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Training Schedule
Tuesday Induction, Training Plan, Lockers
Wednesday Kit, Navigation
Thursday Hill Walking

Training Programme
Tuesday First Aid and Navigation

Wednesday Hill Day

Thursday Physical Activity/Skiing, Record 
keeping

Target Setting/Reviews Ongoing

HSE 1st Aid at Work 12 & 13 January 2005

Improvised Rescue Trg Ongoing/Residentials 

1st Residential 9 – 11 November 2004

2nd Residential 6 – 12 December 2004

3rd Residential 31 January – 4 February 2005

Main Journey 24 February – 14 March 2005

Duke of Edinburgh Bronze Ongoing

Job Search/Careers Ongoing and Intensifying after Main 
Journey

Presentation Evening 20 April 2005

Voluntary & Grad Work Opportunities Ongoing 



It is induction day and it is clear that we have a mixture of 
personalities, some larger than life and others wondering what on earth 
they have let themselves in for!  As the training progresses the group 
dynamics change quite considerably as the determined survivors that 
remain include the young people who already feel at home at Project 
Challenge, and those who still wonder what on earth they have let 
themselves in for.  But either way, they want to train and give it their 
best shot.  As the first residential to the Yorkshire Dales approaches 
we are focused on menu planning, shopping and working out a kit list. 
All that’s left to do then is fit all the kit into their rucksacks because 
this is the first time the group have had to carry extra kit.

1  st   Residential – Yorkshire Dales  

The minibus is packed and we are ready to set off.  We arrive in the 
Dales and unload the rucksacks from the roof rack and prepare for our 
7.5km walk to Dubcote - our bunkhouse and base for the next few days 
near Horton in Ribblesdale.  It is windy and exposed and the group 
can’t understand why they have to carry their rucksack, with extra kit 
in, when Michael is going to drive the bus there?  Pete and Trudy set 
off with the group who take turns at navigating.  One “misplacement” 
and lots of encouragement later, mainly due to the four legged beasts 
that were close by, we arrived starving and ready for a brew. The 
bunkhouse was given the thumbs up, after the staff had painted a 
basic picture of the type of accommodation we would be staying in, and 
everyone cooked their pasta or noodles and refuelled ready for the 
evenings’ night navigation.
The group set out in two teams with the staff at checkpoints to make 
sure we don’t lose anyone.  Suddenly, a loud voice fills the valley “What 
the **** do you think you’re doing?”  Trudy who is at a checkpoint in 
the middle of nowhere wonders what on earth is going on until the 
group arrives and describe how there was a bit of confusion with map 
to ground and they headed off in the wrong direction through a 
farmyard.  Michael, not far away calmed the situation down and later 
Pete went to apologise and explain that it was a group of harmless 
young people who weren’t really used to being in the countryside.  With 



everything settled down, and the farmer reassured we reviewed the 
evening’s events and went to bed ready for the long day ahead 
tomorrow.

Day Two  Pen-y-Ghent
We set off uphill out of the bunkhouse and the moans and groans start 
early on:

- Do we know how heavy their rucksack is?
- Do you really expect us to go up this STEEP hill carrying these 

rucksacks?
- After we get up this hill is it the last up hill we will have to walk?

Unfortunately for the group it’s a Yes, Yes and No - it isn’t even a 
steep hill yet, just a bit of a slope as they soon find out when Pen-y-
Ghent looms up before them and they can’t believe their eyes.  As we 
go higher the scenery opens up before us, and everyone comments on 
how lovely it is, and how high it is, and we find out who has a fear of 
heights.  One young person is petrified.  However, the group handle the 
final ascent really well, everyone listened to the advice given and we 
make it to the summit just as the weather starts to take a turn for the 
worst.  For one member of the group who was quite frightened of going 
up, coming down was equally as bad.  After a steady walk down, we 
stopped for some extra training, learning how to use a group shelter in 
case of injury or bad weather, before we head back to base.  That 
night we’re back outside in the dark, this time practicing Improvised 
Rescue.  The group learns how to take control and participate in a 
sweep search for a casualty, then treat an unconscious casualty, looking 
after them until mountain rescue or help arrives.

Day Three 
The group practice their improving navigation skills by walking out 
unaccompanied from the bunkhouse to the destination point.  They 
arrive on time and in high spirits and can’t wait for the full breakfast 
they have been promised at the infamous Dalesman Café.  Back at 
Project Challenge its all hands on deck to unpack the bus, the kit and 
get paid.



2  nd   Residential – Snowdonia, Wales  

The 2nd residential leads us into the Welsh hills for four days of 
training where the rucksacks get heavier and the hills get bigger. 
Based at Gwern Goff bunkhouse the group is pleased to see good 
facilities and stunning views. When we arrive the skies are clear but by 
the time the group have got into walking gear its dark and raining so its 
time to head out. The group complete a four-kilometer walk around the 
back of Ogwen water. Learning to use skills at night helps the team 
develop and they are now passing back information about what 
obstacles are ahead and asking each other if all is ok. A little damp, the 
team finish in high spirits and its back to base for tea, hot chocolate 
and for some, an early night.

Day Two 
The biggest day yet faces the group, as they are about to tackle their 
first proper mountain (3000ft ). Carnedd Dafydd and Carnedd Llewelyn 
await us and when staff point to our destination the expletives are 
colourful.  But in good spirits members of the team take turns to 
navigate and by lunchtime the sky has cleared leaving us with 
stupendous views across most of Snowdonia.  Today is a day that will 
challenge some fears, as the descent involves some scrambling.  For one 
of the group a fear of heights is now being tested to the max, but with 
some staff support she overcomes it, and by the time she gets down a 
broad smile shows where once there were frown lines you could climb 
up!  As the group descend so does the sun and by the time we are off 
the hillside with a couple of kilometers back to base to go, torches are 
needed and the lessons about what kit to carry are paying off.  Having 
completed a solid 15km day you’d think that would be it - but no. After 
tea, it’s back out into the dark around the campsite to practice 
improvised rescue. Each young person has an opportunity to become a 
navigator or a first aider, and a couple of tries at locating and 
assessing a casualty see the group come closer together.



Day Three
Not all days are as good! Today’s plan is to head onto Tryfan and the 
Glyders.  Early in the day one young person is feeling the strain and 
cannot maintain a sensible approach to the course. Unfortunately, the 
staff are left with no alternative but to take the young person home, 
and as a result another young person decides they have had enough as 
well, and the mini bus heads back to Yorkshire. This is a hard time for 
the group and its time to sit and chat about why these things happen 
and about personal choices in life! While the bus is away the rest of 
the group venture into the hills, only to find that other groups are 
coming back down already (still morning).  The wind had picked up speed 
making it too dangerous to continue ascending.  Not happy at having to 
turn back, a low level route is picked out for the group to follow back 
to the bunkhouse, and some RnR is the order of the afternoon. Back at 
base it is soon discovered a door has been left open and some rather 
inquisitive chickens have found their way onto the worktops and into 
the sugar bowl leaving a rather unpleasant mess in its place. We tried 
to appease the farmer who runs the site by telling him he would have 
some sweet eggs.  He said he‘d be surprised as they were cockerels - 
but not to worry about it! 

That evening more improvised rescue training took place, and there 
were clear signs that the group was not only gelling as a team, but were 
proud of their successful attempts to treat a casualty, and the day 
ended on a real High.

Day Four 
Typically, the last day was the best weather yet with mist settled into 
the valley bottom.  The group packed up, cleaned up and got ready for 
the walk out – back to the minibus and breakfast.

     



3  rd   Residential – Lakes  
The run up to the 3rd residential is hectic and we get the great news 
that we are to be sponsored by The Earth Collection who will provide 
the group and staff with a range of natural fibre clothing for travelling 
to Norway and wearing during the expedition.  The group will also be 
doing their Duke of Edinburgh Bronze Expedition which requires them 
to put all their training into practice and complete the expedition 
without staff supervision.  Because we are staying in bunk barns there 
will be minimal intervention from the staff during the evening as we 
still stay in the same place for safety reasons.  The route also involves 
moving from one barn to another, which means its early mornings and 
packing everything up for a 9am start.  

When we arrive at Catbells, our first bunkhouse it is freezing and the 
biggest challenge is to get the new stove fire lit.  This process involved 
the whole group getting ‘smoked’ until at last Michael cracked it, and 
then it was time to go outside for transceiver training.  This is the 
device that we will all wear in Norway as a piece of safety equipment, 
should we be involved in an avalanche.  The group carryout a sweep 
search using their transceivers to locate the casualty.  This process is 
carried out again offering everyone the chance to take on a different 
role in the improvised rescue training that follows. The training goes 
really well and everyone is in high spirits.  We head back to the warmer 
barn, have a brew and the group revise their D of E route for the 
following day before going to bed.  

Day Two
It’s 7.30am and it’s fair to say that for some of the group getting up so 
early and being ready for 9am is not their idea of heaven!  They know 
it’s the first day of their D of E expedition and they are ready for the 
off.  The minibus takes them to their drop off point and the staff 
waits expectantly at strategic checkpoints like parents waiting for the 
first glimpse of their children after their first day at school.   Recent 
high winds have wiped out many trees and whole areas of forest.  At 
one point the group had to use a lower path as the forestry commission 
closed their route.  The rest of the day went without a hitch and it was 



a euphoric and tired group that arrived back at Catbells barn that 
evening.  After making a hot brew, and then tea they revised the next 
days route and prepared themselves for the second day of their 
expedition.

Day Three
The group set off from the barn on the second day of their D of E 
expedition.  There’s a bit of a false start and one member of the group 
has an injured knee and it’s clear that she can’t continue.  The rest of 
the group continues along the route without a hitch until the closing 
stage of their journey.  As a result of the previous winds, and the 
devastation to the forests the group had used their initiative and 
taken the advice of a local person before entering a woodland area and 
took an alternative route.  This did throw the staff waiting at their 
checkpoints for a while, but a quick recky relocated the jubilant group 
who wondered what the fuss was about.  

It was a very high-spirited group, chuffed at their achievements that 
walked up to our next barn called Dinah Hoggis.  Pete has been here 
before and remembers it as being a “bit basic”.  We get the key and 
Great! It must have been refurbished.  And then we take our kit to the 
sleeping area.  Screams, and a rush of young people heading back down 
the steps face the staff.  On the roof are the biggest and thickest 
spiders’ webs you have ever seen in your life.  Not surprisingly most of 
the group declare they will sleep in the kitchen that night.  Once 
settled in the staff reviewed the groups’ performance over the last 
two days and announce the good news that they had passed.  But 
congratulations are short-lived because now we are back into Project 
Challenge training, which means more transceiver and improvised 
rescue training.  

That night one young person did her best to conquer her fear of 
spiders, but after being spooked by a moth attracted to her by the 
light of her headtorch whilst trying to write her log book, the touch of 
something on her face when the lights were out proved too much, and a 
very shaken young person went to join the others on the floor of the 



kitchen.  Michael and Trudy resolved to make sure they slept with 
their mouths closed! 

Day Four
Its an early start again, and we pack up and move on to our final 
destination of the residential, Swallow Barn near Loweswater.  It is our 
last chance to cover some height and distance in mountainous 
conditions and our route is a 8.5 km walk from Borrowdale up Dale 
Head and Robinson descending into Buttermere.

As we get ready to leave Dinah Hoggis barn we’re a happy bunch and 
pose for photos outside the barn.  It’s a warm day considering it is 
January and we set off through beautiful countryside and all is well 
until we start to climb.  It’s too hot and layers of clothing come off. 
The previous two days have been a challenge of a very different type – 
about teamwork, decision making, navigation skills and timing.  Now we 
are making a steep ascent up Dale Head and the sun is shining.  It’s 
hard work for some, and the mood changes. As we slowly get higher and 
higher the weather then changes and the clag comes down.  Its 
waterproofs back on and at this point it’s clear that some of the group 
are still wondering:

- WHAT are they doing here?
-  how DID they get themselves into this?
- IS there any more uphill after this one?
- What’s the point of going up, just to come down, then go up again?

Pete is at the front pacing the eager few, who just want to finish, so 
that we stay together as a group.  The clag keeps lifting, and to me it’s 
a wonderful sight to see the way ahead, but to some of the group it’s 
just a reminder of how far ahead they have to walk and “YOU SAID 
THERE WAS NO MORE UPHILL!!”

As we descend we can see the minibus and everyone’s spirits lift – until 
they see that there is a herd of bullocks and cows roaming the country 
road along the bottom that takes us to the minibus.  The desire of 
getting to the minibus is stronger than the fear of the cows, and soon 



we are driving off to Swallow Barn and our bed for the night - only its 
not a barn – it‘s converted pig sty’s on a working farm. 

The staff are so impressed with the commitment of the group on this 
residential and the fantastic progress that they have made that they 
declare the evening off.  Transceiver training and improvised rescue 
training is spot on, so it’s a chance to get logbooks up to date, play 
cards and relax, and get prepared for an early start tomorrow.

Day Five
Everyone packs up, cleans up and the group get ready for their final 
walk out of their training along Loweswater.  A cooked breakfast at 
Daryls café at Windermere awaits them and there will be no messing 
today – and there isn’t!

The Main Journey – Norway

Its passport time, and despite the diligence of the staff there are a 
few anomalies that get past us, including name changes, lost passports, 
and at the last moment the computer system at the Passport Office 
goes down and we have to make a last minute journey to Durham to pick 
up a passport.

As the week of our departure arrives we are fully prepared.  One young 
person doesn’t turn up for the final kit-packing day and we establish he 
doesn’t want to go.  

The surviving “Five-Ski-eteers” as the group later named themselves, 
set off to Newcastle with Pete, Michael and Trudy to the ferry that 
would take them to Kristiansand and the expedition of a lifetime.

The Ferry
None of the group had ever sailed on a ferry before, and after many 
reassurances that it was safe and that all the cars would fit on it, all 
we had to do was combat the sea sickness due to the high winds on the 
journey.  The entertainment was fantastic – you had to be there - and 



before we knew it we were getting ready to disembark.  After a full 
days drive north we reached Lillehammer and met Mike Cumbes our 
DNT guide for the expedition, who had not only booked our 
accommodation for the night but cooked us spag bol as well.  What a 
star!

Lillehammer - Fallet
From Lillehammer we travelled into the mountains and at last were 
relieved to see plenty of snow. As soon as we arrived at Fallet we 
unpacked and were out training with Mike on our Nordic skis.  This was 
the first time the group had used these skis and there were quite a 
few falls.  Training continued the following day and the group were 
ready to set off on the last training day – for a 13km long journey with 
rucksacks and some kit to get used to the weight. The confidence of 
the last couple of days diminished for some as the reality of the 
journey hit home.  The track was long and flat, which affected the 
group in different ways as they realised this would be a mentally 
challenging expedition as well as a physical one.  For others it would 
mean breaking personal barriers such as having to go to the toilet 
outside.  Easy for blokes and not so easy for the girls, but it has to be 
done, or it just makes you grumpy as some found out.  Today was also a 
practice day for Mike, our guide, as he had bought a pulk (a long 
sledge).  This is an alternative way of carrying kit instead of a 
rucksack.  The pulk got the thumbs up.

Fallet – Dorrelseter 12 km
It was an early start as we had to pack everything up, clean the hut for 
the next visitors and put our skis on ready for the journey.  We always 
aim to leave the huts as clean and tidy if not better than we find them. 
Despite the early start we leave late as everyone learns to appreciate 
what is involved and is expected of them.

At last, we’re off and we leave Fallet, and Piere Maurice the owner 
behind.  It is also the last time Pete will meet Piere as he has sold his 
property and is to travel around the world.  We leave relative 
civilization – electricity and running water – behind and start our 



expedition.  We learn how to sit on our rucksacks with skis on at break-
times and sit with your back to the sun so as not to lose heat.  The 
group cannot understand how it can be so sunny, and yet so cold at the 
same time.  The rucksacks are heavy and for most are digging in their 
shoulders.  By the time we are getting close to Dorrelseter it is getting 
late and the temperature is reaching –20ºc.  Two of the group are 
struggling at the back with Trudy.  They are refusing to go any further 
until they spot some barns ahead.  They agree they will carry on until 
they get there, but it had better be our barn or they’re going no 
further.  Trudy is praying it is our destination, or they’ll all be freezing 
tonight!  It is and when we get in it is an eye opener for the group. 
There is another group already there and we have to share rooms.  Its 
dark and cold and we need head torches and candles to see and cook 
by.  We sort the domestics out, eat pasta and noodles and get ready 
for bed.  Mike recommends eating their munchies to provide energy 
and reduce the weight of the food.  Unfortunately, some took this to 
the word and ate the lot.

This is the first experience of toilets in the huts (no flushing water), 
most of the group cope really well with it but Racheal is disgusted and 
if she could manage not to go, I think she would have waited till we got 
home – but needs must.  We have an early night, exhausted and the 
girls try to ignore the snoring of the Dutch women in their room.  The 
guys watch the tiny dormouse running around their rucksacks until it 
disappeared.  But Sssssh! it’s a secret because the staff didn’t tell the 
group!

 Dorrelsetter – Rondvassbu 15km
The other group are having an early start - 5.30am.  Unfortunately for 
us they couldn’t have made more noise if they had been playing a brass 
band.  By the time its 7am we are all awake and a bit grumpy to say the 
least.  We depart – not long after the early starters! – heading for the 
mountains.  There is a long ascent up over some very rocky terrain, 
which means it is difficult to slide on the skis.  We are so remote that 
all you can see is mountains around us.  Mike tells us that Norwegians 
hardly ever ski this area because of its remoteness.  We work out that 



Pete has probably skied here more times than anyone!   Eventually we 
drop down a hill from the mountains to a frozen lake.  Michael whizzes 
down and spectacularly wipes out by falling, somersaulting, landing 
upright with his rucksack having burst open and fallen onto the snow – 
with a broken clip.  If only we had the camera ready!  We finish the 
day by skiing 4km across the lake to Rondvassbu with temperatures 
reaching -25ºc. There is a huge bonus when we get there because 
Easter has come early this year and there are more facilities open.  We 
have a whole dorm to ourselves and supper is a hot meal of pork, 
meatballs and veg followed by crème caramel.  Heaven

Rondvassbu – Mysuseter 15 km 
Because the extra facilities are open we can’t cook our own food. 
Shame.  We are forced to eat the plentiful and varied breakfast 
buffet and we make the most of it and prepare sandwiches for lunch. 
When we leave everyone is in high spirits and the sun is shining. 
Everyone chats along the way and we stop for a break at the top of a 
long slope.  We have some impromptu training from Mike skiing down 
the long slope and learning to turn to slow down.  It is great to ski 
without rucksacks for a while and everyone enjoys the break even 
though there are a few tumbles – mostly by staff.  We have lunch by a 
bridge in the sun and then start the long 6km descent into Mysuseter – 
loved by some and the worst nightmare for others as the staff are 
kept busy picking up the bodies on the way down.  Everyone is happy to 
get to Mysuseter.  It has electricity, running water and clean sheets on 
proper beds and it is the last opportunity for a shower before the end 
of the journey in 7 days time.

Mike suggests that the group pool their remaining food in preparation 
for the long day ahead tomorrow, and that he will pull it in his pulk.  He 
didn’t have to ask twice!  Unfortunately, the staff still get to carry 
their own – stamina building or something like that I think its called.

Mysuseter – Eldabu 23 km
Today is the longest day yet, and there is a lot of concern and doubt 
within the group that they will manage it.  We make good progress and 



reach another frozen lake that we will ski across.  Visibility gets worse 
and the wind gets stronger.  We stop and put on goggles and balaclavas 
to protect our faces from the onslaught and steadily progress across 
the lake.  At the other side the weather starts to clear and we begin 
the long steep ascent up a track through woodland.  There are quite a 
few tumbles and backwards skiing along the way, and the staff have to 
push the group to their limits.  Eventually we stop for a long awaited 
break at what looks like the top, and see a couple starting to come 
down with a bizarre looking children’s sledge with all their gear in which 
kept tipping over.  We set off again, bemused by the couple, but it 
didn’t last long.  It was still a long slog upwards and when we reached 
the top there was another 6km to go in exposed conditions before we 
could take a shortcut and drop down a valley and up the other side to 
the hut.    Unfortunately, Mike could not do this route with his pulk and 
got sandblasted by the high winds as he went the long way round.  

The hut is small, and there are not enough beds to go round so some 
sleep on the seats and the floor, but we have it all to ourselves and it is 
really cosy.  The water point is a hole in the snow down a banking near 
the hut.  The staff declares tomorrow as a rest day and the group are 
over the moon.

Eldabu 
Even though it’s a rest day there’s no rest for the wicked, and we are 
up learning how to survive in blizzard conditions by digging snow holes. 
The group dig themselves individual emergency holes, while Pete makes 
a deluxe version using skis across the top and a group shelter to act as 
a roof.  Mike starts a snowcave in the hillside and before we know it, it 
has 2 rooms and Trudy and Zoë, and Michael and Mark will sleep in it 
that night.  We are joined in the main hut by a Danish group of 3 guys 
and 1 girl that night.  They are chatty and friendly and one of the guys 
is really good looking which prompts quite a lot of interest from the 
girls.  

That evening Mike tells us the Northern Lights are out, and we all 
stand outside for as long as we can stand the cold just watching the 



sky in awe.  It is an amazing sight for everyone and for Michael it’s a 
dream come true.

The four ‘snowcavers’ leave the warmth of the main hut and head 
excitedly for their ‘deluxe’ accommodation for the night.  By the time 
everyone gets in, one at a time, and has warmed themselves up with a 
hot drink of Solbatoddy (non alcoholic), and a Mars bar as a treat - 
because you’ve gotta be mad to put yourselves through this - its 
midnight when the candle is blown out.  Half an hour later Mark 
announces he needs to go to the toilet, Michael says he might as well 
go, so Trudy and Zoe think they might as well go as well.  The snow 
around the entrance to the cave is hip high and only one person can go 
in and out of the cave at a time due to the size restriction inside so it’s 
a lengthy process.  One hour later its lights out again and we sleep until 
7am.

Eldabu – Grahogdabu 17km
A refreshed group leaves Eldabu.  Everyone was skiing well and on the 
strength of it Mark decides to have a play while the rest of the group 
have a break.  He skis off down a slope and does a fantastic head plant 
which causes great amusement with everyone.  As the day goes on the 
mornings’ energy burst turns into lethargy for some and a wide gap 
opens up.  Pete, Mike, Susan, Mark and Kelly are waiting by the 
roadside for the others to catch up when a snow plough goes flying 
past.  Unfortunately, one of the girls in the group was taking a call of 
nature at the time and nearly got blown away.  As the rest of the group 
caught up the snow plough returned, but this time we were prepared - 
and ducked to protect ourselves from the onslaught of snow.

As we left the road we climbed upwards ready to contour round and 
drop down to Grahogdabu hut.  The wind started to whip up the snow 
around our bodies and sandblasted our faces and the sky became dark 
and moody.  Unfortunately, we had gone a little high – which didn’t 
amuse the group at all.  A big gap opened up and when Mike saw the hut 
he went down with Kelly and Susan.  Trudy stayed as a ‘marker’ for the 
rest when they came over the horizon.  Pete took the photo of his life – 



you’ll see it in the presentation – as the rest of the group skied down to 
the welcoming hut.

The hut was absolutely freezing and it turned out that no one had 
stayed in it for a couple of days.  So it felt damp and gloomy.  Later 
that evening our Danish friends arrived, and later still a lady came in on 
her own.  She was going to meet her family the next day.  We were now 
eating the food from the stores and so we tucked in to Lapscuss and 
rice (a kind of Norwegian stew) followed by Kelly’s speciality – 
pancakes. Mmmmmm

Grohagdabu – Jammerdalsbu 17km
We got up at the usual time but things didn’t go to plan and we didn’t 
set off until 10.15am.  There was no running water here and we had to 
melt snow which takes much longer. The chores become too much, their 
is a bit of a mood going on.  But the staff are used to it, and don’t 
budge – we’re not going anywhere till the hut is restocked and cleaned 
for the next people.

Eventually we set off and Racheal who has struggled with her rucksack, 
along with Zoe, and been at the back, flies off and leads the way for 
most of the day.  She is first at the hut which is perched in the middle 
of nowhere and as dusk sets in the sky lights up with an amazing 
sunset.  Today is Mothers Day and the group naturally feel homesick as 
they think of their families.

Jammerdalsbu – Vetibua 15km
Jammerdalsbu is probably the best hut we stay in and so in some ways 
we are sorry to leave.  Our route from the hut is via a long steep hill, 
so Mike leads the group a safer way but still there are a few wipeouts 
along the way.  We came to a big hill and the group put their skins on 
their skis so that they wouldn’t slip down and save energy.  But what 
goes up comes down and there was a big downhill at the other side. 
There is lots of evidence that reindeer have been there before us 
(poo) and one young person is not amused when she falls right on top of 
some.  But it’s a bit like rabbit droppings and doesn’t cause a problem. 



As we are skiing along a caned route Mike and Pete call out to us to 
look behind.  A huge herd of reindeer is in the distance behind us and 
we later find out as Michael flags down a guy on a skidoo (a very rare 
sight), that there are 2,700 in that area.  One of the group is not 
happy and thinks that we might get charged by the reindeers herd, 
little realising that they have probably picked up our scent and are 
changing course.  It motivates her into action and we continue through 
a summer farm and onto Vetibua – our next destination.

The staff discusses whether or not to use our last emergency day 
here.  We decide that we won’t.  Blisters, aches and pains are apparent 
but at this stage a days rest will only prolong the agony so we will 
continue and complete the journey in 2 days time.  This will give us 
more time to travel back to the ferry.

Vetibua – Djupslia 14km
We were up and away at 9am and should have reached Djupslia in good 
time.  But the group were weary and not skiing very well.  They know 
that tomorrow they have to ski 25km and they have serious doubts 
that they can do it.  Eventually we get to Djupslia, which has an 
interesting twisting forest track leading to it.  The staff hear squeals 
and screams as one by one they go hurtling into the tree that stands 
just by a sharp left turn, and up and down the twisty bends and slopes. 
It brings a smile to most of their faces and we have two evening meals, 
one noodles and then Bog and rice (another kind of Norwegian stew) to 
build up energy for the 25km and 5am start tomorrow.  There is 
apprehension in the air – no one believes they are capable of it, despite 
the staff telling them they can.  It’s also the last night they will stay in 
a DNT hut in Norway with no electricity, running water and proper 
toilets and whilst that may be a bonus they wonder where the time has 
gone.

Djupslia – Hafjell 25km 
Its 5am and everyone is up bright-ish and early.  We get extra biscuits 
from the stores as a treat and for extra energy.  Our bread was 
finished ages ago and lunch consists of rye crisps and jam, honey or the 



remaining tuna twists.  We leave at first light and the scenery and the 
sky is amazing.  We travel for 2 hours before having a break and move 
really well.  The tracks are well pisted which makes it easier.  We cross 
a couple of roads and see cars – civilization!  Zoe and Mike are at the 
back at one point and the rest of the group wait at the bottom of a hill 
for them.  Suddenly, Mike comes flying round the corner with Zoe 
sitting on the pulk behind him.  It looked ace, but where’s the camera 
when you need it.  Later in the day Mike offered to give Racheal a lift 
on the pulk down another hill because she didn’t really like them and 
had had a few falls.  It wasn’t quite as successful as she wasn’t really 
relaxed, and the pulk tipped up, Racheal fell off and Mike had to make 
an amazing recovery.

As we approached the end of our journey we skied through a ski resort 
where lots of people were skiing.  There’s a couple of fairly big down 
hills just before the end, and for some it was brilliant and some a bit 
nerve racking – but everyone made it down both of them in one piece 
and we skied jubilantly to the end of the track. 

At the finish the whole group congratulate and hug one another, and 
for some there are tears of happiness.  The Five Ski-eteers have 
successfully completed their journey of a lifetime.  They have proven 
to themselves what they are capable of and can look forward to a 
future knowing they have choices and the ability to succeed in 
whatever they put their mind to.
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Thank You’s

Project Challenge would like to extend its heartfelt thanks to 
the following:-

The Management Board
Jill Wilson C.B.E. David Horsman     
Roger Harvey Charles Ratcliffe
Allan Naylor Cath Bloomfield
Keith Butterick Cllr Linda Riordan
Roger Masterson

Ernest Hall, Jeremy Hall and the Staff at Dean Clough
The Earth Collection
Ian & Bernie of Mountain Water Safety
E2e Partnership at Huddersfield Technical College
Connexions, West Yorkshire
Positive Activities for Young People (P.A.Y.P.) 
Charlie Harris, The Rank Foundation
Calderdale Communities Against Drugs
Calderdale M.B.C.
Training 4 Tomorrow
Youth Justice Board
Private Donators
Ted Howarth (R.I.P.)

We would also like to take this opportunity to thank any 
people and organisations who are not listed above for their 
continued support and help in all aspects of the delivery of 
Project Challenge.     


	Tuesday					Induction, Training Plan, Lockers
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	Day Three 
	Fallet – Dorrelseter 12 km
	Mysuseter – Eldabu 23 km




