Alison's Account of the Aonach Eagach Ridge


Saturday 6th September 2003


  


 


Each time I have gone to Glencoe for the Munro Madness weekend I have always ended up doing something which was very memorable (and usually scary) but this time I really surpassed myself!


 


We arrived at Glencoe on the Friday night with plans to do the Lost Valley (or so I thought!) on the Saturday as discussed at Steve's house the previous Wednesday.  But crazy Kathy fuelled by red wine was hell bent on us all doing the Aonach Eagach ridge.


 


I was quite adamant that the only way they would get me up there was if it was a perfect day with clear blue skies and not a cloud in sight - being in Glencoe I honestly thought the chance of this happening was nil!  Therefore, you can imagine my shock as I peeked out the tent on Saturday morning to see just such a day!  However, Kathryn was suffering from her red wine binging the night before and not looking too good - never mind I said we can all do it another time.  But, after breakfast she suddenly made a miraculous recovery and announced - lets do it!  Having walked practically every weekend for the past 4 months with Kathryn she was not going to take no for an answer, and, to be honest there was no way I would have let them go without me.  So the sensational six set off full of trepidation and anticipation of what lay ahead.


 


We slogged our way up Am Bodach in the heat passing and re-passing various other parties of climbers.  At the top we had magnificent views of the ridge and after a brief stop we began the first of our very tricky descents.  I think this was the first point when I realised that being just a little over 5ft in height was a disadvantage - when dangling from a ledge trying to reach another ledge below you which is at least a foot outside your leg span!  This is where our great team work came into play - being held by the hands and 'dangled' down to the ledge below is quite an experience - thank goodness for big strong men!  At this point I was really enjoying the scrambling, although some bits were tricky I still felt very calm.  That was until we reached the pinnacles!  Just looking at what we were about to do made me feel slightly sick and more than a bit wobbly.  We reached the first pinnacle and everyone went very quiet - even Alan!  There were parts that required my wee arms and legs to reach places I would never have thought possible.  I was aware of constantly concentrating the whole time as to where I was placing my feet - especially as there were sheer drops on either side most of the time.


 


Having completed the first pinnacle we all thought well, it can't be any worse than that - but oh yes it was - much worse.  I have never used foul language so much in my life - Jesus Christ was getting called on more and more and there was one part in particular where you were completely on your own on a narrow ledge and had to pull yourself up over a slab of rock - I remember looking behind me before climbing up and seeing a great nothingness full of mist - that was when I could feel the tears behind my eyes and I thought I was losing it!  However sheer determination, fear and constant talking to myself, telling myself I would be alright got me up the rock and onto the top, I think that was where Michael and I compared our shaking hands and arms.  I have never used so many parts of my body up a mountain before as I did that day - I crawled on all fours, slithered on my stomach, clung by my arms, straddled a narrow ledge thousands of feet above the ground, bounced on my bottom!  A few of us had tension headaches which miraculously disappeared as soon as we were off the pinnacles.  


 


The whole experience was both terrifying and exhilarating at the same time.  It is really difficult to explain unless you were there.  I am glad that I did the ridge,but, I will never do it again.  Having seen how easy it would be to put a foot wrong and tumble to your death on some parts of the ridge makes me think why risk it again? What I will say to anyone who is thinking of doing it is to only go with people you are comfortable walking with. You really need to be fit and be able to stay calm. The five people I completed the ridge with were all stars - we worked as a team and encouraged each other every step of the way. It is a day we will never forget and we will always remember the good friends we did it with.  The adrenalin buzz is amazing and it takes a couple of days before it leaves you.  I bought a painting of the ridge in Fort William on the way home and have hung it in the hall where I can see it each time I come in the front door - it is there to remind me that I did it - and to remind me I why I will never do it again!


 


Alison


