
Trip Report: The Yorkshire Dales
Date: 9th April 2006
Group: Mike A (Leader), Colin, Jim G, Lesley, Tony, Chris (Charlie Vegas) 
Green
Route: Clapham - Ingleborough – Philpin Sleights – Selside - Clapham
Total Distance: 16 miles
Total Ascent: 2840 ft
Weather: Cloudy a.m. then snow followed by sunny p.m
Time: 7 hours

It was always going to be one of the more bizarre BUM’s days out, from 
the moment that the “Charlie Vegasmobile” appeared at 07.00 to take us 
off to the Lake District. True, we weren’t planning an assault on Scafell 
Pike in fancy dress but there was a surreal feel to the occasion as we 
headed north, shoehorned in with all baggage it looked more like a day 
trip to Butlins.
Much to Colin’s dismay, it soon transpired there would be no radio 
commentary on Man U v. Arsenal for the return journey home as the radio 
etc was totally knackered. Worse was to follow as “M6 closed at Junction 
32” signs started to appear. Anyway we ploughed on like lemmings, hoping 
it was just a typing error, only to find ourselves on the A6 at the back of 
a 17 mile queue to the next M6 Junction. At this point panic set in and 
the leader was unfairly ordered to sort out the problem! In seconds, Plan 
B was formulated and we headed off on a scenic cross country route to 
the Yorkshire Dales.
Navigation in the Yorkshire Dales armed only with a map of Lakeland 
Central would be a tough nut to crack so we stopped off in Settle shortly 
after 09.00 and found not only an open map selling outdoor shop, but a 
farmers market which included a well stocked pie stall. This was too much 
for some members of the party to resist, so there followed much 
munching of pies while the leader was given about 2 minutes to scour the 
map to formulate a route for the day’s walk.
The Yorkshire 3 Peaks seemed an attractive option, (or at least 2 of 
them), so we headed off to park at Clapham to initially get up and down 
Ingleborough and then think about Whernside. Pen-y-ghent had already 
been written off as a “Peak too far”
We yomped up Ingleborough and stopped off to take a look at the famous 
Gaping Gill – allegedly the deepest pot hole shaft in Christendom! The 
leader tried to lead the party over the gill via a safe route of stepping 
stones, however one member took it upon himself to tackle a particularly 
slimy route across and ended up to his armpits in the raging torrent and 



just managed to avoid being washed away into oblivion. This would have 
been a particularly selfish act because he would have taken with him the 
only GPS in the group. And as usual no one had a camera rolling to witness 
the act .
There were raised eyebrows when Lesley ordered Jim to “get those wet 
clothes off” but she was given the benefit of the doubt. Her motives 
were completely innocent – more concerned about the threat of 
hypothermia setting in. Anyway everyone dug into their rucksacks to find 
some suitable dry clothing and eventually we left the scene. The 
remaining climb to the summit was notable for raging blizzard but as we 
reached the trig point the weather started to clear and set
the tone for the rest of the day.
We then descended in the direction of Whernside but not without 
incident. Lesley and Chris were so engrossed in something they failed to 
notice that we had come off the ridge and they emerged 10 minutes later 
complaining about it being everyone else’s (my) fault and if it hadn’t been 
for Tony’s fluorescent yellow jacket they might still be there now 
etc.etc.
At the foot of Ingleborough we considered the options and it them 
emerged that Colin had to be back by 17.00 or he would be at the mercy 
of Amanda plus the mother-in-law! This helped us to decide what we 
already felt – that Whernside would be another Peak too far- so we 
decided to take the road towards Ribblehead viaduct and then take the 
footpaths south which follow the eastern foothills of Ingleborough. Even 
this was hardly a short cut and it appeared that we were looking at a walk 
of 13 miles plus. There was one minor navigational scare when we had to 
hack over sheep fields but it turned out to be the correct route and 
although the terrain was flattish there were plenty of limestone 
pavements, (clints and grykes) and good views of Pen-y-ghent to make it 
interesting.
We returned to the car park and headed for home at about 17.00 with 
Colin in a state of panic due to a) being late for a family meal out and b) 
missing commentary of the Man.U game. All was not lost however, as a) 
grovelling on the phone, b) Jim’s blackberry and c) Chris’s demon driving 
all contrived to get him home smelling of roses - as usual!
He and Tony missed the traditional rehydration at the Dysart , possibly 
the strangest event of a very strange day.

Mike A


