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– Foreword –





Stephen Venables


Once upon a time, in the early 1970s, when I was young and newly intoxicated by mountaineering, but living far from the mountains, I fed my addiction by reading. I devoured the classic narratives of Eric Shipton, Gwen Moffat, Dorothy Pilley, Hermann Buhl, Lionel Terray and dozens of other mountain heroes. But for contemporary inspiration I relied on the bi-monthly magazine Mountain, whose editor, Ken Wilson, had a knack of winkling out those climbers who were doing both interesting stuff and knew how to write about it. To my mind one of the most eloquent of those mountain writers was Rob Collister.


Here was a man who seemed to achieve all the things I aspired to. He had travelled by dog sled to remote peaks in Antarctica. He had climbed some of the hardest ice routes on Ben Nevis and was one of the few British mountaineers then braving winter climbing in the Alps. Long before it became a glitzy media event, he had, in a single day, skied the famous Glacier Patrol from Zermatt to Verbier. In Asia he was setting new benchmarks for ultra-lightweight first ascents of stunning peaks in Chitral, Hunza, Kulu, Kishtwar … names redolent with the promise of exotic adventure.


One of the most notable of those vintage Mountain articles by Rob was an account of the North-West Face of the Gletscherhorn in the Bernese Alps. No Britons had previously attempted this huge ice face lurking behind the Jungfrau in the wild cirque of the Rottal Glacier. In fact it had probably had few ascents at all since it was first climbed in the thirties. So, in purely competitive terms – and don’t let any climber fool you that he or she does not have at least a streak of competitiveness – this was a nice tick to add to the CV. But what comes across in Rob’s account – republished here – is not chest-thumping triumphalism, but a sense of delight. Here is someone genuinely loving what he is doing, relishing the difficulties, enjoying the companionship, attuned to every detail of the landscape.


Forty years on, the delight is still there, particularly in his adopted home of Snowdonia. Few people have run, biked and climbed over the mountains of North Wales as assiduously as Rob, and few have observed the landscape so acutely. And few are as knowledgable about its plants and birds. Reading some of his evocative pieces on Eryri reminds me just how special that landscape is, particularly in rare cold winters when snow and ice work their transformative magic. The stories also remind me that you don’t have to fly thousands of miles to find enchantment – it is right here, on our doorstep. Nor do you have to be climbing some desperate new route at extreme altitude to achieve fulfilment – Rob’s account of soloing that classic rock climb Amphitheatre Buttress in the Carneddau sparkles with the sheer joy of moving through a vertical landscape.


On a more serious note, when we fly round the world in search of ever more exotic adventures, we burn vast quantities of fossil fuels. Mountaineers contribute their fair share to global environmental degradation. Rob has always been aware of – and has written about – the contradictions inherent in a career that involves taking people into the wilderness, even if he does espouse Schumacher’s ‘small is beautiful’ principle, sometimes to the point of extreme spartanism. (A mutual friend once described the depressingly meagre rations served up by Rob each evening, after yet another gruelling day’s march through the Karakoram). Austerity aside, he is the thinking person’s climber, as summarised once by his then boss at the National Mountaineering Centre, John Barry, who described him as ‘a man of culture, a man of peace, a Renaissance man, all the good bits from Chariots of Fire, arrow alpinist, and as fit as a butcher’s dog – a deliberately inappropriate metaphor for a conscientious vegetarian.’ That pen portrait appeared in an account of the epic first ascent of the East Ridge of Mount Deborah, in Alaska – perhaps the hardest and most committing climb in Rob’s long mountaineering career. Of course Barry is gently poking fun, because that is his style, but the mockery is suffused with obvious affection and admiration for one of Britain’s great all-round mountaineers. Rob is also a distinguished mountain guide and a fine writer about his chosen way of life. Enjoy these thoughtful, provocative, entertaining evocations of that life.









– Part I –


Home Ground: Wales









– Chapter 1 –


In my Backyard
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Craig yr Ysfa. The Amphitheatre is the broad gully on the right-hand side.


Photo: John Farrar.











Even in the midst of yet another summer when low-pressure systems seemed to queue up in the Atlantic like jumbo jets at Heathrow, there were isolated days of such perfection that it was easy to forgive and forget the rest of the time. Cycling the shady lanes of the lower Conwy valley on a fine June morning when the air felt pleasantly cool on bare legs and the hedgerows were full of honeysuckle and strident wrens, I was reminded why I have chosen to live most of my adult life in Snowdonia. The car was off the road for its MOT and this was clearly a day to be in the mountains. Making a virtue of necessity, I was making my way through Rowen and Llanbedr-y-Cennin up into Cwm Eigiau. From Llanbedr the Ordnance Survey indicates in bold green dots that the track is a byway open to all traffic but it is clearly not much used. Bracken, cow parsley and nettles clogged my chain and forced me off the bike for fifty metres or so until a sunless tunnel formed by hazel coppice subdued the vegetation and made for easier, if muddier, going. The path, brightly edged now with foxglove, campion, herb robert and vibrant blue veronica, narrowed and dropped steeply down to the Afon Dulyn.


The bouldery riverbed was overhung by oak and ash and felt almost tropical in the green luxuriance with which bark and rock alike were smothered by lichen, moss and fern. I carried the bike across a neat unobtrusive footbridge and up on to an unremittingly steep, twisting council road calling for bottom gear and maximum effort. Gradually the angle eased and, as the high tops of the Carneddau hove into view, the road emerged from birch woodland on to a moor of tussock grass and rush and a few sheep.


With easier cycling and gates to open and shut there was much to see and hear that would have been missed in a car. Simple things like the crimson breast and lovely rufous-brown back of a linnet perched on a gorse bush, the descending cadence of a meadow pipit’s flight song as it parachuted down to earth, the strange fishing-reel call of a grasshopper warbler, were all familiar enough but at that moment they were a source of wonder and delight. As I pedalled on towards the mountains I was grinning to myself.


At the road’s end where cars were parked, it was a simple matter to lift the bike over the locked gate and continue along a wet track to the dam wall, never repaired after it ruptured with tragic consequences in 1925. Beyond the wall the track became rougher and rockier and it would have been a struggle to ride without front suspension at least. Even with, it was quite sufficiently challenging for me. Some hillwalkers seem to dislike mountain bikes on principle, yet in a situation like this they represent a valid example of what Fritz Schumacher called ‘intermediate technology’. A modern bike is a highly sophisticated machine yet it is unpolluting, an extremely efficient form of transport, and great fun to boot.


At Eigiau Cottage, a small hut belonging to the Rugby Mountaineering Club, the roof was being re-slated. A farmer, quad bike idling, had stopped for a chat. Suddenly, Cwm Eigiau felt almost busy, if not quite like the nineteenth century must have been when the farms were occupied and the quarries active. The grassy track steepened and the riding was made difficult by several washouts. Finally, sweating and beginning to burn at the back of my neck, I reached the old slate quarry, abandoned since 1890, and hid my bike inside one of its roofless dressed-slate buildings.


Overhead reared the dark verticality of Craig yr Ysfa. A steep little path wound up through scree and bilberry to the broad stony gully known as the Amphitheatre. I was detained awhile by the spectacle of a black beetle gamely manoeuvring a twig three times its own length, but soon I was at the foot of a rock ridge forming the left wall of the Amphitheatre, the start of a favourite rock climb. The guidebook describes it as Amphitheatre Buttress, 280-metres long, first climbed in 1905 by the Abraham brothers from Keswick and graded Very Difficult, which means that, in climbing terms, it is not very hard. However, it is by no means a scramble and there are several places where the obvious line is not the easiest, so route-finding acumen is called for. Its popularity over the years is evident from the way holds have been rounded and smoothed by the passage of many feet, demanding extra care.


I was carrying only a bum bag containing a windproof and some sandwiches. With no rope, helmet, harness or rock shoes, the preparatory rituals were reduced to cleaning mud from the soles of my trainers. Solo climbing is obviously more hazardous than climbing with a partner and a rope but this route was well within my technical ability and soloing confers a freedom to focus totally on the rock and to be absorbed by the place without the distraction of belays, climbing calls and all the paraphernalia that normally goes with climbing. Feeling a little stiff and awkward at first, I soon started to relax on solid, slabby rock, reassuringly in balance. Gaining height I began to revel in the precise placing of hands and feet and the flow of continuous careful movement. The crux, one hundred metres up, was a steep little rib, its holds polished, the drop down into the Amphitheatre horrifying. More than ever, it was a time to suspend the imagination and focus intently on the few feet of rock immediately ahead. A hand twisted inside a crack provided a perfect jam for a strenuous pull up and a jug-handle hold just where most needed made the moves above feel exciting but secure.


I paused for a moment to savour the situation. Ledges on the far side of the Amphitheatre were a distinctive blue-green flecked with yellow, the fleshy leaves of roseroot and the yellow orbs of globeflower hinting at a different, less acid geology. Overhead, the sky was still a flawless blue. A peregrine ducked silently behind the skyline and did not reappear. A series of short walls and little paths in the heather led to a pinnacle, or gendarme, four-metres high. On the far side of this feature the ridge narrowed to the proverbial knife-edge. George and Ashley Abraham were professional photographers who made a habit of taking a huge plate camera and tripod with them whenever they went climbing. A photograph in their book Climbing in North Wales (1911) shows a climber sitting uncomfortably astride this ridge, nudging forward with difficulty. One hundred years later, it seemed simpler to swing across the slightly overhanging left wall on enormous handholds.


Above, the ridge steepened again to a final bastion. Interesting climbing all at once became too hard for comfort and I was forced to beat a retreat and find an easier way. Finally, a line of holds led leftwards across a gully wall and then abruptly the ground was horizontal, the climb over. In front, on the far side of Nant y Benglog, the Ogwen valley, were the hazy grey shapes of the Glyderau and the familiar dark shark’s fin of Tryfan. Far below, specks of colour and faint shouting indicated another party embarking on the climb, but the top of Craig yr Ysfa was deserted. Eating my lunch overlooking the Amphitheatre, it seemed quite likely that the Abrahams and their friends would have sat in the same spot all those years ago and I wondered if their provisions were as substantial as their camera.


The summit of Carnedd Llewelyn beckoned and it was much too fine a day to ignore the summons. After the care-filled concentration of the climb, the walk up was a blissfully untaxing stroll. Others were picnicking at the cairn, so with a nod and a smile I crossed the summit plateau, a confusing, disorienting place in mist or storm, and descended a boulder field towards Foel Grach. Just past the little outcrop known as Tristan’s Cairn I cut right to reach a branch of the Afon Eigiau, passing chunks of metal debris from a crashed aircraft and the bloated, buzzing carcass of an unfortunate sheep that had ventured too far on to a patch of bright green floating sphagnum. In no time I was back at the bike and clattering down to the dam. Another wet potholed track led to Coedty reservoir above Dolgarrog through damp woods of willow and alder, filled with the repetitive call of the chiffchaff and the limpid song of its almost identical cousin, the willow warbler. My way home took me past the Dutch Pancake House near Rowen which, to anyone tired, hungry and exceedingly thirsty, is to be thoroughly recommended.


Back home, browsing through a journal of the John Muir Trust over yet another cup of tea, I came across a reference to ‘the spiritual qualities for which humans value wild land: freedom, tranquillity and solitude’. It struck me that I had experienced all three for much of that day in Cwm Eigiau.









– Chapter 2 –


A Winter’s Day
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Ysgolion Duon (the Black Ladders) seen from Yr Elen.











I am no sceptic when it comes to climate change, but there were occasions during the longest, coldest winter since the seventies when I had to remind myself that weather and climate are not synonymous. In Snowdonia, driving was often hazardous and parking difficult as councils did not see fit to clear car parks of snow. Nevertheless, huge numbers of people persisted and made it into the mountains to enjoy the winter conditions.


Snowdon was thronged, as ever, with hosts of poorly equipped walkers skittering precariously upwards on paths made icy by the passage of many feet. Cwm Idwal was packed with better-equipped climbers kicking and hacking their way up falls of vertical ice. I visited both at different times and enjoyed mountain days that were exhilarating and companionable. Yet there is an awareness of sights and sounds, sensations and feelings that is easily neglected in the cheerful chatter of a day out with friends. The most memorable day of the winter, for me, was midweek in February when I set off into the Carneddau alone.


It seemed an auspicious start when I was able to park without difficulty in Gerlan above Bethesda. I knew for certain it was going to be a good day when three builders, cradling mugs of steaming tea in cold hands, gave me an affable good morning as I passed. The sun shone in a rare blue sky, but puddles and seepages were still frozen hard as I made my way up a shaded lane and into the walled fields of the ffridd. There was not a soul about and very few sheep. Soon I was on the open mountain, passing close to the barely discernible walls and crude hut circles of a prehistoric settlement, following the Afon Caseg up towards its source.


Quite unlike Snowdon or the Glyderau in character, the Carneddau are big, spacious hills, protected from crowding by ‘the long walk in’, where the feet can roam at will and the spirit expand. Cutting the corner of a bend in the valley, not possible dry-shod in summer, I was able to cross the river on a snow bridge. Care was needed as the snow, through repeated cycles of thaw and freeze, was iron hard, too hard for the edge of a boot to gain purchase. It would have been easy to slide off into freezing, fast-flowing water. The valley narrowed and its sides steepened almost to a gorge, creating a sense of passing through a portal into an inner sanctum beyond. High up on the left, a projecting spear of rock on Carreg y Garth Isaf was tipped gold by the sun, as if freshly drawn from the molten core of the world. On the other side, the rocks and scree of Yr Elen were speckled by new snow, like a ptarmigan in summer, though sadly we do not have ptarmigan here in Wales. Recrossing the stream, a final steep pull brought me to Ffynnon Caseg, a secluded little lake ringed by the abrupt mountain walls of Foel Grach, Carnedd Llewelyn and Yr Elen, one of my favourite places in Snowdonia.


I had entered a true winter world now. There was not a blade of grass to be seen and the lake had a thick carapace of ice, though I did not push my luck by walking across it. The flanks of the mountains had been engulfed by snow and the upper rocks, coated in rime ice by a moist wind, were just catching fire in the sun, reminiscent more of Patagonia than Snowdonia. That is the alchemy of winter; it has the power to transform the familiar into something strange, the everyday into the extraordinary. These were no longer friendly grassy hills, they were mountains to be taken seriously. I strapped crampons to my boots and took the ice axe off my pack.


Many years before I had approached Yr Elen on ski from the other side, from Cwm Llafar, and as I approached the summit I had been intrigued to find the footprints of a fox emerging from a steep narrow gully to the north. Peering down it I had resolved to return one day and climb it myself. Years passed. Snow in North Wales became a rarity, and I seemed to be away in higher mountains more and more in wintertime. But finally, here I was on a perfect day, in perfect conditions, about to realise that long-held ambition. Three ravens performing flips and rolls high overhead were my only company. All the usual mountain sounds were stilled. There was no bleating of sheep. No splash or trickle of water. None of the usual sighings and rustlings of wind. Even the jets and helicopters of the RAF seemed to be on holiday. In Leslie Stephen’s phrase, ‘The pulse of the mountain is beating low’. The crunch of my crampons seemed loud in the stillness and somehow reassuring. There is something slightly unnerving about total silence, as if a veil between self and place has been removed and one must tread warily.


Savouring the moment, conscious that in a small overcrowded country I was privileged to have this place to myself, I cramponed beside the lake and up towards the back wall of the cwm, where my gully was an obvious gash in the summit rocks. As the slope steepened I noticed a line of footprints heading in the same direction. For a moment, I thought they might have been made by a fox again, but they turned out to be bootprints, little pigeon-holes in the snow-ice made by inexperienced climbers kicking at a right angle straight into the slope. Cannier climbers keep their feet flat as much as possible, relieving the strain on calf muscles and tendons and allowing the maximum number of crampon points to bite. As the gully narrowed, however, the slope reared up until I was happy to use the old steps. For a moment or two, attached to the mountainside by no more than a couple of inch-long metal spikes on each boot, I wondered if I should have brought a second axe for security. When the difficulties eased and I emerged from the dark shadowed confines of the gully into the sunlit spaciousness of the ridge, it was with a sense of joyous release to which adrenaline no doubt contributed. I wandered out on to a projecting spur to look back down the way I had come, on the thirty years and more of personal history as well as the tapering funnel of ice. Then I made my way back to the ridge and sat on the summit in shirtsleeves eating my sandwiches. Concerns about economic recession and a foreboding about what climate change might mean for my first grandchild, soon to be born, were momentarily forgotten. For a few brief minutes I was conscious only that I was, in Frederic Harrison’s words, ‘a marvellous atom in a marvellous world’. On the other side of the Nant Ffrancon, Elidir Fawr was a striking conical silhouette. Nearer at hand, the huge cliffs of Ysgolion Duon, the Black Ladders, dominated Cwm Llafar. To the north, across the Menai Straits, lay the characteristic whaleback of Puffin Island. Each familiar shape was a repository for a host of memories of days, and sometimes nights, gone by. I lingered for at least half an hour relishing the warmth, but also the stillness and the silence, so rare in this noise-filled day and age, so important yet so often undervalued. Reluctantly, I stood to go. I had an arrangement to meet a friend at the indoor climbing wall near Waunfawr and I was going to be late. Truly, from the sublime to the ridiculous.









– Chapter 3 –


Walking through Time
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Maen y Bardd neolithic cromlech on Tal y Fan.











There is a Welsh word ‘cynefin’ which refers to the territorial instinct of sheep, causing them to become attached, or hefted, to a particular piece of mountain. It is a sense of belonging which, once developed, is passed on from ewe to lamb indefinitely and is still, despite ubiquitous grant-aided fencing, worth a lot to the hill farmer. Sometimes, the term is applied to the feeling the Welsh – some of them anyway – have for their homeland. I am not Welsh, and not allowed to forget it, having failed utterly in forty years to learn the language. I am an incomer, a white settler as a friend once fondly called me. Yet I do have a strong sense of belonging in the mountains of Snowdonia – to the landscape if not to the culture.


I once lived for the best part of a year in New Zealand and though I loved every moment of it, I was never tempted to emigrate, and sometimes even felt a little homesick for the ‘green, green hills’ of Wales. It was certainly not the weather I missed, nor the midges, nor the crowded roads of summer, or even the walking and climbing. Rather, I found myself thinking nostalgically of unspectacular things like small churches, dry-stone walls encrusted with lichen, derelict sheep folds tucked away in remote hollows and stumbled upon by chance, and those massive, mysterious stones that were carefully embedded in the earth by men rather than dumped at random by retreating ice.


Conwy Castle is a constant reminder, hereabouts, of the interminable bloody wars that kept the Saeson (the English) out of Wales from 1066 until 1282, and of the later uprising led by Owain Glyndwr and the retribution that followed. But one cannot walk far in the hills behind Conwy without coming face to face with evidence that people have lived, farmed and fought here for much longer than that.


From my home at the lower end of the Conwy valley, a thirty-minute walk through attractive mixed woodland and up a steep, wet bridleway between high stonewalls, brings one to an old church. Squat and grey, within a protective wall, it seems organic, as if it has grown out of its craggy surroundings. Undoubtedly, its stone would have been quarried locally, the oak for its roof timbers felled nearby. Between memorial stones, the grass is grazed by sheep rather than mown by a machine. Tucked under Tal y Fan, northern outlier of the Carneddau, the little church seems of the mountains. The interior is simplicity itself – some pews, a stone font, a lectern, a decrepit organ and some faded inscriptions in Welsh on the wall behind the altar. Little else. I am always moved by the bareness, the quietness and a powerful sense that this is a place where worship has been valid for a very long time.


For me, what makes Eryri (Snowdonia) unique is not so much its rugged grandeur, or the sense of space and perspective found on its summits, or the challenge of scaling its ancient rocks, or the poignant fascination of its dwindling arctic-alpine flora – all of which can be found in other mountains – it’s the wealth of human history to be found everywhere. Nowhere is this sense of human interaction with the landscape over countless generations more keenly felt than at this old church. Yet it is also a reminder of how depopulated these hills have become. Originally built in the thirteenth century, the church was enlarged in both the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries to cater for an expanding community. Few live up here now. Dotted with ruined farms, this landscape is probably emptier today than it has been for four thousand years. Stone circles, standing stones and sunken trackways bear witness to a prehistoric past when the climate of Britain was warmer and drier, and this would have been a thoroughly desirable region in which to graze animals and grow a few crops. The spring in one corner of the churchyard may well have been a place of healing in those Bronze Age times, as it was in the nineteenth century, or the dwelling of a Celtic deity perhaps. By the sixth or seventh century AD the climate would have been cooler and wetter but when Christian missionaries arrived from Ireland it would have made sense to build their first church close to a site already sacred to local people. It may be coincidence, but only fifty metres from the well is a substantial hut circle. It is obscured by tussock grass now, with only a solitary, ivy-choked thorn tree to provide a clue, but in post-Roman times it would have been no ordinary roundhouse. It does not seem entirely fanciful to imagine that this was the original church.


Today, the church is still in use. Even in winter, there are often freshly cut flowers on the altar. Once a month, from May to September, there is an afternoon Sunday service. It is an informal affair, usually well-attended with walking boots and wellies much in evidence and dogs lying at their mistresses’ feet. In good weather, sunlight streams through the open door and, in quiet moments, a blackbird can be heard singing outside. It feels right. In the Celtic church, man was still very much a part of nature. For the rest of the time, the visitors’ book reveals that I am not alone in being affected by the sanctity of the empty church, without need of liturgy or ritual. A ‘still, small voice of calm’ can be heard, too often drowned out in hurried, unmindful lives. Who knows, maybe what we feel is not just the essence of St Celynin’s message, but what made the well holy long before that, something mysterious and unknowable, but present for all that.


Be that as it may, a grass trackway skirting the lower slopes of Tal y Fan brings one ‘in a kilometre or two’ to an even older site, a small hill fort whose shallow ditches and stone ramparts are still clearly defined after two thousand years. It is a wonderful vantage point from which to survey the broad, fertile fault line of the Conwy valley. But the interior, the top of a small knoll, is no more than thirty metres across. Not many families could have squeezed in there and it is unlikely that there would have been room for animals as well. On the other hand, such a small area could have been quite effectively defended by a few determined, or desperate, people. In pre-Roman days, or in the lawless times after the Romans had left, the danger would usually have been short-lived. The threat was most likely to have been from seaborne raiders, wolves of the sea, marauding up the Conwy, who would not have been interested in sieging a fort and maybe sustaining heavy losses. Like a wolf pack, which cannot afford too many deaths or injuries in a hunt, they would have been quite content to loot a village, carrying off whatever had been left behind. The sudden alarm call, the anxious, panting run uphill to the fort, the despair as columns of smoke rise from the burning thatch of roundhouses on the hillside below, the fearful wait for what might happen next; all seem very remote on a summer’s afternoon in the twenty-first century.


Nonetheless, they are imaginable scenes. Much harder to visualise are the ceremonies that must have taken place at a site further downhill, maybe three-thousand years before the fort was built. This is a Neolithic or late Stone Age cromlech, a communal burial chamber created by somehow manoeuvring a huge capstone weighing many tons on top of several carefully positioned rock uprights. Originally, the chamber would have been concealed within a large cairn of earth and stone, no doubt with significant herbs and shrubs planted on or around it. For the builders of this family vault were early farmers, hunters and gatherers still, but settled, with domesticated animals and beginning to grow crops and vegetables.


Although gaunt and skeletal from a distance without its protective mound, there is still something womb-like about the enclosed cavity of this tomb. It is not hard to associate it, as archaeologists do, with a veneration for Mother Earth and a belief in death and rebirth as part of a natural cycle (a veneration and a belief that we lost long ago, to our cost, as we are beginning to realise). But what chiefly gives this place its strange power is that it has been left alone. True, the landscape has changed over the millennia. The scrub forest which once would have grown to the summit of Tal y Fan is long gone; the distinctive tracery of stone walls is relatively recent, mostly from enclosure times two hundred years ago; the double row of electricity pylons marching over Bwlch y Ddeufaen (Pass of the Two Stones) is the twentieth century’s contribution. But it has been spared the Ministry of Works metal railings and the inevitable interpretation board. Above all, it has been spared the trivialisation that comes with an endless procession of visitors. Although not so very far from a road, it is a wet, muddy walk from any direction, so not much frequented. As Jacquetta Hawkes once wrote, ‘Cafés and chewing gum, car parks and conducted excursions, a sense of the hackneyed induced by postcards, calendars and cheap guidebooks has done more to damage Stonehenge than the plundering of some of its stones … Man made it and man has destroyed it, the whole action taking place in the realm of the imagination.’


A hundred yards away is another burial site, superficially very similar, with a capstone supported by uprights, but this one is smaller, embedded in the ground and takes some hunting for among the bracken. It is believed to date from the Bronze Age, a thousand years later, when religious practice had changed to individual burial and later, cremation. I remember the shock and a strong sense of the profane with which I discovered a plastic bottle, with its bright red Coca-Cola label, lying on the floor of this chamber, as if placed there deliberately. Elitist it may be, but I pray that this trackway is never surfaced and that these places never become tourist attractions.
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