Aonach Eagach          translation -  trouser filler


 


 


Prior to travelling to Glencoe for the munro climb, I’d made a few investigations into the seriousness of climbing the Aonach Eagach. After my research on the net, talking to people who have climbed it and seeing the headline in the Guardian “Death in Glencoe”, I thought ‘f**k that I want to live’.


 


On the night before the walk, we had decided to walk an easier munro, so content my life was safe I slept well unaware of what awaited me in the morning. 


 


Chris and Andy arrived at my tent at around 7.30 am. Chris said ‘Ginge, Aonagh Eagach’. Not wanting to look a coward, I said ‘F**k that, not a chance’. However after a lot of cajoling, threats and several visits to the bog, I agreed.


 


Loaded into Ian’s car, I turned and took a wistful look at my tent wondering if I would ever see it again. We arrived at Jimmy Saville’s house and as we got out of the car, Ian said ‘look after our boy here’. This actually stopped my heart momentarily. I decided to go to the summit of Am Bodach and turn back if I was too terrified to continue. Well I walked the ridge, with encouragement from Chris and Andy. Meeting a petrified climber heading back, not wanting to take on the ‘pinnacles’ just before we arrived at them, set my pulse racing. The ridge isn’t the continuous knife edge I had expected, in fact it’s quite OK. There were a few really dodgy manoeuvres to do with plenty of very polished rock which is lethal if wet. I kept saying to myself at these dodgy spots ‘don’t look down’ and Andy kept telling me ‘don’t fall off’. 


 


Going with two very competent climbers helped me do this route. I would say that if you want to do this walk, go with an experienced party who can judge the conditions on the day and guide you where necessary. I’m glad I took it on but never again!


 





Ginge


