Here my version on the walk on Saturday


 


The plan unfolded after viewing Murial Grey doing the ridge on her walking program at Steve’s house. My first thought was to get up there to throw her off. Every time she mentioned the name Aonach Eagach, she followed it by shouting aghhhhh! Really annoying at the time but did become apparent why she kept screaming ahhhhh! on Saturday.


 


Arrived Friday night to meet some half cut members of the club, nothing new there, planning to walk the Aonach Eagach ridge. I thought, “I’m up for that”. I’ve always planned to do it at the meningitis weekend but never had good weather. Some people in the group were more keen than others to do it, whatever the weather.


(Never trust blond drunk Muriel Grey impersonators with making decisions on the weather for attempting such a climb). Mild to moderate does not mean as long as it's not snowing. Saturday morning arrives, glorious sunshine, looks perfect weather for the ridge walk. Up until this point I was fairly confident I would manage the ridge but I would have my moments.


 


Started out with our gang Steve, Alison, Kenny, Kathryn and, like myself, worse for wear. Our giggling guide Alan and I were struggling to keep up with the racing snake's Kenny and Steve, closely followed by Kathryn and Alison with Alan and myself trying to keep up, poring water in one end and trying to breath out the other. Alan thought he was developing a new set of lungs in his backside. Our jolly leader, cracking the jokes, helped us through the relentless climb to the start of the ridge. The laughing and joking wouldn't last long, when we hit the pinnacles on the Aonach Eagach ridge. Straight into the first wee scramble, thought this isn't that bad there's only three pinnacles should be "ok". Along we went, quite pleased and confident, oh how wrong we would be soon it would become apparent why Muriel Grey screamed aghhhhhh! when saying the words Aonach Eagach. The first real pinnacle was a test of the nerves for what was to come later. Confidence swaying a bit, on we went with a lot of big deep breaths, almost immediately your on another what seems to be a pinnacle but it just a Wee scramble (my ar*e). On we go getting less confident in our decision to attempt this (I'll never trust a blonde drunk Murial look alike again).


 


On we go what seem relentless, up and down these bloody pinnacles. Now I’m realising why Muriel screams aghhhhh! when saying the name of the ridge, inside I’m saying “what am I doing here”. I think I can safely say at this point, we were all crapping ourselves, with only hand hold and toe holds to manoeuvre ourselves up around and over the rocks with nothing but fresh air either side of you while your trying to weld ourselves to the pinnacle. All the laughing and joking had stopped now; even our jolly was singing the same lines of a song we were all singing. It had a lot of words praising the Lord (Oh Jesus) I thought at one point Kenny was thinking of converting but there was a lot more of the chorus of the rest of us giving it Oh s**t my - fu****g God. At this point, I’m thinking, one more to go, things can’t get any worse. Wrong again, adrenalin pushing us on, I just kept convincing myself there is only one way to go, straight on. At last we reach the last of the three pinnacles, nerves shattered, three pinnacles my butt! Seemed a hell of a lot more to me, especially when at one point we were queuing to get over this part of the ridge, all shaking like leaves and next thing we see the people behind us sauntering around the bottom of this bit we are trying to climb down taking a path around it. This is where my bottle was close to crashing.  One more to go, get it done and get us on to the ridge path and no more bloody pinnacles - easy! . How wrong again, standing perched precariously balanced on a lump of rock, waiting for my turn to scare the pants off myself by dangling three thousand feet up in the sky. Right, get a grip, up this last bit and its plain sailing.  On cue, enter stage left, a dirty big rain cloud just to dump right on us. It was at this very point I realised one slip here and you’re a goner and how safe jumping out a plane was. I'd go back to that any day at this point. Watching the rain greasing the rocks in front of me, thinking how the hell will I stick to that? After a few choruses of S**t- F**k and some praying, I summoned up the courage to get over the last bit. I can safely say I have never been so relieved to get onto the ridge walk and I’ve only got two Munros to take in on the way off. I’d do a million munros, rather than do that again. Everybody at this point was ecstatic and rightly so after scaring ourselves senseless. The rest of the day pales into mere insignificance after those pinnacles, apart from the joking and laughing returned to our leader, that's the quietest I’ve ever heard Alan on a walk. Right let’s bag the munros and get to the pub for a well deserved drink. Just as were leaving the last munro, the skies open and the mist comes in, but thanks to some spot on navigation, through the mist, by Steve, we hit the path down to our well-earned drink.


     


Mick Nicol


