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It seemed like a theme was beginning to develop in my life, about those things which gave me most satisfaction. I had really enjoyed studying for and sitting exams, knowing that when you did your exam paper, the person at the other end marking it had no idea that you were disabled or had any problems, or what your disability were or anything; you were just another student having a paper marked. When I went fishing, the fish didn’t know you were disabled, and the elements made no concession for the fact that you were disabled, and this theme carried on, when I started walking and then climbing mountains. The thing about mountain climbing is that your disability became a total irrelevance: it were something that only concerned you, and rather than being a disability it were really just a limitation and the main thing was that you understood your limitations, and exploited hem to the full. There were no question about it: if you didn’t exploit them to the full you were going nowhere. Another pastime that gave me great pleasure was gardening and, once again, the plants and everything, pests and whatever, had no respect for disability. You know, weeds still grew. Things still had to be dealt with. These were things that everybody, well everybody of a like mind, pursued and one just did hem. My current companions in life, two Border Collie dogs, equally have no understanding of disability and make no allowances. Life just carries on as normal for them and the fact that everything in your life makes no allowances for disabilities, has no consideration for it whatsoever, eventually, as it were, you come out a normal person, because instead of thinking disability, you’re thinking ability. ‘What can I do?’ And you’re living a very positive life, and instead of thinking ‘What can’t I do?’ and dwelling on it, you’ve moved on a step, and you’re never thinking ‘What can’t I do?’ you’re always thinking, ‘What can I do?’ and this positive approach means that it sort of rubs off on to the people that are surrounding yer and the people that are mixing [with] yer. And, as it were, the greatest compliment that people can give yer is that, you know, they’re your friends but they don’t really see yer as disabled. You know, the point is that you create a sort of an atmosphere where eventually people just see yer as a person, and not a disabled person, and it’s probably the ultimate achievement, but at the [laughing] same time, quite frightening to think that they see yer as somebody who’s not disabled. After climbing Scafell Pike, the highest mountain in England, in September 1969, I had wondered what Ben Nevis looked like and I suppose from that moment forth me main target were to climb Ben Nevis. But I realised that it maybe warn’t going to be a straightforward progression. I warn’t just gonna go from Scafell Pike to Ben Nevis and succeed. Ben Nevis being one and a half times higher than Scafell Pike posed a lot o’ serious problem; the least of which were the extra distance that had to be covered. The other problem is that most mountains in Britain are pretty similar at certain altitudes: so you can maybe expect some greenery up to 2,000, 2,700 feet, and then above that you reach a point where, definitely above 3,000 feet, you’d be lucky to see any green. Now the problem is that Ben Nevis is no different, so be the time you get to the 2,500, 3,000 foot mark, you’re onto stone and rock alone, and when you reach that sort of point, the walking becomes extremely difficult underfoot, and for somebody wi’ two walking sticks, you know, finding placements for your sticks and your feet can be very difficult. It’s something that requires a lot of concentration and a lot of hard work, and this may be not so bad if you’re just covering, say, a mile that’s this sort o’ terrain, but I realised that on Ben Nevis, I could be covering several miles with this terrain and really, you know, I had to make sure that I improved in me staying power, and had the right attitude and approach when I went there (bearing in mind that having come back from Scafell Pike I could hardly stand up and I’d wondered how I were gonna make the last sort of mile, mile-and-half back down). I’d been urged along by me brother and, you know, to just think that I could go from that sort of situation, where you’d given everything and had nothing left and increase the performance by another 50 percent, it didn’t really bear thinking about, without putting in a lot more effort and working up to it. In 1970, I got rid of me invalid carriage and passed me driving test and learnt how to [drive] and now owned a mini. By 1971, I realised that I had certain sort of ambitions in life to go places and one of me main ambitions at that time in life were that travelling abroad didn’t concern me whatsoever. But I had the ambition that I wanted to see practically the whole of Britain, as much as possible, and this included visiting as many islands as possible. So in 1971 I set off on a tour, on me own, to go to Scotland and visit as many of the Hebridean Islands as I could (this being the small isles: the Inner Hebrides and the Outer Hebrides). I also thought that whilst I were in Scotland, around Fort William, I might take a look at Ben Nevis, and perhaps even have a go at climbing it. So with this in mind I set off for Scotland in late August, and me tour first of all went up to Oban, and began visiting the islands which were something that I found extremely satisfying – visiting places like Staffa and Iona, and then to the outer Hebrides to Barra and what-have-you, and Islay and Jura, and then also having the privilege to go up to Harris and Lewis and see the standing stones of Callenish: Neolithic Britain being another thing that greatly interested me. In due course I arrived in Fort William and proceeded down Glen Nevis to take a look at the Ben. As it happened it was the day of the annual Ben Nevis race and there were hundreds of people running up and down this mountain, competing against each other. But in all honesty, I took one look at this mountain and it brought fear to me: [voices in background] the sheer magnitude of the scale of it compared to what I’d been used to in the Lake District. I could see the extra 1,500 feet were gonna cause me some problems, and I decided that, at that stage, I definitely warn’t up to climbing Ben Nevis alone, so I gave up on that idea for the time being. At least me trip round the west of Scotland and the Hebrides went very well and, I suppose, from that moment on I were hooked on islands. Travelling alone had also gone extremely well. I’d taken the passenger seat out of me mini and inserted a wooden board on which to sleep, so most nights I slept on this board, but occasionally, like in the Outer Hebrides on Barra, I stayed at the odd place; bed and breakfast. The thing about sleeping in the car and living this sort o’ lifestyle were that you used to have to look for public swimming baths to go get a bath, and you’d maybe go to Inverness or somewhere and get a bath and then go to Fort William and find some baths there and have a bath. Travelling alone also gave a great sense of freedom, and in order to achieve what you’d set out to achieve you needed a great sense o’ personal self-discipline: time tables and schedules had to be met, and maybe boats only went to certain places on certain days, and you couldn’t afford to be messing around and miss one. Having had such a good time, I decided the following year that I’d go back to Scotland again, once again for three weeks, and visit Orkney and Shetland and the other part of Scotland that I’d not already visited. Once again I thought that I’d go to Fort William and have another look at Ben Nevis. On the drive up I went through the Cairngorms and decided that I might try and climb Cairngorm, there being a restaurant near the summit and a chair lift for a considerable distance up. I were thinking that if I did have any problems I’d have some degree of safety at hand. The minimally-constructed [voices in background] chair lifts, which don’t actually stop for you to get on, didn’t seem like a very good option for me, but at least they were there and in the event of an emergency I probably would be able to at least try and use hem. I managed to climb over 4,000 feet of Cairngorm, to some extent enjoyed it, especially with the luxury of the Ptarmigan Restaurant, you know, maybe a few hundred feet from the summit, and I had a really good day. But, in the interest of not wearing meself out too much, I did come back down by the chair lift, which turned out to be as extremely precarious as what I’d imagined, and quite a frightening experience, but at least I’d been up Cairngorm and I had managed everything all right. The following week I spent on Orkney and I have to say I were completely captivated by it, and to this day, I would say Orkney’s my favourite place in Britain, and given a choice, it’s probably where I’d live. I also spent the following week in Shetland and had a really good time there, and then spent another week visiting the parts of Scotland that I’d not visited the previous year: and places like Bute, and Isle of Bute, and Arran, as I worked me way home. But I have to say that when I went to Fort William to have another look at Ben Nevis, I was rather pleased that the cloud were down on it, and only about the bottom thousand feet of it were showing, or just over. This meant that I never had to make a decision about climbing it or not, and I suppose at that stage I warn’t really up to it, and seeing it for a second time may well have frightened me. Now the fact that the cloud were down on Ben Nevis this day: the previous year it had been absolutely brilliant, summit in perfect view and everything, so I did know what it looked like, but by this stage research had indicated that Ben Nevis only ’as about 50 days a year when the summit’s cloud-free, so that were another consideration that had to be made, because I don’t particularly like climbing mountains in cloud, not much pleasure in walking when you can’t see anything, and with only 50 clear days a year, it could well require a lengthy visit to get a clear day. Returning home I were feeling rather easy about the fact that I’d not had to make a decision as to whether or not to make an attempt on Ben Nevis. In 1971 I had thought that I may take me brother or someone to climb Ben Nevis wi’ me: p’raps it might be too much to do alone, but in February 1972 me brother got killed in a car crash, and that changed a lot o’ things, least of all my approach to living life. I already lived a full life at a fairly hectic pace, but when I saw him die it brought home the fragility (and lack of longevity in some cases) of life.  My brother had been a passenger in a car while at work and as a family we were devastated by his loss, and especially for me mother and father, you know, this devastation were extreme. As a result of this, I spent more time making sure that I got them away on holiday often. He died in the February and by Easter we all went to the Lake District, an’ again at Whitsuntide, and then down to North Wales for a fortnight in the summer. While in North Wales we visited the Isle of Man, and I took the opportunity to climb Snowdon with me father, and this gave me a better idea of what it were like to climb well over 3,000 feet. Also, once again near the summit, there were the café, and as we almost followed a railway track up it warn’t so remote that if anything had gone wrong we wouldn’t have been in extreme danger. As it turned out, the woman who ran the cafe near the summit actually insisted that we take the train down, and obviously I didn’t object to this too much and it did give me a chance to experience the Snowdon Mountain Railway. However it didn’t really teach me what it were like to get meself back down from well over 3,000 feet. My main holiday in 1973 involved visiting a large part of the south of England and visiting the Scilly Isles and the Channel Islands. I did have some previous experience of the south coast, having worked away from home in late ’68 and early ’69. I worked at an Inland Revenue centre in Worthing, and while I were down there took advantage of this and I’d visited Brighton and along the coast as far as Portsmouth, Hayling Island and the Isle of Wight. [Voices in background.] It was now four years since I’d climbed Scafell Pike and time seemed to be moving on rapidly. I’d climbed more mountains in the Lake District and obviously been up Cairngorm and Snowdon, but Ben Nevis, the whole idea of it, sort of haunted me. I desperately wanted to climb Ben Nevis, but at the same time I knew that it needed an awful lot of respect, and the whole idea of climbing it alone did actually frighten me somewhat. Although I really enjoyed climbing mountains, much of this enjoyment came in retrospect. Every time I did climb a mountain I were pushing meself to me absolute limits, usually wore quite a bit of skin off me hands and often had sore feet, and in some ways the best way to prepare for a big climb were not to really do anything, and then after a certain time, you forget exactly how bad it was, and just remember the good aspects of it, and are then ready to proceed forth again. By 1974 I were having some difficulties with a lot of back pains again and beginning to wonder whether this might be the end of me walking. I had realised when I first started climbing mountains that this were something that was probably not gonna last for the rest of me life, it were one of those things where, you know, I’d have a physical peak and be able to do these sort of things, operating at the absolute extreme, and that by a certain age I’d have been even in a slight physical decline and not able to do it anymore. [Voices in background] You know, a bit like the active life of a top sports person, who are usually finished by the time they’re 35 or 40, and I were performing at that sort of level where I would have expected not [to] be able to do it beyond a certain age. Anyway these back problems persisted for a while and then towards the early summer, well towards the beginning of June, I did manage to get rid of hem and were feeling fit again – and being 25, I did feel that I were getting a bit old and time were running out on me if I really wanted to do this big one. Towards the middle of June I decided at very short notice that it really had to be now or never, and I’d have to go to Ben Nevis and face the final decision: either climb it or forget the dream. On the 21st of June I left work and drove straight up to Fort William and Glen Nevis. Conditions were perfect. I had to make a decision, knowing that I’d just travelled all that distance and wouldn’t particularly get a long night’s sleep: I either had to get ready to climb Ben Nevis the following day, hoping that the weather would be fine, or wait another day, rest, and hope that it still remained fine. I had taken a week off work so, theoretically, [chair creaks] I did have the week in which to climb it, but ideally I needed to get up while this good weather held out. Overnight I decided to risk the weather staying fine and have a restful day on the Saturday, prepare for this big climb, knowing that, as I say, I only really had one chance and I’d either have to give it me best go, or decide that it wasn’t possible. On the Saturday I went for [a] swim at the Swimming baths and generally relaxed and prepared meself mentally for a very difficult and hard time ahead. I spoke to the youth hostel warden, and told him about me intentions and also learned of the number of serious accidents and, in some cases, fatalities that occurred on what’s known as ‘the tourist path’ up Ben Nevis. Although termed ‘the tourist path’ this is a bit of an over-simplification of the actual route itself. Anyway I got an early night and went to sleep with an enormous amount of anticipation. I were up just after five in the morning and the weather seemed to be coming up fantastic again, and I carefully made me preparations: sandwiches, got me boots on, got hem on perfect, [chair creaks] no points of any excess pressure, although there would be pressure in places, but managed to get them on in a way that kept this to a minimum, and by seven o’clock I were out and away, and heading up Ben Nevis. Initially there was no one else about, and I had the route to meself, but as time progressed it warn’t long before people started overtaking me. Throughout the day I made really steady and positive progress, and up through a place know as ‘the Red Burn’, and then the massive, steep zigzagging path that went to the sort o’ summit ridge, or plateau, and then finally across this, where there were still snow and an ice field to be crossed towards the summit, and I ended up, I arrived on the summit about four o’clock. There were a few people there, and one that stood out were an American chap who, when he saw me coming, started dancing up and down, shouting, ‘What the Hell? I’ve flogged my so-and-so guts out getting to the top of this mountain, and what do I find when I get here? A so-and-so cripple. You’ve ruined my day.’ At which he screwed his stars and stripes up, shoved it back in his rucksack, and stormed off muttering to himself;  ‘And I don’t know how the hell I’m going to get back down again,’ and I leant over and shouted to him, ‘That makes two of us!’ After a maximum of about 30 minutes on the summit, I began me descent and things weren’t going too badly to start with, and then gradually as I began descending these zigzagging paths, I did see one or two people taking some short cuts and cutting out some of the zigzags as they went, more or less down steep screes. And as time went by, I were beginning to realise that maybe I warn’t going to get back down in the same day. It had taken me from seven am till four pm to get to the summit, and downhill’s not (generally speaking) a lot quicker than going uphill for me. Going uphill requires an enormous amount of hard work and muscle power, but coming downhill requires an awful lot of arm strength (as your sticks are lower than your body as you go forward), an awful lot of concentration, and although not quite the same muscle power, and to add to that you’re tired, and it does require an awful lot of concentration and an ability to keep going. I began to see if there were any short cuts that might be suitable for me to attempt, and I looked at one of hem and thought, ‘You know, maybe this is possible’, and decided to go for it, and I cut a massive zigzag off and got back on the path again, and decided that it had been a worthwhile exercise. Looking for more corners to cut, as it were, [chair creaks] I decided to take another short cut and this went extremely well at first but just as I got near the path, disaster struck and I slipped down part of this scree, and to me dismay I heard a loud crack, and as I hit the floor, I realised that I’d broken one of me walking sticks. Fortunately it had broke off at a big splintered angle and, with the help of a spare boot-lace, I managed to lash it back together again, and although a bit wobbly, it did serve its purpose and I were able to carry on walking. From this point I’d decided that further short cuts were out of the question.  
[End of Tape 9, Side A.]
[Side B.]
[Voices in background.] I managed to keep going and time went on, and gradually people stopped passing me, and it suddenly occurred to me that I were probably the last person on the mountain, and had I needed help there probably would have been none available. The good thing were that I were still walking but at this stage I were beginning to have more serious problems. I’d actually worn one of the soles off of one of me boots, on the inside of me foot where I put more pressure, the sole had worn away and unfortunately the sort o’ nails that were holding the sole on, were now gone through the boot and were holding my foot into the boot, so I could feel that I had some spike ends o’ nails into the bottom of me foot, which warn’t a very good thought.  In terms of effort, I were now in uncharted territory, and how I managed to keep pushing meself along I don’t know. The thought of the encouragement I received in [chair creaks] me life from me brother who had died over two years earlier, I suppose weighed heavily on me mind and kept me going. At that stage, you know, this were probably going to be me ultimate achievement in life: to get up and down Ben Nevis alone, and I just had to find the strength to keep going. Then, an elderly man appeared behind me who reckoned he’d just come out for an evening stroll and hadn’t been to the summit but had just been for a walk up to possibly the point where the zigzagging path starts, and began to walk with me and talking to me, and you know, I never knew whether he’d (as a result of the youth hostel warden knowing where I were) actually come out to make sure whether I got down all right or whether he genuinely had just been out and stumbled across me, but instead of just passing me he decided that he were gonna walk with me and although I were still making reasonable progress it were now getting very late and dark. I could never understand why he just didn’t carry on and go back but he didn’t; he stayed wi’ me. And by this stage I’d no skin on me hands and a foot fastened in a boot by nails, and a broken walking stick, but the good thing was that I was still walking and still keeping going, and gradually it were becoming very, very difficult. Eventually I arrived back at me car in Glen Nevis at half past 12, midnight, and were actually in a state of not able to stand up when I actually made it back. It had been a miracle how I had made it. I’d been walking for 17 and a half hours, were in a total state of disrepair, and had nothing left – by this stage now only able to lie down. [Voices in background.] At me car I noticed that somebody had left some tins of McEwans Export ale, sort of underneath the car just under the bumper, and I were beginning to wonder what this were for. I mean obviously, you know, I just didn’t have a clue and me hands were so sore that I wouldn’t have been able to touch hem or do anything about it anyway. As I laid there helpless, three men arrived who apparently had been to a nearby pub, probably in Fort William, and they said, ‘Oh, we’ve left you four tins of ale. How come you haven’t drank hem yet?’ They said, ‘We passed yer earlier in the day, and we thought we’d come back out to see that you’d made it back down, and we guessed it’d take you about this length of time if you did make it back down.’ Anyway they says, ‘Come on, get this beer drunk,’ at which point I had to tell them well, first of all I warn’t in a fit state to be drinking four tins of beer, and secondly that me hands were that sore that I wouldn’t be able to hold one and open it. So we decided that, being four of us, they’d drink one each and I’d lay on me back and they’d pour one down me throat, and this seemed a good arrangement. They helped me off with me boots, managed to get these nails out of me foot, and I really went to sleep straight away in me car, very happy and I suppose just wondering how bad things were gonna to be next morning. The first thing that I noticed the following morning were the cloud were back down on Ben Nevis, so that I had taken advantage of a window of opportunity and I’d made it to the top and back, and nobody could ever take this away. You know, it were something that I’d done for me. Not to prove anything, but just for sheer enjoyment of going to your limits and beyond, and managing to perform at the highest level. I also realised at this point that there were no way that I’d ever be able to climb anything bigger than this. I had reached my absolute limits of endurance and I were left with no question of doubt about this; there were no question of saying, ‘Well, I’d go to Europe or go anywhere and do anything greater than this,’ at least not in a day. If I wanted to proceed, then [voices in background] really, it warn’t the case of climbing mountains anymore, it were more a case of going on to long walks. I had literally wore my body out, but with some difficulty I could still manage to stand, and fortunately could still manage to drive. I suppose initially I’d thought I might slowly go home after I’d climbed Ben Nevis, and although I’d taken a week off work, if all had gone well and I’d been fit enough, this were a flexible week and I could have gone back to work and not taken it and had it off at a later date. But I realised that I were in no fit condition, definitely to go back to work, and I warn’t really in a fit condition for me parents to see me, so I decided that I’d go and have a week in Shetland, or at least five or six days in Shetland, and then go home and hope to recover. And this I did. I went up to Shetland and had a restful week while, at least to some degree, I recuperated. On returning home, me sore hands were beginning to recover and me feet were recovering and at least I didn’t look so bad, although I still felt extremely strained and worn out. Eventually I did have to go to the doctor’s and have anti-inflammatory drugs for these muscles that I’d strained to excess, and I suppose it warn’t that they wouldn’t ever have got better, it were that it speeded up the healing process, and a short course of these got me back to normal again. In 1975, having now seen most of Britain, and really achieved what I wanted to do in terms of mountain climbing, I began to think that I might travel abroad, and I started this with the same sort of enthusiasm that I’d travelled round Britain with. I began by taking a bus trip to Spain at Easter. At this stage I had no wish to fly, and this would be a fear that I would eventually have to overcome. Anyway me trip to Spain went well, apart from being fined for getting on a train without a ticket, on a day trip to Barcelona. I’d arrived at the railway station early in the morning and unfortunately I must have been a bit late and the train were waiting on the platform, and I asked the member of staff, ‘Where do I pay?’ and he says, ‘Oh, get on the train and pay: you can pay on the train,’ and I hadn’t realised you can pay on the train but it’s a fine, and you pay double the normal fare. Anyway apart from that little incident me trip to Spain went well, and I then followed this with a trip to Switzerland around the end of July, beginning of August. Now obviously a trip to Switzerland involved seeing as many of Europe’s major mountains as possible, and I stayed in Interlaken under the Eiger, north face, and the other big surrounding mountains, the Jungfrau and Wengen. Generally speaking I had a brilliant trip to Switzerland, and this included a day trip down to Chamonix in France to see Mont Blanc – the highest mountain in Europe. I were under no illusions and had no intentions of attempting to climb it, however while I were in Switzerland I did manage to go for bit of a solo effort on the Eiger north face. Setting off, I’d just planned to go as far as reasonably possible and have the experience of climbing on an icy gully. Towards the end of August I was back in Europe again, this time accompanied by me sister as we did a bus tour of Italy, largely visiting the ancient monuments left by the Romans, the historic places of worship and an absolute mass of works of art. By this time I had been promoted at work. Originally, when I had done well in the exam and failed the interview I’d become quite despondent about this and the following year, as I’ve previously said, I sat the exam [and] with despondency, failed. I had one more chance to take the exam, and due to what had previously happened I was very reluctant to take it, but I worked for somebody who really appreciated what I did for him and really he went rather mad with me when I refused to take the exam. He said, ‘what were the point in him giving me better jobs to do and watching how I did and being prepared to give me a good report if I weren’t prepared to take the exam?’ On the strength of this, and for him alone, in appreciation of the effort that he’d put in, I did choose to sit the exam again, and somehow managed to pass, although not with any great degree of enthusiasm or not particularly placed well. Anyway once again I went down to London for the interview, and several weeks later were much surprised when I actually got promotion. One of the senior men from the Inland Revenue, who were on the interviewing panel of three, had actually worked in our office and probably had some firsthand experience of me and my general day-to-day performance, and some time later I actually met this chap again and, without me asking, he did come forth and tell me that the first time when I’d been for an interview, I mean it warn’t that he didn’t sit on that panel but he must have had access to the papers before I had this second interview, and he did tell me straight up front that the only reason I didn’t get promoted first time was because of me disability. They warn’t prepared to take a chance on somebody with a disability like cerebral palsy. Anyway fortunately by the time he sat on the panel he must have persuaded them that I were worth taking a chance on, and as a result I was promoted, and eventually some short while afterwards, that actual grade were abolished and I received an automatic promotion to the next grade above (everybody being on that grade either being downgraded or and keeping the same pay, or upgraded) so this put me on a basic grade of collector of taxes, and it were something that I were satisfied with and didn’t really have any aspirations to go higher than this at that stage. I lived too much of a life outside work, to devote meself to that sort of degree. I also felt that I knew me limitations and I knew that I warn’t capable of waffling and lying at work, and doing some of these things that might have been necessary to achieve the next grade. After climbing Ben Nevis I’d decided that I’d probably look towards long walks for personal satisfaction, and rather than trying just to climb mountains, I’d look to string several days’ walking together, which were a whole new challenge because it’s one thing giving your all for one day and then coming back and saying, ‘Right that’s it,’ and you’ve a choice whether you go out again, and it’s another thing when you’re gonna walk one day, and whatever state you’re in you’re gonna get in your tent, get up next morning and get out and walk again, and probably have to carry a certain amount of equipment wi’ you. And initially when I’d decided this, [I] decided that I’d do the three peaks of Yorkshire. Now I had climbed them all individually, so I knew what each of these mountains were like, but it were considered an achievement by able-bodied people to do the three peaks walk within a 12-hour period. Now I were never gonna be able to do it in 12 hours, it would probably taken me nine, 10 hours to climb one peak, but given a certain amount of time I were probably able to do this three peak walk which were a round circuit of about 25 miles, and the longest point being between 10 and 12 miles between two of the peaks, and initially when I set off on this, things didn’t go too well. I decided that I’d try it in winter, early December, on the strength of the fact that I’d not be walking in red-hot weather and there’d be enough hours of daylight for the amount of time that I wished to walk every day. Well I set off from Horton in Ribblesdale on the first morning and climbed Penyghent and then descending down Penyghent towards this very long walk towards the next peak, I slipped and found meself pinned to the floor by me rucksack: one of these rucksacks with a frame that had an excess of metal sticking up above it. I were bent double and tucked under and pegged to the floor by this rucksack. Now at this stage I were completely unable to move, and it were December, it were beginning to snow, freezing cold (and when I say ‘snow’, snow blowing about, freezing cold) and things looked pretty bleak. I’m kicking and struggling and doing everything I could and I couldn’t work myself free and I’m beginning to think, ‘God, this could be it’. Major disaster. Dying on a walk. In quite an easy place as it happened. Now fortunately I could get me hand in one pocket, and in this particular pocket I had a sailing knife that I had, which were extremely sharp, and I don’t know why but last minute before this walk I’d been to watch Clint Eastwood in the film The Eiger Sanction, and late on in the film he’d had to cut himself free from a dangling rope, and I’d decided I must take a knife in case of, I didn’t know what I were going to do with it, I definitely didn’t expect to be having to cut straps off me rucksack so that I could get meself free from under it, but that’s what I had to do. I could get me hand in this pocket, and with some difficulty I managed to get this blade open, and I could just manage to get it across the rucksack strap, and I managed to cut myself free. Now I’d had a few falls while I were climbing and I’d had a few slides down some bad screes, and I’d had a few sort of near things coming down steep gullies or what-have-you, or on steep paths, but this were the nearest that I’d been to death. Without the use of this knife, I just can’t see anything else than the fact that I would have died. Now having cut myself free I realised that I were bleeding above one eye, and that me head were bleeding and me eye were beginning to swell, one eye were beginning to close a bit. I had a swelling round me eye and some bleeding. Now the problem with this occurring out on some remote part of the countryside is that you can’t really get a mirror and see what’s happening. You know you’ve done something to yourself, but you don’t exactly know what. Anyway, shook up by this experience of having to cut meself out of this rucksack, I then had to take some other straps and work out how to make a makeshift strap in which to carry on carrying this rucksack. Now I’d been doing this long walk on me own so I’m out there on me own and feeling a bit shook up. I decided that the best thing to do, as it was sort of mid-afternoon, would be to make camp at this point and reassess the situation in the morning. Anyway, on a freezing cold afternoon I managed to put me tent up and cooked a warm tea of sausages, and got me some sausages fried on me gas stove, and got into me sleeping bag and enjoyed a good night’s rest, and the following morning I realised that I couldn’t carry on with this walk. I mean, I warn’t necessarily in a good state but I’d had to cut this strap on me rucksack, and it were no longer comfortable carrying it, so that resulted in me first failure on the three peaks. Now some time later in spring, sort of late spring early summer, I went back again to try the three peaks, and I decided to employ a different tactic. I decided to climb each peak by a recognised route, but come down the same way and then walk along the road to the next peak, and then up the next peak and then back down again and along the road. I set off the first day and climbed the first peak, and all went well, and the second day I walked down the road to the next peak, but as I got to the bottom of the next peak it began raining, and it began raining fairly heavily, and time went by and time went by and eventually I became soaked to a point where it didn’t make sense. And together I’d pulled a muscle somewhere, and I felt that it didn’t make sense to climb up this next peak. So with Whernside in sight, and Ingleborough to the other side of me, I decided once again to abandon, and I were beginning to think by this stage that maybe with this pulled muscle and one thing, that I’d not actually be able to hold meself together, to walk continuously day after day after day, and I reluctantly packed in and went home to rethink about the situation.  After some thought I decided that I didn’t really ought to be doing these long walks alone, and that really I needed to find a good friend and walk with someone else. It’d make the situation a bit safer and more enjoyable. I decided that an event like climbing a mountain, where you ascend and descend in one day and then it’s over, is maybe not a bad thing to do alone, but when you’re doing a long walk which may take several days or in some cases several weeks, it warn’t such a good idea just to be alone all the time. So bearing this in mind, I had a good friend at work, a lad called Philip Finch, who [had] been to the Lake District with me and he really fancied doing a long walk wi’ me. So we decided we’d have a go at this three peaks together and [voices in background] over a period of about four days, things went really well, and we managed to complete this three peaks together: 25 miles, three mountains, in four days, and we did it without any serious mishap, although we had one or two hairy moments along the way: needless to say a very steep ascent of Whernside from Ribblehead, and another fairly steep ascent of Ingleborough. For those completing the three peaks within 12 hours, they have the option of becoming a member of the Three Peaks of Yorkshire Club and they get a certificate and are able to buy a badge or whatever trimmings go with this walk. I often saw people walking around with this Three Peaks badge on their rucksack and what have you. Anyway when I arrived back in Horton in Ribblesdale at the end of the fourth day, to my amazement, there were a school party that were there that had done the walk, and they sort of lined up at either side of the path as I finished me last hundred yards, and when I got back to the starting point I were presented with a shield and made a honorary member of the Three Peaks Club, having not done it in 12 hours but having done it in four days. They decided that my effort were worth being made an honorary member. But times that everything came right and I summited, you know, that’s not a case of ‘Well, I did this and I did that.’  Now for an able-bodied person, unless they were pushing theirselves to the limit, they might have an almost 100 percent success rate, and the fact is that when you’re pushing yourself to your limit you’re always gonna have a failure rate, and the important thing about failure is that you understood what you were doing, and to me, I always had to understand why I’d failed. You know, if it started raining or weather came in or bad clouds and you packed in, then you understood how you failed, and the only thing that I would have found difficult to understand is if I’d lost me own personal drive, motivation or anything, then I really would have started questioning why I were doing it. I don’t think it’d be possible to go to your physical limits without that drive and, as I say, if your drive went and you warn’t able to push yourself to the limits, then you’d have to question why.  
[End of recording.]
PAGE  
15
Copyright Scope 2006


