Ascension – and back.

Or

Up and down Buckminster Water Tower
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	This is the account of an adventure by a couple of mere mortals to attain greater heights.  To conquer fear.  To see places normally hidden from view.  To broaden our horizons and receive heavenly messages from afar.  To boldly go where……….
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Well really !!!!

The idea was to get to the top of Buckminster Water Tower and see how it would be as a jump off point for South Witham Broadband.  I mean node site not suicite.

Tom kindly obtained permission from Buckminster Estates for us to ascend (at our own risk).  That’s a good start.  We made our plans, times and equipment etc and I told Roy I would go up first. “Why?” he asked.  “If you fall you’re not going to land on me”.  This generated a comment I cannot repeat here.

Anyway, the day arrived and the weather decided to be kind to us and so we gathered.  I collected Alan from his place and we drove to Roy’s.  Alan was dressed as if he was going shopping, but then he wasn’t going up.  Roy – well, he had on this pair of waterproof and windproof trousers, probably to keep the elements in more than out.  Me, I had on my usual cabbage patch jacket and immovable baseball cap.

We arrived at the tower and were impressed by the architecture, especially the ‘archers’ windows at mid point.  With the patterns at the top it look liked some Norman Keep that William the Conquerer would have been proud of.

We found Phil, the man with the key.  I recall he had some nice things to say, like “Its not very safe” and “its tricky getting from the ladder through the hatch”.  LADDER – HATCH.  Alan’s comment was amusing  “I’m not going up, I’m first aid and safety!”.  The first part of the journey was fine, up a flight of stairs and through a door into a …….cavern.  Somebody said where’s the roof.  Roy said, “where’s the stairs”.  Further inspection proved us to be in a vertical tunnel, a room about 20ft Square and b****y high up. As our eyes adjusted to the light we spotted it.  The LADDER.  It is made of steel, about one foot wide, attached to the middle of the east wall next to the old water pipes leading up to the HATCH.  It appeared to be very rusty but it was painted with some form of red oxide and the mountings looked man enough, even if we weren’t.

It wasn’t quite what we expected, Roy envisaged a staircase around the outside walls and I was looking for the safety wire or cage.  However, we were there and as they say - in for a penny.

We assembled all the equipment at the foot of the ladder, binoculars, camera, OS map, GPS, Laptop, Antenna, snacks, harness and rope (you would have thought we were climbing Everest with this pile).

I gave my car keys and mobile phone to Alan with some frivolous comment like ‘just in case’ and he gave one of those knowing smiles.

Ascension. I put on the harness and safety strap, attached the rope to my belt and proceeded to climb.  First one hand, then one foot, then the other hand and the other foot.  That was easy, not to bad this climbing lark, just keep doing it. It was good going to start with and when I reached the ‘archers’ window, about half way, I made a comment about how difficult it would be to fire out of these.  As the top got closer so did the ladder to the wall and the water pipes to the body, this was to allow access into the hatchway (photo) and make it a bit more difficult.  I reached the hatch and gave it a shove, the left half opened but the other half was padlocked down.  GREAT, we didn’t want it easy any way.  To get through you had to turn your shoulders at an angle, pull part of your body up and grab the parapet before stepping off the ladder and hauling out onto the roof.  Unnecessary visions and thoughts flashed through my cell. Very interesting. 
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	The Hatchway from above and Roy at the bottom of the ladder.


Roy’s turn.  I lowered the harness back down and sat down to await Roy’s arrival, rolled a cigarette and thought he’s a long time.  I looked down and there he was, coming up with his eyes fixed dead ahead. Not interested in anything around him or even where he was going.  If I hadn’t asked him to pass me the safety strap I think he would still be climbing now.  We extricated him through the gap (getting a cockle out of its shell comes to mind (sorry Roy)) and took stock of our surroundings.  We were on this flat roof with a 2 ft parapet wall all round it with marvellous views of the Lincolnshire and Rutland countryside.  Just for that the climb was worth it.

After oohing and aahing for about five minutes we lowered the rope and pulled all the equipment up (3 loads). Alan did a good job tying things on, imagine Tom’s response if the Laptop went back down un-assisted.  Equipment unpacked we got out the bino’s and cameras, and we were surprised at the line of site to various places the tower had as it is only 60 ft above the ground (according to the GPS). With reasonable visibility we could see as far as Burley on the Hill (12 kms), the A1, Stoke Rochford and almost to Melton but a hill got in the way.  We couldn’t see Buckminster for the damn trees.  South Witham, Market Overton, Thistleton, Sewstern, Colsterworth and Skillington were some of the other places to be seen.  The radio tests went equally as well.  We got a good signal from Tom’s, Alan’s (both South Witham) and Phil’s (Wolsthorpe) (photos).  We were using a 12db yagi into the laptop running Net Stumbler.  This made the climb doubly worth it.  We have the location; we have the knowledge, now all we need is the cash and equipment.
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	To Sewstern and South Witham
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	To Market Overton
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	To Burley on the Hill (just left of the lightning spike)
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	To Skillington.


AND BACK.  We lowered all the equipment back down to Alan (he hadn’t fallen asleep) without mishap, Roy put on the harness and I let the rope go.  “Did you just drop the rope?”, “yes”, “how are you going to get the harness back up?”.  Blank mind, very colourful language.  That type of thing only happens on You’ve Been Framed or around me.  Needless to say the climb down went smoothly, even thought I didn’t have the harness.  We put everything back in the car and returned to Roy’s for a well-earned cup of coffee and a pat on the back. Thanks to Erica for the coffee.

Geoff  Lawrence

South Witham Broadband.







