
This was it, the time had come, the weather had come and we were on our way.  

After deciding to undertake the three peaks challenge 

during a semi-drunken tennis league Christmas drinks with 

Claire Baker, Claire put her money where her mouth is and 

swiftly put in to motion the selection of the finest* (*1st to 

respond) athletes** (**she didn’t know any)/ individuals she 

knew and booked flights to Glasgow for us all.  

That was it, we were signed up. Most didn’t even know 

quite what we had been signed up to and there was an air 

of uncertainty and emerging fear as we had our first team 

meeting when the realisation of the enormity of the 

challenge began to reveal itself.  The 3 highest mountains 

in the UK, up and down in 24hrs, no sleep and limited experience. 

So, training began as did regular visits to osteopaths, physiotherapists (hpcheck.org) 

and several (medicinal) pubs; and for me, Box Hill.  

An early start in London saw us catching a flight up to Glasgow from where we 

picked up our minivan (and home for the next 24hrs) in which our Get-away driver 

and all round hero Jason Rowbottom would whizz us around the length and breadth 

of the UK with nothing but a satnav, ‘FIVE’s greatest hits’ and his own nous to get us 

to the mountains on time.  

After picking up a ridiculous amount of supplies from the supermarket and a carb-

loading café stop we arrived at the base of Ben Nevis, the highest mountain in the 

British Isles sitting proudly in Grampian Mountains, part of the northeast Scottish 

Highlands. We were ready.  

At 5pm we set off. The 

weather was looking fine and 

we were dry for the last time 

for the next 25 hours. The 

going was steady and we 

made good time in the 

favourable conditions. From 

the outset I should explain 

that the majority of the 

photographs were taken at 

this point, which has called in 

to question by some individuals my following descriptions of the conditions. One 

might also presume from the accompanying photographs that Claire Pryor was 

finding it all ‘Too Easy’ at this stage; it was however, the last that we saw of that 

Green T-Shirt.  

The higher we went, the closer we came to the looming cloud level. It became darker 

and much colder with the visibility in the now foggy conditions heightening our 

senses, reminding us that yes, we are on a rather big mountain. The occasional 



stare-out with some mountain goats and sheep who were obviously perplexed as to 

what we were doing there kept me amused.  

The path went on and on 

and on, zig-zagging its way 

up the mountain with us as 

its obedient passengers. 

Then it came, or should I 

say there it went. We had 

reached the end of the 

path.  

The recent conditions on 

Ben Nevis had seen a lot of 

snow which had added to 

the layers of snow and ice 

not yet receded from the 

mountain’s winter conditions. We could not see a path ahead other than the few 

disappearing footmarks of other fools that had preceded us. Claire pressed on 

determined not to let these hostile conditions prevent us from reaching the summit. 

Like the mountain sheep that we were now so fond of, we followed. Every step we 

took was slow and incredibly slippery. We did not have the correct equipment for 

these conditions. Neither did we have 

crampons on out boots nor Ice axes, both of 

which would be considered essential. We 

made do with heavy steps and walking poles. 

To my right was the mountain, to my left was 

an ice slide I didn’t want to take and in front of 

me was the behind of the person in front, 

beyond which I couldn’t see much further.  

And so we continued… the fog became 

thicker and darker, the wind stronger and the 

sleet, heavier. Visibility was now becoming a 

real problem and with every minute that 

passed, the sleet and snow was filling in the 

only foot printed path that we could take, until 

we noticed a very light set of footprints 

heading in a different direction. We 

investigated, re-grouped and took stock of the 

situation we were in. Behind our smiles this 

was a pretty serious position to be in and it 

was also now freezing. Matt checked our rough position on the GPS and figured we 

were about 200 metres from the summit height. Sense prevailed and we had to 

make the difficult decision to retreat from the snow line.  

Ben Nevis is notoriously dangerous in the best of conditions with a narrow corridor of 

relative safety to negotiate once nearing the summit. Either side of this are cliff 



edges on one side and the notorious five-finger gulley on the other which sadly do 

claim the lives of climbers every year, usually disorientated by the snow and low 

visibility. In all 

honesty, given the 

conditions we should 

not have even 

attempted that section 

of the mountain, but 

I’m pleased that we 

did.  

Coming back down in 

the snow presented 

its own challenges as 

for much of it we were 

quite literally skiing 

down on our boots. 

Although this was a welcome change to climbing up in the snow, we had to be very 

careful not to slip the wrong way. Paul was caught on film doing his best impression 

of Franz Klammer and was looking incredibly strong given the limited training that he 

was able to participate in.  

Stepping off the ice and snow was a relief and we now had to make our way back 

down the mountain as quickly and as safely as possible with the darkness of night 

soon to be upon us. By now the lower level weather had turned for the worse and as 

we descended the cloud level descended with us. It was now raining so hard our 

waterproofs proved not waterproof enough. We were soaked through to the bone. 

Progress down was hampered by the now very slippery rocks on which most of us 

took a bit of a tumble… some more painfully than others. It was at this stage that the 

pain of walking down mountains started to kick in. The falls might have been heavy 

but the loading on our knees was a constant concern. 

We were down and we were exhausted, but also elated to have just completed the 

first of our 3 mountains. Had it been the only one we completed we would have at 

this stage been satisfied with that achievement alone in the given conditions.  

Upon approaching our pickup van we were greeted by a well-refreshed (in 

comparison) Jason and a tray full of hot chocolate! 

#SIMPLEBUTAMAZINGMOMENTSINLIFE, well for the majority of us, it was. Paul 

Robson whose dietary requirements are now of legendary status (no salad, no spice, 

no sauce except for gravy), surprisingly doesn’t like hot chocolate either. “Thank you 

Jason but sorry, I can’t drink it. I don’t like hot chocolate.” Or words to that effect.  

Unfortunately, because of the adverse conditions and our weathered state, the 

transition time in getting dry and changing for the van took much, much longer than 

planned. However, the sight of Philip Bowden having changed in to his Tiger onesie 

made the delay worthwhile, if a little disturbing.  



We left Ben Nevis and started to make our way back towards Glasgow and then 

down in to England towards the Lake District in Cumbria and to the Base of our 

second mountain, Scarfell Pike.  

At 4:00am and after approximately 3 minutes sleep and a lot of really bad music, we 

arrived at our 2nd mountain, Scarfell Pike. It was pitch black outside and raining 

heavily with a howling wind, of course.  We hopped out of the van straight into a 

massive puddle, donned our wet, wet gear and turned on our head torches. I couldn’t 

believe that only hours after the exhaustion felt after Ben Nevis, my legs were about 

to march me up the Pike.  

With it being so dark and the weather so bad, it was heads down and off we went. 

The driving rain was relentless as we made our way up. It made the river crossing 

slightly easier psychologically as we couldn’t have been any wetter had we not 

negotiated the crossing well and fallen in.  

A small break in the rain for about 5 minutes gave us an opportunity to open our 

packs and take on some 

much needed fuel and for 

me to take a quick 

picture of the visually 

emerging lake below.  

Rain again was the cue 

for us to march on. The 

scree layer saw us 

scrambling over the 

energy sapping large 

rocks that typify this 

rugged mountain. The 

higher we went the path 

became less and less 

clear with more and more unstable rocks. My legs were starting to fatigue and burn 

as we pushed on.  

With gritted teeth and 

eventually after the 4th 

false promise from Jon 

that the summit was just 

past the next cairn 

(marker), we made the 

top with the summit in 

sight. It was a good 

feeling as we took shelter 

from the onslaught of 

wind and rain at the 

summit. Amanda did 

especially well by not getting blown off the top. Her south coast training obviously 

serving her well.  



A quick photo, a high five and some chest pumps meant it was time to head back 

down. The rocks on the now streaming path were very slippery and claimed some 

heavy falls as we made the long way back down to the bottom with the wind and rain 

continuing to drive into us. 

Jason once again came up trumps and appeared with tea this time which Paul did 

manage to drink, although he would have preferred it with 4 sugars.  

We could not have been any wetter. I took off my walking boots and removed my 

feet from their individual foot spas (swamps). My sore and wrinkled feet soothed only 

by the liberal application of talc-n-powder. Meanwhile, Jon had taken himself away 

from the van and was obviously looking for some more privacy. There was a nearby 

public toilet that had acted our makeshift changing room... unfortunately however, 

the lock on the door was not particularly secure. As urgently as two young teenage 

boys approached Jon’s semi-locked convenience, they about-turned... the look of 

shock and horror on their poor young and innocent faces quickly turned in to laughter 

as they scuttled away. The toilet door slammed shut again letting out a big puff of 

white powder, engulfing the air around. Jon obviously had more than sore and 

wrinkled feet. I turned to the Tiger sitting next to me as we both gave each other a 

knowing nod. 

Jason revved the engine and screeched off down the country lane (about 30mph) 

faster than postman Pat on a ‘Guaranteed 1pm’ delivery… Jason’s challenge was 

indeed to deliver us to Mt Snowdon by this time. Jason well used to delivering 

delicate flowers to churches on time, hadn’t considered the delicate flower sitting 

next to me. Paul was looking a little peaky and asked how long we were to be on 

these nauseating winding country roads… as we were in the heart of the Lake 

District, I didn’t want to answer that question. Quite a while.  

As previously mentioned, the transition times had caused us most of the delay. 

Drying off, dealing with saturated clothes and the application of talc (JD), meant that 

we had spent the best part of an hour at both Ben Nevis and Scarfell Pike readying 

ourselves for the onward journey. We knew that even with good driving conditions 

that we were approximately an hour behind schedule; given the all-round conditions, 

quite remarkable. 

We made it to Snowdonia, Claire P and Amanda had definitely had their fair share of 

sleep, spread out on the back seats with the aroma of Jon’s freshly talc’d person 

demonstrating its soothing effect.  

As we were driving in we couldn’t believe our luck, there was some blue sky. Claire 

blasted on yet again the mega-mix of ‘FIVE’, which for a brief moment I found myself 

singing along to with Amanda, Claire and Claire in full swing. Phil the Tiger Bowden 

knew all the words, I must add. Now, I’m not blaming Five, but no sooner did they 

start blaring out the words, ‘Five will make you get up’ did the skies darken and once 

again we were met with a volley of rain and wind that would dampen the resolve of 

even the most enthusiastic Five fan out there. The Welsh singing gods must have 

disapproved of our music choice, I thought. I knew we should’ve put on some Tom. 



We arrived at Pen-y-Pass, from where we were to begin our third and final accent up 

Mount Snowdon. The conditions were now so bad we seriously considered not even 

attempting to climb. We also thought about delaying our climb to see if conditions 

improved. But instead we got changed in to our wet boots and clothes and just went 

for it. Realising that we were not now going to be back up and down within the 24 

hours as hoped but we had a good chance of making it to the summit in under 24 

hours (some call the summit the finishing point) provided the weather didn’t prevent 

us. 

I think the adverse conditions almost made the beginning of this third climb easier for 

me. It gave me something else to focus on and I was more concerned with keeping 

my head down and moving than I was for my tiring body and ever stiffening legs. We 

trudged on with determination and it wasn’t long, it seemed, before we had made 

quite some considerable ground and could feel that we were well in to the climb.  

The rain continued and at times, turned into waves of wind driven sleet. The paths 

were now like full flowing riverbeds and I had long past caring about keeping any 

part of my person dry. As we passed one giant lake and then another we were 

treated a glimpse of the stunning scenery around and could only imagine how 

beautiful this place would be in more favourable conditions.  

Then the final assault to the top of the mountain came. The riverine path began to 

merge in to the mountain. We appeared to have lost our way slightly as we then 

began a scramble up the precarious rock face ahead. We couldn’t be sure if we were 

heading to right way and so sought assurance from a couple that were behind us. 

They said they were following us and so we continued blindly, safe in the knowledge 

that we weren’t the only ones on the mountain that didn’t know what they were 

doing. This really was climbing and thankfully after pulling ourselves up a few more 

levels of rock we could make out the slightly more obvious route from which we had 

strayed. We were back on track. 

This part of the climb really was getting tough and some short rests were required. 

Sensing that we were nearing the top ridge through the heavier gusts and lessening 

visibility, we made one final push. Whoosh. We made it to the ridge and straight into 

an onslaught of gale force winds with wave after wave of driving icy sleet and rain. I 

pulled my hood to cover as much of my face as possible. Whatever wasn’t covered 

felt like it was having pins 

driving in to it and we were 

doing well just to stay on our 

feet as we continued up the 

slight incline towards the 

summit and towards our new 

goal of reaching the summit in 

23 hours 30mins.  

Our slow deliberate steps 

turning in to a quick-step-

shuffle with one eye on the 

clock saw us reach the summit at exactly 16:30hrs (23 hours 30mins).  



It was a real moment of joy, relief and exhaustion. Whilst hanging on to the summit 

marker for dear life, we managed to take a couple of quick photographs and a brief 

video before my camera became waterlogged and stopped working.  

Then it was time to get 

off, get down and get 

drunk. I was already 

imagining the taste 

freshly poured real ale, 

sitting by a fire and 

eating steak pie. That 

was it I just had to get 

down. The walk back 

along the ridge continued 

to see us take a battering 

and once back below the 

ridgeline in to the 

relatively calm conditions 

(by no means calm) we were quite relieved. We made good progress back down 

with the weather not letting up.  

Two hours later we could see the car park, we could see the van and Jason, who 

was hurriedly preparing paper cups of the ‘most agreeable’ whiskey any of us had 

tasted, even Paul agreed.  

As we arrived we checked the clock and saw that we had made it to the bottom in 25 

hours 30 minutes exactly which given the circumstances was incredible. I was lucky 

enough to spot and be greeted by both my parents who had come to Snowdonia a 

couple of days earlier in order to coincide with our challenge. It was a welcome sight 

and a special hug for me. I felt so lucky that they could be there at the end. Claire 

Baker wasn’t going to be left out and my parents duly obliged, then everyone got in 

on the act.  

Job done, done we had been. 

Ewan and team. 

 

 

I hope that you have enjoyed 

reading this and want to thank 

everybody who has supported 

and sponsored us so far. It is not 

too late to do so at: 

http://www.justgiving.com/threepeaksmay2014 

 

http://www.justgiving.com/threepeaksmay2014


The National 3 Peaks Challenge 

Friday 9th May 2014 at 17:00hrs – Saturday 10th May at 18:30hrs 

Ben Nevis – Scotland 

Scarfell Pike – England 

Mount Snowdon – Wales  

 

The team were: 

Claire Baker – Chief (no doubt who was in charge) 

Paul Robson – Krypton Catchphrase (mostly agreeable unless food is involved) 

Jonathon Dillon – The Fell Runner (probably could’ve run it) 

Amanda Johnson – The Kite (a slight breeze and up she went) 

Phil Bowden – The Tiger, Tiger (bar that he likes to dance to ‘Five’ at in his onesie) 

Matt Nelson – Horatio (Lord Admiral and navigator) 

Claire Pryor – It’s all ‘Too Easy’ for the Australian 

Ewan Shears - The Windbreak (don’t think I didn’t notice some of you using me) 

Jason Rowbottom – The Getaway – noted for saying, “If anything has convinced me 

more that I am a city person, it is this” 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 


