Twelve Men and a Dog

(Apologies to Cristina & Sue)


The 1st January saw in a fine day with a number of the Worcester Mountaineering club heading for a hungover walk in the Peak. Well it might have been thirteen souls but it was understood that one could not even get out of bed to be upright! Two other were definitely the worse for the drink.

The target was Chrome Hill and Parkhouse Hill spotted in the summer by the venerated Treasurer (also known as the fat bastard) on a trip to visit a horse show in Hollinsclough. The local farmer said it was not possible to climb these hills, and people had died trying them. What a challenge!

However a quick search of the internet revealed a super walk and route starting in Longnor and going over these hills and Tor Rock. 

But it needs a fine day to see these fantastic little peaks, dubbed the Bonsai Alps by Charles. An attempt in December was aborted as the weather was miserable.

The run up to the 1st January was not propitious. Heavy rain, low cloud and high winds were a regular feature of the conditions. It seemed that it would turn into a typical Brecon Beacons New Year walk that the WMC have “enjoyed” over the last many years.

But miraculously the weather for 1st January turned bright, clear, cloudless, sunny – all those descriptions that could not be applied to the previous days.

The party was to meet in Longnor for 9.00 for a 9.30 start. This meant quite an early start from Worcester, around 6.30 for many of us! I suspect that the alcohol content for some bodies was probably illegal.

The M5 and M6 were miraculously empty. It was remarkable how quickly one could travel in such clear roads. It was amazing to be able to do in excess of the speed limit on the inside lane of the M6 all the way to Stoke.

Six of  us arrived on time at Longnor. Many other groups were obviously also walking the round, but we had to wait for the others. At this point the Club Artifact was produced, as it was getting very cold. Two or three idiots were then dancing around the square wrapped in a large yellow bag (sometimes called a bothy bag, but at this time reminiscent of a parapente). See the photos on the WMC website.

Then the next load arrived, including Bruce. This had caused some concern as it was not clear who Bruce was and how he fitted into the household of three. Was some thing murky going on? All was revealed, Bruce is a dog, and a very shaggy one as well.

Time past and by 9.45 impatience set in and off we went, up through the village and onto the hillside, and by cripes it was muddy, slippy, soggy, glutinous, which should not be surprising given the rain from the previous days. And as we rounded a corner there were the little alps, very little really. But we splashed manfully on in the footsteps of many others who have enjoyed this walk. 

Parkhouse Hill came first and was a pleasant grassy knoll, with some steeper steps on the way down, that required a bit of care, especially on the slippery limestone bits. Some of us choose to bum slide down the steeper sections!
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Desperate deeds performed on Parkhouse Hill (behind).

Chrome Hill came next and a short stop for elevenses etc. Here the late arrivals caught up with us. The walk continued over Tor Rock, back towards Glutton Bridge (what do they do there?) and Earl Sterndale. Some members could not resist the call of the pint – despite the obvious dangers of drink still being experienced.

Other member decided to stagger on to Longnor to get a pint, but first we had to ascend and descend High Wheeldon. The steep descent played havoc with some knees. The route crossed the River Dove again and the boggiest bit of ground on the whole trip. Yuk. Shortly after this brilliant fine day disappointed us and we had a sharp shower to see us into Longnor. But the pub beckoned and we charged for the last half a mile. Besides we could get changed and in relative comfort of the toilet in the Pub (unlike the windy bridge used outside Brecon).

We all enjoyed the refreshments and Annie’s excellent flapjack.

It really was the best day of the year!

So far……..

Pete.     

