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NICK HENDRIX TAKES A MORE REGAL APPROACH TO THE
- THREE PEAKS CHALLENGE - IN A BLACK BADGE CULLINAN

WORDS NICK HENDRIX IMAGES MICHAEL SHELFORD

f you asked a GCSE Geography student to name

a famous mountain range, their mind would lunge

straight for the Himalayas or the Alps, whilst top
of the class would go west to the Andes or Rockies.
It's unlikely that either would shout Snowdonia or
The Scottish Highlands and certainly not Yorkshire's
noble Lake District. But if you set yourself the
personal and physical challenge of climbing a
mountain during a global pandemic then the
options are slightly less international.

Together with my brother, his wife and trusty
photographer Michael Shelford, we set off with this
mission in mind. As Everest wasn’t an option (simply
due fo international travel restrictions - nothing to do
with the stark reality that its fairly chilly up there and
there’s a genuine risk of death) we had to look a
little closer to home. To compensate for the modest
stature of Great Britain’s peaks we decided to do 3
of them and as, even added together, they are still
well below mighty Everest we decided to do them as
quickly as possible - in under 24 hours in fact. You'd
be right in thinking we weren't the first to think this
up - the 3 Peaks 24hour Challenge is quite a thing
now and we reckoned we could master it.
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often get out and leave the car running as | hadn't
realised that the engine was sfill on.

Back to Ben Nevis to collect the intrepid pair (who
had made the climb in decent time but looked a
litle weather beaten from the summit) and set off
on the first of two big drives. This one went through
the night (10pm to 3am) and would require a high
average speed and laser focus from me to get to the
Lakes by the ideal start time.

At first, | thought just doing the driving would feel
like a slight cop-out, but this drive proved that it was
an integral part of the challenge and a genuinely
discombobulating endeavour. Fueled by an oceanic
supply of caffeinated drinks (coffee good, Red Bull
better, Grenade Energy drink not good - not good
at all) | hit the pedal and ploughed through the
British countryside like an aircraft carrier down the
Thames. With the long bonnet and Spirit of Ecstasy
ahead of me | felt like Horatio Nelson ahead of a
whole naval fleet surging fowards Scafell Pike for

Peak Number 2.

As we snaked through the final approaches to
Scafell Pike, | turned to check on the hikers to make
sure they were ready to hit the slopes. Any queries
about rear space or comfort were quickly answered
as | saw them fast asleep, stretched out in cavernous
luxury. My brother is 6’2 and he wasn't far off
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being straightlegged. Jolted from sleep, boots on,
porridge inhaled, backpacks on and they were off
again - a little jaded but Rolls Royce rested.

Peak 2 was Michael and my chance to try and grab
some sleep - my body at this point was throwing me
a ‘err...sorry, what2!” look, as after forcing it to stay
awake, | was now forcing it to sleep, something it
didn’t do with ease. However, stretching out across
the now vacated vast back seats, certainly helped.
The-living-room-like comfort clearly had the desired
effect as we were only woken by the returning hikers
tapping on the windows to wake us. All equally
bleary-eyed and scrambled (Scafell Pike had been
pretty brutal by the sounds of it) we pulled together
and hit the road - next stop Snowdonia and | had to
be there by 12pm, a 4 1/2-hour drive according to
the sat nav. | was fairly sure the V12 would shave a
few minutes off that.

We arrived at Snowdon seemingly minutes later
thanks to the all-conquering 5-star tank and having
not booked a parking slot (seems a few other
people had also fancied climbing that day) had to
mount a minimal curb, partially blocking a rather
treacherous road and offload the hikers. There is
a worrying tendency to become rather entitled in
a car like this - | often found myself ignoring ‘no
parking’, ‘no turning’, or ‘no entry’ signs. ‘Rolls
Royce coming through...” was our battle cry.

With the 24-hour marker approaching we waited
with bated breath to see if our intrepid climbers
would make the deadline. Michael and | got caught
slightly short when my brother called me, as we
were guiltily enjoying a cold beer, to let us know
that they were nearly back at the collection point!
Shocked at their speed we jumped in the Roller and
roared back up the hill - trampling anything in our
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