
 

 

Route(s) Cuillin Ridge aka ‘The Black Cuillin’ 
Elevation(s) (ft/m) Gars-Bheinn (2,936ft/ 895m) 

Sgurr nan Eag (3,031ft/ 924m)  
Sgurr Dubh Mor (3,097ft/ 944m)  
Sgurr Alasdair (3,258ft/ 993m)  
Sgurr Mhic Choinnich (3,110ft/ 948m) 

Date(s) September 25-26 2017 

Partner(s) Kyle Finnegan 

Elevation gain/loss (ft/m) 6,597 feet / 2,041 meters 

Distance (miles) 12.03 miles / 19.36 km 

Total time (hours/mins) 1 day 11 hours 40 minutes 

Equipment Helmets, 60m 9mm rope, small rack, BD couloir harness, trekking poles, 
bivy, Q-core sleeping pad, Mtn Hardware sleeping bag, warm clothes 

Weather Forecast Cloudy with occasional sun breaks but windy picking up over the two 
days. 

Weather Actuality Misty Monday morning start but clearing to beautiful and warm. By 
evening on Monday the clouds were rolling in and out and the wind 
picked up as predicted. The wind abated briefly midday Tuesday but 
picked up again forcefully by Tuesday afternoon. 

Flora/Fauna N/A 

Wildlife One grouse and lots of sheep 

Starting Point/Trailhead Glenbrittle (11 per person to overnight and 5 to leave the car overnight) 

Grade/Rating Class 3 / 4 for the most part. The TD Gap was definitely over mid-fifth 
class (looked like it could have some 5.8/5.9 moves on it).  

Accommodations Drove out Saturday, played around on Sunday and started the trip 
Monday from our car camp at Glenbrittle. 

Tourist Attractions N/A 

Motto for the day N/A 

 

Day 1  
Daily 1 Distance 7.97 miles / 12.83 km 
Daily 1 Elevation 5,473 feet / 1,668 meters 
Day 1 Daily Time 11 hours 35 minutes 

Rise and Shine 6.45am 

Depart Glenbrittle 7.25am 

Sgurr nan Eag (near summit) 11.54am 

Gars-Bheinn 12.53pm 

Sgurr nan Eag (summit) 1.41pm 

Sgurr Dubh Mor 3.31pm 

TD Gap 4.39pm 

Bunker in the cave 7.00pm 



 

Day 2  
Daily 2 Distance 4.06 miles / 6.53 km 

Daily 2 Elevation 1,124 feet / 343 meters 

Day 2 Daily Time 11 hours 5 minutes 

Rise and Shine Approx. 6.45am 

Depart Cave Camp Approx. 8.00am 

Summit of Sgurr Alasdair 9.39am 

Top of Great Chute 10.00am 

King’s Chimney-Collies Ledge 12.30pm 

Summit of Mhic Choinnich 1.25pm 

Base of Inn Pin 2.30pm 

Arrive Glenbrittle 7.05pm 

The Story 
 In the great tradition of researching and preparing for trips in the UK, as little as possible, Kyle and I 
decided to try our hand at Cuillin Ridge in Scotland. It's sometimes referred to as "The Black Cuillin" and 
is advertised as "one of the greatest expedition challenges in the UK”. So, training? Nah. Heart? Well at 
least we have that covered.  
 
We had our eye on the weather as it was looking a bit mixed, per usual. Given that the ridge is quite 
difficult and we were out of practice we thought we'd rather make the long ten and half hour drive if the 
weather was looking promising. Our back up plan was to tour the Southern coast of England and see the 
historic sites. But, that was all shot out the window when I went and read a story about a backpacker 
and then there was only mountains on the brain. Just reading about stars and the smell of rain and trees 
made me realize how desperate and deprived I was feeling. I needed nature. I needed a challenge. I 
needed mountains. And so, we decided that we'd roll the dice and give the Cuillin a go. I believe the 
actual text message was more to the effect of “What do you say? Fuck it and go?” to which I received 
the response “Why not. Seems to work for us.”. There also happened to be a separate peak on the Isle 
of Skye that was a 'hike' so there was that as a backup option. Well. We had an idea, if not a fully formed 
plan. 
 
We departed our house in Leeds at around 7.15am, and after stopping at the Bannockburn memorial 
and two whiskey distilleries (Blair Athol and Dalwhinnie) we made it to Skye. We didn't have any 
reservations for somewhere to stay so we crashed in our car at a roadside layby. And that is how we 
celebrated a fourth anniversary, dirtbag style. The next day we visited two more whiskey places (Talisker 
and a local mixing place), a garden and a couple of castles (Armadale and Dunsgiath) before driving to 
the end of the road and Glenbrittle. We made it with a couple minutes to spare before they closed and 
fortunately they had room for us to 'car camp'. And then the next night, while we were on the ridge, we 
could leave the car there. The woman checking in asked us our timeline, and in our naivety we told her 
we planned to do the whole ridge and be back by late afternoon on the second day. Little did we know!  
 



That being said, Glenbrittle 
was a beautiful location. We 
parked the car right on the 
bank facing the ocean and 
covetously observed all of 
the large campers and 
pimped out vans around us. 
People had tables out and 
extensive cooking set ups. I 
pulled out our MSR pocket 
rocket and made some 
instant mac n' cheese. By the 
time we had packed up and 
got into the car to go to 
sleep it was getting dark out 
and we both crashed. The 
alarm went off at 6.30am the 
first time. The fact that it 
looked even slightly misty 

out, coupled with my great desire to not get up, meant we pushed back the alarm another thirty 
minutes. By the time we were coherent enough to get up, boots tied and packs on it was 7.30am. So, 
not anywhere close to an alpine start. From Glenbrittle the trail starts just behind the white bathroom 
and shower building. The trail heads uphill crossing a dirt road. We followed it until it reached a fork and 
took the right fork to traverse under the Cuillin on the north side. Our goal was to traverse to the end 
and start at Gars-Bheinn but it was so boggy we quickly grew weary of trying to pick our way along the 
only vaguely, visible trail while dodging bogs and puddles. Instead, I did what I do best and just headed 
cross-country straight uphill. In reality, it is essentially what we were going to have to do anyway 
because the trail doesn't go all the way around and up. It was in our destiny to have to travel cross-
country. And just as we started to make our way uphill, in boggy, slippery grass, with heavy packs, the 
sun came out. Blissful, motivating and suddenly warm! It was so warm we were going through our water 
faster than I'd hoped. Knowing that the ridge wouldn't offer a lot water opportunities, in fact it’s 
notoriously noted for being on the dry side later in the year, we stopped at one of the last little wet 
sections and killed off a liter (which I'd already sweat) That way we could immediately pump it back and 
instantly have all the water weight back in our packs!  Because seriously. Why make it easier? In total we 
had about 7 liters of water between us. What can I say? I take water matters seriously! 
 
But alas! It turns out in my haste to get out of the bog we turned uphill prematurely and ended up 
following the southern ridge up Sgurr nan Eag. So instead of intersecting the ridge we just went straight 
up to the summit. Oops! I got up and promptly dropped the pack just below the rock pile that is the 
summit. It felt so good to drop that pack! I practically shrugged it off! It was officially warm and I was 
drenched in sweat! I waited for Kyle to join me on the ridge, and silently mulled over whether to try to 
go back down the ridge to start at the 'proper' peak of Gars-Bheinn or to just continue forward since we 
were technically on the first Munro. The goal of the trip was more to get the Munro’s, but why not do 
the whole, correct Cuillin? With the, why not and we’re here mentality, we decided to give the first two 
peaks in the chain a go. We left our packs cached near on the summit of Sgurr nan Eag and took off 
down the east shoulder which has a fairly well-defined path. It fades in and out in several places but 
essentially stay on the ridge and you'll stay on or near the trail. I wore my harness on the walk over so I 
could clip a water bottle and little food pouch to myself, as well as a camera and a GPS. I needed a break 



from the heavy pack and would move faster 
without it. As soon as we started to descend the 
clouds started to roll in and it felt like they 
somehow, mysteriously slowed our progress, or 
just zapped our motivation. Why were we even 
doing this?! With time in heavy consideration, I 
left Kyle and took off for Gars-Bheinn. I told Kyle 
to go as far as he'd like and then turn around 
and go back up to Sgurr nan Eag and I'd meet 
him there. If he had a chance to rest and grab a 
snack then that would be good too. While on my 
solo jaunt, I ran into a couple of gents coming off 
of another small Point 875 along the way and 
they told me that he trail was pretty clear but 
that there were areas of 'greasy' rock. Hmm... 
greasy? Must be Scottish mountain talk for slick. 
The clouds made the far peak look deceptively 
and dishearteningly far way but in actuality with 
the decent trail and easy scramble sections it 
went fairly quickly. It only took me an hour to 
get over. On the return trip, I tripped once or 
twice and felt my body starting to drag. By the 
time I was on the ascent back up to the summit 
of Sgurr nan Eag, I was running low on energy. I 

could feel myself slipping past what I knew to be an acceptable level of bodily exertion. I wanted water 
but I'd left the one bottle with Kyle. In the absence of refreshing, and life-giving hydration, I opted for 
some honey roasted peanuts hoping they’d help me to refuel a little. Wrong move! They were so dry I 
couldn't swallow them. By the time I was nearing the top I was feeling physically sick and thought about 
having the three young guys who had just passed me tell Kyle to walk over to the edge of the summit 
and meet me with water. But, alas, I couldn't give in to that show of weakness. Or at least that's what 
part of my brain convinced the other part. I made the top, found Kyle and promptly asked for the water 
bottle and some NUUN tablets. The NUUN would be good for hydration but also to help mask the 
pseudo swamp taste of the water we had filtered not two hours ago. Either the filter was too old or the 
water had just a hint of pond scum taste.  
 
Well. Now that it was official! We grabbed our way too heavy packs and set off along the ridge towards 
Sgurr Dubh Mor. We were just behind a group of three guys, the ones who had passed me earlier, and 
so we were able to see in general which way they went. There were some scramble sections, perhaps 
Class 3 with the possibility of a couple Class 4 moves to get down to the low point between the summits. 
We stayed on the ridge or to the west (on the Loch Coir' a' Ghrunnda side). From here we traversed on 
faint trail to the south side of Caisteal a' Garbh-choire, which looked like a large white boulder/mass 
from our southerly approach. We then followed a faint trail around to the right (east side). Just on the 
other side of the block we followed the trail upwards where it revealed a well sheltered bivy spot that 
looked delightful but alas, too soon for us. We followed a faint path that zigged upwards until we lost 
the thread. In general, we stayed on the 'ridge' and just to the left (Loch Coir’ side). We encountered a 
little steeper terrain here and although it was not very exposed or technically too difficult (and that's 
being said with our boots and full packs) it felt like it had some Class 4 moves. About two thirds of the 
way to the summit we dropped our packs on a nice green bench and continued up to the summit of 



Sgurr Dubh an Da Bheinn 
where we went up and 
over to get to Sgurr Dubh 
Mor, a Munro and part of 
the Cuillin on the other 
side. Again, from Dubh an 
Da Bheinn we had to drop 
down and then climb back 
up the other side. The 
party of three guys we'd 
seen before were on the 
summit already and 
another party of three 
(with a fourth waiting on 
the last summit) was 
making their way upwards. 
We followed their path 
over, to a degree, and then 
varied off to take the path 

and more scramble-like terrain. They appeared to be looking for the most sporty boulder moves. We 
were just looking to get there! I was still feeling a bit peaky, but with the NUUN and some food in my 
system was fortunately starting to improve. In general, from Dubh an Da Bheinn we followed the ridge 
directly east and down. There were spots of trail peaking out, and then once at the low point between 
the two summits we traversed up and climber's right around the first large obstacle and to the base of 
another. We followed a trail around towards a corner and then to an easy Class 3 scramble section.  We 
ascended upwards, aiming back towards the ridge and following the path of least resistance (staying 
predominately climbers right). A slip could be serious but the moves were mostly there and stayed at 
about Class 3. 
 
We met up with the other three climbers near the summit, Kyle and I arrived shortly after their first and 
left as the last two were arriving. We backtracked the way we came and back up to the far summit, 
down and back towards our packs. They felt shockingly heavy to put back on. There may or may not 
have been some swearing and dancing about as we adjusted them. Once properly strapped on though, 
we made our way down the ridge towards the infamous TD gap. The trail (word used loosely) stayed 
fairly low on the west side while traversing over to the gap, we weren't on it for a part of the traverse, 
but it's manageable terrain. At the low point between the peaks is where the terrain narrows and 
becomes more rocky. Stay on the ridge proper while ascending. Then as the ridge narrows stay climbers 
right and walk around a little ledge to the base of steep wall and corner. We thought this was the rock 
climb. Since the climb in the corner looked slightly overhung (not much but still not strictly vertical in all 
sections) and the left side 'face' was a little more exposed, we pulled out our gear and roped up. I 
started up, and the moves were easy. It was blocky and the holds were all there. But with the heavy 
overnight pack, boots and minimal places for protection, I started to get nervous. I was able to make the 
moves I just had to go slowly. I climbed nearly straight upwards and built myself an anchor, but as soon 
as I'd done that I realized at the top of the little rocky scramble there were slings around a boulder. 
D’oh! That would have been better as it was hard to get in good pro. I belayed Kyle up and we went to 
look over the edge and that is the moment we realized what we'd done was just child’s play. The TD gap 
is immediately after this and the three-some of guys that'd passed us quite a bit earlier were on the 
route, and it looked hard. To get to the gap you had to rappel off of the boulder with the slings down 



into the ‘TD Gap’ and then 
start up the wall on the other 
side. But as we watched the 
other three guys, with smaller 
packs struggling up the route 
we hesitated. Even without a 
pack it looked hard. Their 
lead climber yelled over that 
it was a Hard Severe or 
Severe at the least. So, it 
could be anywhere from a 5.5 
to a 5.8 or 'thereabouts'. But 
it looked like it might be 
harder. It was a full-on and 
proper crack climb. The 
moves and pro looked tough. 
Well Crap. Or in words more 
frequently heard this trip "For 
fucks sake!" 

 
After talking about it, Kyle and I thought it'd be possible to rappel down into the 'gap' which wasn't very 
exposed and then take the western gulley out of the Gap to scramble back towards Loch Coir’. The only 
question was there looked to be a 'step' that might need to be rappelled. At least it had that appearance 
from above. I could tell that a trail curved under the GAP and up towards the southwest of Sgurr 
Alasdair. Ugh. We rappelled back down the way we'd just come up, which was a bit nerve-wracking as it 
was pulling the rappel the opposite way it was traditionally pulled (changing the directional use of the 
anchor) and it was a bit crumbly with another party trying to come up below us. I made a very 
ungraceful rappel and ended up ripping my puffy on a rock... BOO! I heard it rip. Kyle followed after me, 
and we back tracked from here down to the low point on the rocky section of the ridge and then down 
to the Loch Coir’ side where after some large boulder scrambling we found ourselves on a trail. We 
briefly dropped our packs, put away the gear, and I dropped down to a 'spring' a hundred feet or so 
below and filled up our water bottles. Hallelujah, because we'd been filtering any water we came across 
pooled on rocks (the last one yielded about 200-300ml) just to make sure we didn't run out. We weren’t 
close, but I was determined not to run out. 
 
Now we followed the trail under the cliff band and over to a cave on the far side (just under the 
southeast side of Sgurr Sgumain). It was fairly large and was flattened for a bivy. Kyle pointed it out but I 
was really hoping to get up and over Alasdair. So we went up to the ridge and started following it up the 
southwest ridge until we reached a short 6-8ft vertical step. By this point, the clouds had started to roll 
in, and the light was dimming, both as a result of the clouds and the sun lowering in the sky. And, as a 
bonus the wind was picking up. It was frustrating as we were within a hundred feet or so of the summit. 
We spent time poking around and then decided just to return down to the cave and make that our bivy 
spot for the evening, it was protected and we had enough water. I oscillated quite a lot on the decision 
but in the end we rolled back to the cave. As we were setting up our bivy gear and changing into our dry 
clothes we could hear the other party of four descending the gulley up to TD gap. The clouds were still 
rolling in and out and we could occasionally see them. I yelled something to the effect of 'Hey foursome' 
in the absence of knowing any of their names, to try and get their attention. We yelled over that if they 



wanted to crash in the cave there seemed to be room enough. It'd be snug but I thought we could 
probably get most in. 
 
Later we found out that we yelled over right when someone was dropping their trousers to go to the 
bathroom and we made them nervous. Friendly fail! We weren't so far away so in the end they decided 
to join us. As they got there we realized that all of us probably wouldn't fit in the cave, so I carved out a 
little spot just outside of it. It made more sense that either Kyle or I would sleep outside since we had a 
full gortex hooped bivy and the others were rockin' plastic bags and some not even mats to sleep on. 
Serviceable but not as comfortable in the wind I'm sure.  It was fun to have the group of four join us 
(Adam, Kristy, Jeannie annnd... another guy!) It was a bit of a dance to get everyone situated and I 
struggled to find a place to set up the stove that was out of the wind. It seemed to be coming from all 
directions. It wasn't wild or anything but it was enough that the little pocket rocket was struggling to get 
lit and stay that way. I managed to get it going and tucked it back into a little alcove where I had to try 
and squat near it and block the wind. Kyle chose that moment to tell me there was a down draft coming 
from above. Seriously, what was I supposed to do about that? I was already perched on the toes of my 
feet to balance in front of this stove on a slope and my legs were tired! You make dinner hussy! Per 
normal, waiting for water to boil doubles the time. So in my impatience, I just dumped in the mac n' 
cheese mix without bothering to look at how much water we had in there and turned what should have 
been mac and cheese into soup. Whatever. Hot, salty, soup mix with noodle pieces now. And you'll be 
grateful! ... Or I'll eat it all! 
 

When we all finally got into our 
various sleeping situations, we 
stopped and took some time to 
marvel at the stars. How 
miraculous. One of the big items 
I wanted to savor on this trip was 
enjoying a starry night out and 
here we were, being gifted that 
very thing. I knew I was blessed 
even before a shooting star 
flashed brightly across the sky. 
The stars were just as awe-
inspiring as they have always 
been. Balm to the soul. As 
everyone else started to doze, I 
saw some other weird light 
briefly flash forward. I thought 
for a moment it might have been 

the aurora getting ready to spool 
up but after the initial flash I didn't see any further signs that was the case. With the breeze picking up, I 
pulled the gortex hood over myself and closed my eyes.  
 
I was sleeping about five feet from the cave entrance. It made more sense for the ultralight kit-ers to 
sleep inside to mitigate the wind, but they were getting dripped on from the cave walls. Hopefully the 
tradeoffs were worth the stay for them. Before too long had passed, I could hear snoring and I knew it 
was Kyle. We’ve been together so long, I just know that snore! I started giggling and joking with the 
other four. At some point Kyle did wake up and Adam said he felt bad for waking him because he was 

The cave sleeping situation! 



the first person who had actually fallen asleep. Yah. I didn't feel bad at all. In fact, later in the evening 
when he started snoring again I picked up a few small stones and threw them at his bivy. The problem 
was it sounded like fatty water drops hitting his bivy instead and he did not even stir. If I threw any 
bigger stones those might actually hurt. Thwarted.  
 
I got up to go to the bathroom twice in the night, because I just can’t sleep if I’m having to hold it! The 
first time it was still clear out, but the second time I had to venture forth in a cloud.  The visibility was 
very low and it gave a surrealistic nearly other worldly slant to the environs. Accordingly, I didn't go too 
far and the cave was obscured. No sense getting lost while going to the bathroom! The wind did start to 
pick up in the early morning and the temperature dropped again. I stayed fairly warm but my toes did 
get a little cold. Not anything to write home about 'cold'. Overall, our set up was really cozy and I’d do it 
again. But, that coziness made it hard to contemplate actually getting up the next morning. Maybe 
that’s the silver lining to going ultralight? You don’t actually want to stay still. I was comfortable on my 
three inch mat and in a warm sleeping bag. Choices. We all laid around and watched the sun rise, it was 
a glorious fire red sunrise over the mountains. Simply stunning. Another gift from the mountains. While 
we all oohed and aahed, it came up that I'd been muttering in my sleep. Well.. that's probably the best 
case. At least I wasn't screaming or acting possessed! It also came up that at least two of the four had a 
rough night and didn't get much sleep as they had been freezing. Hardly surprising, but I still felt bad for 
them. We'd offered to give them some spare gear or heat up some water but they didn't seem keen on 
the idea. In the end, three decided to go down and Adam decided he'd join up with our team and try to 
see if he could get further along the ridge.  
 

Adam, the fun, energetic, 
vegan, and now team 
member, was a great addition. 
To start the morning out he 
got us going on the correct 
scramble path up Alasdair. 
Immediately across from the 
cave there was a flake like 
feature that hid behind it a 
Class 4 chimney scramble 
section. The scramble moves 
were fairly straight forward 
and solid but with the packs 
they definitely felt a little more 
precarious. A couple of times 
the pack would get wedged in 
or I'd have to lean out to make 
room. Adam was really nice 
about stopping to help us 

make the moves. It was a 20-30ft section of Class 4 scrambling that then stepped right out onto a 'face' 
that was predominately Class 3 scrambling with the occasional Class 4 move. We continued to work our 
way up and slightly climber's right (to the south side of Alasdair). We reached the summit at 
approximately 9:40 am. The wind was still blowing but it was nice to tag another Munro. We snapped a 
few quick shots and then followed Adam as he led us down what he remembered being the scramble 
route off. It turned out to be predominately Class 3 and fairly straight forward. Ah! Straight forward - the 
words only a follower would use! Once we dropped down between Alasdair and Sgurr Thearlaich to the 

Morning glow on the summit of Alisdair. Don’t our bright colors just shine?! 



'col' we debated what to do. 
We were now winging it. 
Straddling the weather and 
our own inclinations. We 
briefly dropped our packs to 
look up at Sgurr Thearlaich 
to see if we could rope up 
and tag that summit. As we 
looked up the south ridge 
we determined it looked 
like something that one 
might want to rope up for 
just as a big gust hit us with 
nearly staggering force. 
Okay so probably not! We 
decided to head back to the 
col, and our packs, strap 
them on and descend via 
the 'Black Couloir' or ‘The 
Great Stone Chute’. 

Basically, descend off the north side down a trail through the scree towards Loch Lagan. It had a vaguely 
dark, ominous feeling. I loved it. As we descended the couloir we saw that climbers right (east) there 
was a little piece of 'trail' that looked like it might traverse under King's Chimney. We knew both from 
our Rockfax's guide and Jeannie's discussion 
earlier that there was something called 
'Collie's Ledge' which could be used to 
traverse around King's Chimney (supposedly a 
harder rock climb than TD Gap). From afar it 
looked like the green ledges would be the 
most promising way to traverse around and so 
a couple hundred feet under the King's 
Chimney, Adam started to traverse around 
what looked to be a passable section to take a 
look. He came back and said it didn't look 
overly promising. I traversed over took and 
looked and said it would probably be a no go 
for us especially with the slightly moist terrain 
and our heavy packs. It was fairly exposed and 
a slip would likely be grievous if not deadly. 
Unfortunately, Kyle and I both hit a lazy spot 
right around this point, but fortunately for us 
Adam danced uphill, following his gut towards 
what he thought was more likely the gap.  
 
Turns out, he was right! After a little 
exploring, he scrambled back down towards 
us again and said he had found what he 
thought was Collie's Ledge. He was very 

Exploring and contemplating the wrong ledge! A couple hundred feet below the real ledge. 

Adam on the right ledge! A pretty spectacular little path with some 
exposure. 



conscientious and kept telling us he didn't want to drag us further than we were willing to go. I think he 
could sense our hesitancy and truth be told I wasn't feeling 'on my game'. It was that indefinable sense 
of being slightly off and it was making me more cautious. We decided to go check out the ledge and 
proceed with caution from there. Guess we weren’t too tired to try! We scampered up to the col and 
from there up a couple of Class 4 moves to get to a wide ledge that traversed (climber's left or west) 
around to the Loch Lagan side. The ledge started off fairly wide (6 to 7 feet) and angled upwards. While 
Kyle and I continued, slowly and cautiously forward, Adam danced off around the ledge and then came 
back and said it did narrow in a few places but it was definitely a 'path'. Okay. Guess we’re going to roll 
with this! About a third to halfway around the ledge it started to narrow. Again it wasn't hard, and was 
definitely a trail, but a slip could prove very serious. With some sections being moist and exposed, 
coupled with my general ‘off game’ I called for a rope. Adam, again, was a good sport, and again went 
ahead to scout out the way. He said he went to the point where it connected to the ridge and it was 
fine, more of the same but not far. Okay. So we just needed to get through this section. The clouds were 
rolling in and out and it was making it hard to tell how far was 'far'. But YOLO. Kyle and I roped up, which 
worked for us. There was one or two sections where the trail required an exposed step. Again, all very 
easy, but with the packs and it being 'greasy' in several spots, it wasn't worth the risk, in my humble and 
biased opinion. At its narrowest, the trail was about two feet wide with one ‘missing step’ you had to 
step across. In dry conditions, with a small pack, I’m sure it’s a dance. 

 
Adam patiently waited as we 
fiddled with the ropes. We only 
used it for two short sections 
and then we were at the ridge 
again. In all I don’t think that 
Collie's Ledge was much more 
than 150m in horizontal length. 
At this northerly intersection of 
ridge we dropped our packs 
and had a quick snack. Since 
we'd come this far we might as 
well try to scramble to the 
summit of Sgurr Mhic 
Choinnich. There was a clear 
boot path that turned upwards. 
Not knowing what we'd 
encounter, but knowing this 
section was fraught with cliffs 
(like King's Chimney and 

everything we'd traversed around) I carried the rack up and Kyle wore the rope like a backpack. I have a 
'better to be prepared' tendency. If that isn’t obvious by now! The scramble was easy and very fun. In 
fact, it was one of my favorite sections of scrambling on the trip. Not very exposed and overall fairly 
solid all the way to the summit. We only briefly snapped a few summit photos, took in the increasingly 
cloudy view and descended. We backtracked down to where we had dropped our packs and stopped to 
have a spot of lunch. While we were sitting there, another gent came around the ledges and turned to 
make his way up to the summit of Sgurr Mhic Choinnich. We exchanged some pleasantries and then as 
he headed up, we headed off north along the ridge. Again, this was a really fun section of the day; there 
was a fairly clear track that lead along the ridge and then dropped to work around a cleft. Along this 
section of the journey, I told everyone to stop listening to me because I kept trying to stay high and the 

Happy trio on the summit of Mhic Choinnich! 



trail invariably kept being low. So, the general take away, for this section, was stay a little lower. Earlier 
in the day we had briefly discussed how it’d be nice to make it over to Inn Pin, but that we’d take it one 
step at a time. Now it was looking like a possibility. Without much discussion we seemed to tacitly agree 
to continue forward. One foot in front of the other. 
 

From across the way the 

Brown Ledge looked much 

more difficult, which is 

partially why we’d reserved 

final judgement, but the 

closer we got the more 

reasonable it began to look. 

Mountain illusions! With the 

ledge looking a lot more 

palatable, we decided to give 

it a try and headed up 

towards Inaccessible Pinnacle 

(aka Inn Pin). The Brown 

Ledge was Class 2 lower 

down, slabby, but broken up 

enough to get good purchase 

with our feet. It stayed at a 

fairly low angle and was easy 

to navigate up. Follow the ledge until it reaches a corner and you’ll glimpse your first view of Inn Pin. It 

was surprisingly closer than I was expecting. That almost never happens! From this corner, Kyle and I 

started heading around and up another series of wide ledges. Adam, who was ahead of us, yelled back 

that we should head up to the second tier of the ledge as soon as possible as it’d be easier. There wasn’t 

anything too difficult to overcome, all roads lead to Rome type of deal, but we found a very reasonable 

couple of steps (perhaps Class 3 for a couple moves) that put us on the higher ledge. From there, we 

continued working our way north up a fun slabby ramp. This was slightly steeper but still had some 

broken-up sections and a wall on the right that provided for some bracing (although I didn’t use it that 

much as there seemed to be more water dripping on the rock closer to the wall). The rock was still 

mercifully dry but the wind was picking up more and more. Noooo! Hold off! As we finished the last 

section of slab up to the base of Inn Pin a rope team was finishing up the first pitch on the moderate 

southern side. We dropped our packs and tried to have a quick snack and some water while huddled out 

of the wind. Well. That is what we tried. But there was no real place out of the wind. And it was steadily 

picking up, clouds started to roll in and out as we debated roping up. In the end, we opted to give it a go 

since we were here, and oh so close! I tied into both ropes. One for Kyle and one for Adam. Kyle was 

going to belay me and then I could belay both Kyle and Adam up off of the reverso.   

I debated putting on my rock shoes as it’d make the route easier but it was getting chilly and I thought 

it’d be warmer to try and do it in boots. And at least, I wasn’t going to have to climb with my heavy pack 

on. But layers. I definitely needed more layers! So I put on my wool hoody, my primaloft jacket and then 

Kyle en route to the Inaccessible Pinnacle. 



my heavy duty gortex jacket before 

racking up. The route is fairly blocky 

down low. I stayed on left  (west) 

side. Up about 35-40ft I stepped right 

(east) out onto the ‘spine’ of the 

route. Essentially, I moved onto the 

arete (ridge). I yelled down at Kyle 

several times to stop keeping the 

rope so tight. It felt like I was dragging 

weights behind me. Kyle told me he 

was barely holding it. What I was 

feeling was the drag from the wind 

picking up the rope and forcing it 

away from the route. Special type of 

spicy. Needless to say, the wind was 

really picking up at this point. I was 

pausing to move and placing my holds 

a little more carefully as I prepared to 

be physically buffeted around a little. 

I stopped approximately where I 

thought the other group had, both 

because I wanted to avoid too much 

rope drag but also so I would still be 

within hearing distance. And of course 

I left the radio in the pack… Now that 

I’d found my stopping place I was 

looking around for a way to build an 

anchor. And like most of the rock so far on this trip it seemed hard to protect. I was able to pull out my 

big piece of red runner and wrap a large section of rock. It took me a while to come up with something 

that seemed reasonable and even then I’m not generally a big fan of just one piece or sling as the only 

anchor but that is what we had and it seemed okay. I started to belay up Adam and was able to bring 

him up and then I started bringing up Kyle. But with Adam on the tiny little ledge it was hard to 

maneuver so I told him to pull the rope. I explained it was set up to auto lock if he let go. All he had to 

do was keep pulling the rope up. Still, it was all new and in unfavorable conditions, and I could tell that 

he wasn’t really comfortable. At least our side of the arete wasn’t as windy. Thank the lord for small 

favors. But that was pretty close to when the favors ended... Kyle arrived on up on the ledge and it was a 

snug squeeze. Not only was it a squeeze but we had two green rope piles that were going to need to be 

resorted. The wind was really picking up now and the clouds were making it difficult to see exactly how 

far the summit was.  

We crouched in various positions on the ledge and discussed whether or not we should continue. It 

would have been a no brainer had it not been windy. But I was worried that the gusts, which were 

getting increasingly more powerful, combined with the minimal looking protection from my vantage, 

would be risky. The climbing wasn’t even that bad in my boots thus far and it looked like the angle 

decreased but the arête also narrowed. Add to that, Kyle was still cold, even after climbing up in his 



puffy and heavy gortex layer. Yikes! 

Kyle rarely gets cold! I think Adam 

would have rolled either way and 

didn’t want to push one way or the 

other. I, on the other hand, was 

having trouble being so close. I think I 

may have been able to throw a rock 

and hit the summit! But getting 

physically buffeted was making me 

feel a little more cautious. In the end, 

the combination of factors led us to 

decide to head down. Okay. Next 

problem. We were going to have to 

rappel down. The anchor I had felt 

solid but it always makes you think 

twice when you’re the one creating 

the anchor that everyone is going to 

put their life on and rappel off of. The 

anchor was such that I thought it’d be 

best if we directionally rappelled back 

down the way we came. We set up a 

rope to rappel and threw the coils. 

But in the wind the coils got all 

messed up on the way down. Kyle 

had to go first since I needed him to 

act as a fireman for Adam, and I 

needed to stay to set Adam up on 

rappel and monitor the anchor. At 

one point Kyle yelled up that the rope was caught and he wasn’t sure what to do. I tried yelling 

instructions but it was so windy we were only catching snippets of what the other was saying. That or 

Kyle was just ignoring my good advice! Fortunately, he was able to get it sorted. While he did that, I 

fiddled with the ropes. Debating how best to keep Adam tied in, get him off his rope and get the second 

rope down. I got Adam set up to rappel, got an auto-block set up, and then realized I’d got it set up left 

handed. It was hard from my position to set it up and so I asked him if he could go down left handed. I 

explained that he just had to feed the rope through slowly and the autoblock would stop him if he got 

out of control and Kyle was going to watch the rope for him as well. He went like a trooper but I did feel 

a bit bad for the slightly crazy circumstances.  

I decided to tie the second rope to me and throw a large coil down. I didn’t want to pull a second rope. 

Somewhere in my head it made sense, although in hindsight, I think I would have done it differently. 

Because… when I threw the rope the wind literally threw it back and all over the place. It was like 

watching strands get thrown around a tornado. Ugh. For fucks sake!  I started to rappel and pulled it 

along with me. But one piece got stuck a little more on the face. I didn’t particularly want to rappel out 

on the ‘face’ because I didn’t like the directional pull. It should be fine but I didn’t really want to risk it. I 

tried pulling the rope but it was quite stuck, so I swung out a little further and I felt the whole system 

Onward and upward on the Inn Pinn! 



‘pop’ and drop. I just stilled. I had an idea of what had happened (I believe it was the sling pulling from 

under one of the rocks pieces I’d tucked it under and shifting left on the face side) but it was still a little 

discomfiting. I heard Kyle and Adam make a noise when the ‘thwank’ and drop movement happened. I 

decided to leave the rope and try to pull it from below. I got down and Adam was working on getting it 

unstuck, but it was not getting unstuck. One problem at a time. Kyle and I set about pulling the rappel 

rope. With the wind still being crazy I told him we’d have to pull it really quickly once we felt it start to 

go, that way it’d hopefully pull out from the rock a little and if we were lucky not get tangled on 

something. Thankfully, we got it down okay. But the other rope proved very problematic and frustrating. 

Eventually, Adam scrambled up a crack in his shoes and with him in the crack working it and Kyle and I 

pulling and flicking we were able to get it out. It was a good thing too because I had said something out 

loud about leaving the rope and paying Jeannie back! But in reality, I was thinking I was going to have to 

climb back up (not the crack Adam was in though because it was too wide to take pro or I would have 

tried aiding up the first few steps). But, thankfully Adam was able to get it unstuck enough. With that 

taken care of we quickly threw our kit in our bags and got ready to bail. We decided to try going up and 

over and catch a trail that appeared on the map. We got up and found a boot path and followed it 

shortly west until it hit a ridge but the ridge looked really scrambly. We could see a trail on the other 

side of a summit but the wind took that moment to really come howling across the mountain and it 

nearly knocked me over with my full overnight pack on. That is substantial force. Game up! Time to 

bounce. Time to get serious, and take the scree route down to Loch Lagan. We knew the way, and it’d 

go. So, that is precisely what we did. We turned around and went back down the brown ledge. As we 

were going down there were a few times when we could hear the wind roaring across the hills before it 

struck. It was amazing, and wild!  

Adam flew down the mountain 

but we went a little slower. I think 

I could have likely kept up but 

Kyle was adjusting to walking on 

the slabby downhill and then the 

scree sliding. We rode a few 

‘scree-lanches’ down. I only bit it 

once. Not too shabby in my mind. 

Adam said he moved away from 

the trail at the bottom because 

we knocked down some rocks. 

Well... I was riding a ‘scree-

lanche!! I didn’t think it was that 

bad. I think one hit me from Kyle, 

but I didn’t remember knocking 

anything big down, and he was 

quite far away. If it was going to hit him down there it’d have to be large and obvious! So basically, I 

wash my hands of that responsibility! Once of the scree-fest we picked up the trail around the north side 

of the loch and followed it down. There were a few places where it was lost in the rocks but generally 

following it over to the lip on the north side will lead the way and then it is visible from above. As we 

wound our way downward, the gents told me that while I was climbing up Inn Pin they were discussing 

how nice it’d be to have a warm cup of tea. Haha! Really? I quite enjoyed the strong woman imagery 



though. Up to this point, we hadn’t really eaten all day so we stopped for a little water and Adam shared 

some nuts with us. That’d tide me over. I was in the “wind-down-and-obsessing-about-food” part of the 

day and was fixated on the tortilla chips and salsa in the car. We grabbed Adam’s e-mail address. I 

managed to botch it twice before finally getting it down correctly. It was a good thing he was reading 

over my shoulder. And that was the end of the fellowship. He took the high trail back to where his van 

was parked and we took the path to Glenbrittle. In the true tradition on the hills, the closer we got to 

the car the more my feet started to feel the pounding. I think there is some perverse logic that your 

brain simply ‘allows’ you to regain more senses in proportion the miles it knows you have remaining. It 

knows you don’t have to keep going and can slowly start to transition back to a more normal state of 

being. Either way, with our helmets still firmly on our noggins we rolled into Glenbrittle. Around the 

time we were originally planning to be back, just missing more than half the ridge! I tore into the car like 

a wild animal and found the chips and salsa in the cooler. I promptly squatted on the ground like Gollum 

as I inhaled the delicious goodness of chips, and sweaty cheese coated in salsa. And with no shame and 

absolutely no remorse, Kyle and I took turns stripping and changing into our street clothes.  

We needed to get on the 

road so we could hopefully 

find a place to stay that 

night. We were both 

looking forward to a 

shower, a bed, and if we 

were lucky some food. 

Seriously, my head was 

itching! That was the order 

of importance as well. I 

slept okay in the car but 

sleeping in a bed sounded 

delightful. We hopped in 

the car and started back 

northwards towards the 

main road but made a 

quick stop when we saw 

Adam’s van. He had his feet 

up and looked like he was living large. We briefly stopped to talk and admire his set up. I mean come on, 

he had an iron wood burning furnace in there! But quickly made our adieus. He had recommended on 

the trail that we try Sligachan Hotel which would have food as well. Onward! We made our way in that 

direction, and if it didn’t work out we could continue on to Portree which is the biggest town on the 

island and would probably be our best bet of finding lodgings and food for the evening. Sligachan did 

not have any room. It was disappointing but we rallied and drove on to Portree. About ten minutes 

outside of Portree I started getting sporadic internet reception and began googling and calling potential 

places. And as we drove Kyle looked for ‘vacancy’ signs. It was a bit surreal how many ‘no vacancy’ signs 

were out. Honestly. I don’t know if I’ve ever been to a place where there was just no room! But 

fortunately, we got a hit on one place that said they had a room available that night. Hallelujah! We did 

get a little lost on the way there. Because it was such a huge town. Simply put, I was given some basic 

driving instructions and in my tired state I could not remember the order of the three turns. So what did 

Trying to see how dramatic I can be while eating chips and salsa - turns out I found my inner 
Gollum. 



I do? I made Kyle call the guy back. Haha! Small favors though, we were able to find street parking right 

outside. We walked in, up to the room, which was pretty simple and a bit musky smelling but clean 

enough but made resplendent, in my eyes, with a working shower. We took it! The guy gave us a form 

to fill out for what we wanted for breakfast. And free breakfast?! Dirtbag nirvana! We ran out to the car, 

grabbed our bags and brought them in. Not the funky smelling gear though. Dinner first. Priorities. 

Showers were deferred until we could go find some dinner. After all, it was a small town and it was likely 

restaurants would not be open too late. It was probably for the best though, because Kyle didn’t want to 

wash his hair with castille soap. Pampered princess! It was what I grabbed in our hurried packing. So 

now that the housing crisis was handled, we went in search of food and would address the soap 

situation after. It took us a while to agree on a restaurant but we ended up at Cuchullian Restaurant 

having salmon with squash risotto and local cider. We cleaned those plates! I was a bit self-conscious. I 

felt stinky and dirty in this boutique restaurant with close seating quarters. However, we weren’t kicked 

out, garnered no stares, and enjoyed a delicious meal. On our return to the B&B we stopped at the Co-

op to grab some razors and shampoo. And what a delight did that prove to be. After a heavenly shower, 

we both crashed HARD! And that my friends, is a little slice of all that is right in the world. 

Lessons Learned 

1. Heard on the mountain “I’m so white I got a tan in Scotland!” 

2. Don’t throw a rappel rope when it’s super windy. Saddle bag or figure something else out! 

3. It is so nice to sleep plush! 

4. I had crazy back-ne on my shoulders from the straps. I think it might have been the worst I’d 
ever had. I wonder why. 

 

 



 

 


