Who’d do the Welsh 3ers?
Claire, Al and Simon attempt to walk, crawl and drag themselves over Snowdonia’s 3000ft mountains in one delightful stroll.
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The face of determination
There’s something rather problematic about committing to a challenge when you’re drunk. Firstly, no one can remember whose ‘suggested’ the idea and secondly, you cannot remember what convinced you to think, ‘Great idea - count me in’. 31 miles with 4ooo metres of ascent didn’t seem quite so difficult when sucking on a beer and manhandling a burger [Cheers Pete – Great barbie by the way]. 
This is not the first time that this has happened but so far I have always managed to get away with it.  Standing in a wet car park surrounded by mist at 4am, I was starting to have my doubts. Had the demon drink claimed three new victims?
With a only one month until the big day and all of us too proud to back down, the game was on. A couple of jaunts up the Malvern Hills and a few jogs along a tow path and we were ready for action. Woefully under prepared, we set off to Wales driven by Gary who would be our support crew for the challenge. 
Getting up

Al: 
This was surprisingly easy and fortunately it had stopped raining which had dampened our spirits the night before. The hard task of the morning was to stuff food down my face, especially as I only had a tin custard and a tin of mandarin orange segments to wash it down with! [Chas Eden has a lot to answer for].
Claire: 
For some reason my phone clock is 15 minutes fast so I woke up first! I have 
to admit my first thought was what the bloody hell am I doing. This had got to have been one of Simon’s bright ideas!!
Simon:
It had stopped raining – which was nice. I had set my alarm for 3.20am only to be woken at 3.10am by Claire making lots of noise in her tent. She had obviously set her alarm early so she could put her makeup on. Al and I didn’t comment on her efforts although I personally think she overdid it with the rouge. I ate a flapjack and indulged in a couple of prescription painkillers - Diclofenac and Solpadol for those who are interested. They’re very good. I prepared my shoes – I was using a two shoe three sock stop strategy.
Gary: 
After waking at silly hour, I quickly got ready, shorts and T shirt, even though it was quite wet it wasn’t really cold.  I downed a can of Red Bull to knock away any persistent sleep and waited for the walkers to ready themselves.
The Start

Al: 
The adrenalin was pumping as we huddled in the pen-y-pass car park in the drizzle. What were we doing attempting Crib Goch in the dark and the wet? After the obligatory photo we set off into the murk!
Claire: It was dark, cold and wet!
Simon: The drive up to pen-y-pass was clothed in thick fog and the nerves were beginning to set it. It was raining and my decision to wear shorts was looking like a schoolboy error. Despite the weather, three headtorches set off [image: image1.jpg]


 towards Crib Goch – a bit of map reading was required by Claire.  In order to save weight and to give Claire a proper ML Leader Day tick I decided to leave most essential items at home. If she was going to log this walk she was going to earn it. Al would mostly be eating flapjack for the entire day – made with Mother’s secret ingredient! [Colombian marching powder at a guess].
Gary: 
It was four in the morning and the air filled with drizzle.  After two quick photos to remember the day they were off. I returned to the campsite, got back in my tent and did the only sensible thing one could do at this hour in the morning, I went back to sleep. [So much for the powers of Red Bull].
Crib Goch, Carnedd Ugain and Snowdon
[image: image3.jpg]


Al: 
The approaching dawn illuminated our way as we climbed and fortunately there was decent light as we came to the ridge proper. The most memorable moment of this section was when Simon almost took a peeler when scrambling down below the ridge. It could have been nasty and would have been a severe inconvenience to mine and Claire’s attempts on this route.
Claire:
Crib Goch was wet. Luckily the weather was so minging there was no sense of exposure. This was my 4th ascent of Snowdon in 7 days all in the mist and I felt like I was getting to know the paths quite well!
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Simon:
Day broke as we reached the ridge. Al took the lead. F*ck f*ck f*ck. When you face a near death situation your life is supposed to flash before your eyes. No such luck. More of a feeling of, ‘You stupid tw*t.’ In my eagerness to scamper across Crib Goch I committed to a hold without testing it. It was full of slime and my hand peeled off. I lost my balance and started to fall backwards. I caught a hold below. Very lucky. Snowdon was wet and windy. My legs resembled supermarket chicken and the little fella was suffering with the cold. Three down, twelve to go.
Nant Peris Campsite

Al: 
Ah the pleasures of dry socks and the remains of a tin of custard. What more does a man need?
Claire: 
I was starving! I ate some rice pudding which was the low fat girly variety. Big mistake. I suffered up Elidir Fawr! I also made a strategic change of footwear and clothes [due to the fact that I was wringing wet!].
Simon: Arriving back at the camp we all sprung into action. I changed into my second pair of shoes and put on fresh socks – ummmm. Ate a tin of Sainsbury’s Luxury Rice Pudding [600 calories a tin and it doesn’t fall out if you turn the tin upside down!] and stocked up on food and energy drink. Decided to keep the shorts on and put another pair on top to prevent shrinkage. Gary was still asleep when we arrived. Al ate more ‘flapjack’ to give him the edge. Claire changed into her second outfit of the day. The first one clashed with Al and I.
Gary: 
It was just gone eight when I woke for the second time this day, I had a breakfast and another can of Red Bull.  I then got ready for the second time, and checked outside, the rain wasn’t heavy, but it was consistent, and wet. By nine the walkers made it back to camp, talk about drowned rats, but to my surprise they were determined to carry on.  After a quick change into dry clothes and refuelling, they were soon off once more.

Elidir Fawr and the Glyders
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Al: 
Quite a steep pull up Elidir Fawr with rough terrain and lots of false summits. Don’t think Claire enjoyed this bit much. Once up though, the going was much easier with swirling cloud giving glimpses of the landscape all around which we had not yet seen. A romp over the Glydders  and Tryfan hoves into view.
Claire: 
Oh my God Elidir Fawr was hell on legs!! I had no energy and poor Al and Simon had to keep waiting for me!! I stuffed my face with flapjack on the top though and felt great over the Glyders.
Simon: Got into a groove and started the trudge to the top. Couldn’t see a thing so it seemed to go on forever. Al had buggered off into the clag and Claire was struggling. Above 2500m it’s everyman for himself and Claire was fast becoming a liability to herself and the group. Caught up with Al and it was decided that if Claire got into difficultly we would be unable to assist. Claire must have felt her ears burning as she put on a turn of speed. All three of us got to the top. Hopelessly behind schedule but we had beaten the second big ascent of the day. Al had more ‘flapjack’, Claire ate flapjack and I indulged in God’s own food – a pork pie. The clag began to clear and we all enjoyed the great views along the Glyders. A real morale booster.
Tryfan and the Ogwen Valley
Al: 
Upon reaching the top of Tryfan I found Gary, our faithful support team, waiting to have his picture taken jumping from Adam to Eve and back and back again! He must have liked it! The run down from Tryfan was fun and allowed me to have a snooze for 15 mins as the others followed along. A good rest at the car but Claire needed some encouragement to carry on which she dutifully did.
Claire: 
Tryfan looked quite high from the bottom of Bristley ridge! I was distracted though, playing with the radios. They are ace and we got to chat to Gary on the top. Started feeling a little tired here and couldn’t quite contemplate the thought of a 6-7 hour trek over the Carneddau!
Simon:
Al had shot off into the distance [flapjack?]. Claire and I hauled ourselves to the top of Tryfan where Gary was waiting to have his photo taken [I had stolen his camera]. We were all going well and were looking forward to the last section, the end was within sight.
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Gary: By the time I reached Tryfan the rain had stopped, it was just gone half ten and I decided to have some fun of my own. 
With the car locked, my walking boots on and my map to hand, I set off for the direct route up Tryfan. I’ve never been up Tryfan before, but will most definitely go up again, it was just like one massive playground.  The air was filled with fog and visibility was down to about ten meters, but the weather did improve greatly throughout the day.

I reached the top at about one, by which time the walky-talkies started to work. I decided to wait for the group at the top of Tryfan, and they finally arrived two hours later.

Not wanting to leave without leaping across Adam and Eve, I waited for the camera to start filming and passed across the meter gap three times.  No need to do that again. I walked with the group back to the car, Al’ quickly shot off into the distance, leaving Claire and Simon on the mountainside.  But we did all make it to the car in the end.  A final pit stop for the group left Simon with fresh socks and his used ones adding fragrance to my boot.

I watched them head out, leaving me with one more task for the day, the final pick up.

Pen yr Ole Wen
Al: 
Thought I would drop back and let Claire lead for a while – it is very demoralising to be at the back all the time. Couldn’t help noticing that she has a really nice arse as I followed her up.
Claire: 
This has got to be higher than Everest! Was fun scrambling up though. I could have fallen asleep on Al’s strategically placed fleece when we got to the top!
Simon: The final push. Head down and enjoy the pain. Had to dig quite deep to get to the top but felt great when we got there. All the ‘flapjack’ had made Al randy. There is most definitely a time and a place. Good job Claire was there or he’d have been chasing the local quadrapeds.
The Carnedds
Al: 
The last of the steepness behind us we could enjoy the rolling Carnedds and the spectacular evening scenery. Not another soul about on the hills and the sun setting behind wisps of low clouds.
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Claire: 
I definitely got my second wind at the top of Pen Yr Ole Wen. I felt fine and was on a mission to get to Foel Fras! Simon developed a special bond with the radio at this point and got all cross with it and me when I wouldn’t carry it!! 
Simon: Great views, great people and a great day. This was without a doubt my favourite part of the walk. Not another soul in sight and it felt as if we had the world to ourselves. The glow of the evening light caught the clouds boiling over the ridge and I wouldn’t have wanted to be anywhere else despite getting a bit stroppy with the radio and Claire [Sorry].
Number fifteen – Foal Fras
Al: 
Done it! A final crazily grinning photo and we can make our way off.
Claire: 
This was brilliant. I felt dead proud of us and tried to text everyone I knew!! Unfortunately there was no reception.
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Simon: We all bunched up for the last couple of tops and it was good to all finish at the same time. Feeling very tied and in a lot of pain from my legs but glad to have done it. I was very disappointed that Gary had not made the effort to meet us at the top.
The long walk down
Al: 
Bit of a slog through rough terrain in the dark. Trying to find the path down by the lake with a head torch when you are dog tired was also tricky. Moments of madness as ghost like images float in the eerie light from headtorches (turned out to be sheep).
Claire: 
Navigating out was great ML practice. However, the novelty of having reached the final summit soon wore off as we realised we got a long way to go!! Started hallucinating towards the end and was convinced that three sheep were wearing head torches!! Once we were on the track I felt a bit better and it was just a case of locating Gary.
Simon:
Started to go more mad than usual. Got freaked out by imaginary spiders running through the grass – they turned out to be grass shadows from the headtorch. This was Claire’s darkest hour. She kept herself going by singing Shane Ward’s ‘That’s my Goal’. This was my darkest hour. Claire kept singing Shane Ward’s ‘That’s my Goal.’ Gary played David Bowie down the radio. Was quite a strange couple of hours.
Finish

Al: 
Good old Garry came up trumps with cold beer and sandwiches- what a star! My thanks to Simon and Claire who made this a truly memorable day for all sorts of reasons! Who’s up for it next year?
Claire:
Gary is a hero!! I could have jumped on him and snogged him I was so pleased to finish. I managed to restrain myself though!! We saw his lights from a little way off and he played us some music through the radios. Cold beer and egg sandwiches were the best ever!!
Simon: Cold beer and food. What a man, what a day. Gary was a legend. Everyone crashed out on the journey back although Al and I were kept awake by Claire’s snoring.
Gary: After leaving Tryfan, I returned to the campsite, freshened up and then headed into Llamberies to pick up food and drink. I travelled the 20 odd miles to the pickup spot, and arrived there by half eight in the evening. It was twenty-five to midnight when contact was made with the walky-talkies, which was good, since waiting in the middle of nowhere alone in the dark with lots of shinning goat eyes staring at you isn’t the nicest of things. After a while I spied head torches up in the hills, and turned on my hazard lights to give those warn out walkers a target to head for.  I even played music down the radio to them. It was midnight when they reached the car, a full twenty hours after they had started off in the morning.

The cold beer and food was highly appreciated and once they had finished eating I drove them back to the campsite and their tents.  Though I think they all nodded off a little in the car on the way back. What they do next is anyone’s guess.

In the immortal words of Sir Edmund Hillary, ‘We knocked the bastard off’.
