This ridge has held an attraction for me since I was a child.  Family days out in the Lakes we would scramble up Lords Rake and Jacks Rake both my parents telling stories of the Aonach Eagach. Then in 1989 my dad took an ex boyfriend (with limited walking experience!!) over it. Mum and I resigned to walking up to the lost valley with the dog. They had a glorious day, both returning sun burnt and dehydrated not having appreciated the heat and underestimated the amount of fluid they needed.�Next I met Alan. We visited Glencoe etc and I told him how I really wanted to do the Aonach Eagach. In 1991 he went away with his friend Kenny camping and did it without me!! I was furious. �Last year at munro madness I had wanted to do it but the weather was not great and there was not enthusiasm from Alan.��A few weeks ago I had suggested to Chris and Andy that they would perhaps like to lead a few of us across it. Last Wednesday night at Steve's house we watched the video, but the weather forecast was pretty grim. Chris had his heart set on Beinn A'Bheithir. So I thought that's that I won't be doing it again.��However, after a few glasses of wine and a couple of Smirnoff Ice in the Glencoe Hotel on Friday night I decide that I really want to do this. I suggest to Alison, Kenny and Steve that we could do it and Alan could lead as he has done it before. I also knew that Michael would probably come along. They agree. I then went back to Alan and told him that 5 of us desperately wanted to do it and would he lead. Well, if it had only been me he would have said no but the pressure of the 5 was enough to make him agree!!!�Back at the campsite Michael was informed and then that was it our team of 6 organised. Next we discussed weather conditions. There was a consensus that only would the ridge be tackled if it was a good day. I was the one decenting voice. Moderate weather I cried having seen the forecast. So next it was agreed that we would set out if the weather was moderate. I then continued to drink far too much and collapsed into a coma to wake up on Saturday morning to a glorious day with the hangover from hell.  As I staggered over to the toilet block I really considered calling it off. I felt terrible. However, 2 cups of tea later and a roll and sausage I had a bit more life about me.� So we set off. A steep climb to An Bodach. Sun splitting the skies. But, we were all in good spirits. Usual banter and laughter. Alan and Michael stripping for the calendar. We reached the summit of Am Bodach an hour and a half later. Stopped to admire the first view of the ridge and started the descent onto the ridge. Reached the first obstacle, Alison became a little upset about the length of her legs, but made it safely down, good scramble up the other side and although we were all a little wary everyone was still in good spirits. However, the ridge started to narrow and the atmosphere was subdued by the time we reached the summit of the first munro - Meall Dearg. Lunch was a quiet affair as we pondered on the pinnacles. I have never eaten so little. Half a pork pie and an orange. Alan read out from the guidebook   - there are several places that will cause you to pause for inspiration. What an understatement that turned out to be - pause to contemplate your last few moments before imminent death was closer to the truth. We should have know that it was not going to be good when the 6 of us found ourselves struggling down this very tricky section, everyone taking it in turns to help position feet when a dozen men walked quickly past us having taken a bypass path we didn't see!! The pinnacles got worse. They were never ending. Every time we crossed a difficult section and thought it couldn't get worse it did. Then the rain came on. We struggled up wet and slippy rocks, straggled rocks as though sitting on a very skinny 3000ft horse. I couldn't watch the others cross. Bad enough trying to get across yourself without watching someone else clinging on by their finger tips. Footholds were nothing but toeholds and I don't have a great deal of confidence in my big toe (it's a long way from my brain) when I have a 300ft drop on either side. Each section of the ridge was re named the "oh f***", " oh for f**** sake" "oh my god how do they expect you to get over that". Unfortunately I remember very little of the separate bits of scrambling - think I've blanked it all out and will require hypnosis to retrieve it from the depths of my brain usually reserved for nightmares. It was far more difficult than I had ever imagined, I thought perhaps a couple of tricky bits on a nice long ridge. But not 2 miles or 3 hours of constant difficult scrambling. No wonder the SMC recommend a rope.�When we had finally finished - what a sense of relief. We were rewarded with a fine view of the pinnacles, impossible to see any route up or down them. What a sense of achievement was shared and what a great bunch of people to do the ridge with. We were all quiet and all had our moments of panic but I think we all pulled together and a sense of teamwork got us all across.�Curved ridge next everyone,�Kathryn�





