit of tricky navigation around the roads and misleading signs across footpaths. 

So finally we hit the slopes of the Lawley, and quite steep they proved to be. Al strode off in the distance closely followed by Andy. Some of us were more restrained. But I felt I had made a good fist of it at least beating Ian & Sue, despite carrying a baby! (It stomach, all stomach and it needs to disappear!) 

There was a strange pole on the summit with Crow. The Wrekin now stood out boldly from the surrounding plains, could we see the Arans in Mid Wales? And some other lumps, could one of them be Rodney’s Pillar?

Again it was difficult to move on wards. There is quite a long trek northwards from the summit to get on to the traversing path home. And we still had a couple of hours walking. So we stamped down to the path and set off homeward bound. It was a nice flat path with only small amounts of mud. So I managed to fly along and keep up with Al. Left the others way behind. But it was very boring! So the next section along Caer Caradoc was changed to tackle the eastern side and the Wilderness. 

This proved to be difficult as the paths were not obvious, and there was more ascent than the legs would like. A number of fences and locked gates had to be negotiated, before we got to a sensible track. This lead through a beautiful area of country side, with an amazing house high up on the hillside just catching the last rays of the setting sun.

Finally there was the last little col to ascend to get back to the cars. This was Sue’s nemesis, and suddenly it was cramp attack. VERY nasty. Paul offered to massage her thigh; I think this helped Sue’s resolve to carry on bravely!

Finally reached the cars and the need to dash to a pub for some liquid refreshment. Martin had only packed a small flask of hot Ribena, which he also offered around, and must have been desperate for a drink.

We found a pub in Church Stretton, on the other side of the A49. The Wine Vaults (or some such). But it sold beer and was gratefully received. I also received a kind gift from Paul, basically demonstrating why I got the most despicably behaviour award by baring my butt in Majorca. It was a hat engraved with Bart Simpson doing a moony.

So the short walk turned into a 6 hour yomp. But it must be good training for something.

Pete

The fat bastard.
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