


Bad weather forecast proved to be wrong
for our sunny Keswick weekend

FRIDAY 24th MARCH - Straight from work, my first duty was to coilect the minibus from the old Match
Factory, Garston; from there to my home for my bags and sandwiches, and the journey began.

After picking Larry and Kay up in the southend, the next stop was our usual
pick-up point in the city centre. It has to be said we were left waiting for some time
for someone (no prizes for guessing who!) but if anyone has any thoughts on this
subject please submit them in writing to the committee. Anyhow, thirty minutes
later than planned we picked our remaining friends up in Walton and off we went,
After an uneventful drive we were soon at our B&B’s in Keswick.

A short while later, after unpacking,
we headed off to join most of the others
(who had come up in cars) at the
Oddfellows Arms for a drink and some
light entertainment. It 15 becoming a bit
of a tradiion to head for this pub
because of the singing duo Joe and Ann,
What they lack in technique they more
than compensate with passion.

I think I can safely say we all
enjoyed a wonderful evening of folk and
rock music, with some memorable
contributions n the singalong from our
club members,

SATURDAY MORNING - We were
all raring to go on our walks after such a
pleasant everung. The club had arranged
three walks, the A and B walks going by
minibus to Buttermere and Crummock
Water. The A walk climbing to the ridge
at Crummock Water and taking in Red
Pike, High Stile, High Crag and then a
pleasant descent, finishing along the
lake’s shore footpath leading back to the
small village of Buttermere.

Meanwhile the B walk had started
below Whiteside on the edge of
Crummock Water via Hope Gill edge to
Grizedale Pike, down to Keswick via
Braithwaite village.

The C, led by Tom Reilly, started
from Keswick and took in the Newlands
Valley around Cat Bells and the shores
of Derwentwater, back to Keswick

The Met Office got the weekend
weather forecast totally wrong. Whilst
we were to expect heavy cloud and
showers the opposite happened - it was
a beautiful Spring sunny weekend!

SATURDAY EVENING - After a
number of our members first went to the
everung Mass, we split into groups and
tried out different cwsine on offer
around Keswick from Chinese to Indian,
[talian and typical English pub food. We
atl seemed to enjoy our fayre.

Later, gathering at the Oddfellows
Arms once again (I wonder if it’s to do
with the name that we feel so at home?).
What tonight’s new arhistes lacked in
the passion of the previous evening we
still had a good night’s entertainment.

SUNDAY - A bad local weather
forecast was spelt out on the breakfast
radio, but the sun was still shining as we
set out on our walks. It was still shining
when we finished!

There were two organised walks,
The A started at the foot of Robinson in
the Newlands Valley, taking in a few
Iocal peaks before going over Cat Bells
and back along the lake to Keswick.

The C walk took in Castlenigg Stone
Circle, then heading towards Blencathra
Visitor Centre, but veered off via the
picturesque but steep-sided Southey
Woods and waterfalls high above the
nver, finally crossing a bndge to the
ratlway path leading to Keswick.

Myself, as minibus driver, decided
to have an easy day, so I volunteered to
take a few members on a short driving
tour of the Borrowdale Valley, over the
Honister Pass to Buttermere, then on
along Crummock Water and out to
Cockermouth, before retuming back to
Keswick.

It was a very scenic route with
plenty of flora and fauna to take in. The
highlight being, as we passed Crummock
Water to watch a few dippers perform in
a stream, we startled a green-bodied
Woodpecker.

At first sight it looked like a
parakeet with its wonderful colours. It
had a full red-hooded head and a long
green body with small wings, not to
forget its long beak. It was a great
spectacle watching 1t flit from tree to
tree in short bursts,

Later that day we sat on the banks of
Derwentwater enjoying the sunshine
and once again looking back on a very
enjoyable weekend.

Our thanks must go to chairman
Tom Reilly for organising the
accommodation and weekend walks.

I think the general consensus was in
a venue such as Keswick it gives us
more freedom staying in bed and
breakfast rather than the youth hostels.
At £33 for two mghts plus £13 each for
the minibus hire and fuel, 1t was very

good value Bob Carney

Editorial

REVAMPING this Easter news-
letter more into the style of a
newspaper has, I think, got several
advantages over the old style.

It's chiefly, more aitractive to read.
By using slightly smaller type it’s also
created extra columns and thus
enables more articles to be put into
the same number of pages.

On the minus side, those with
eyesight problems may have to get a
new pair of specs! Let me know if
many of you are having difficulties in
reading some of the smaller print, and
no, I am not going to refer you to the
Grand National vet! T hope it never
gets as bad as that!

Thanks are due to Bob Camey and
Richie Cannon plus a couple of our
Seniors’  Section members for
submutting articles for this edition
The rest, of course, was conjured up
by yours truly. Incidentally, this is no:
a new club’s computer that ['m using.
I simply keep leaming a littte bit more
by using “Help” on this {outdated?)
Microsoft “Windows for Workshops”
85-93 Word Perfect 6.1 programme.

Many more of you out there coutd
possibly help by contributing some
snippet, no matter how small. Perhaps
a short report of an amusing incident
on a ramble; a newspaper cutting
that’s relevant to ramblers; your first
impressions of a ramble with us or
whatever! So how about having a go?

Please give all articles, etc, either
personally to me, or send them to me
at 7 Abbotts Way, Billinge, WIGAN

WNS 7SB. Thanks.
s Dave Newns

A fishy joke
A BIG FISH is swimming in the lake near
vour editor’s house at Carr Mill and hits
its head on a wall. What does it sav?
The answer is hidden in the middle of
one of the stories in this edition.

AN APOLOGY

IN the last edition a joke was made about
the weanng of nicotine patches. This pun
was supposed to be about nicotine patches
and was not intended to make fun of the
two people concerned, who were, indeed.,
congratulated on their efforts to give up
smoking. On re-reading it [ now realise
that it may have been misunderstood.
Apologies to those concernexl. - Editor.



Bear mauled by
rambler on the

Keswick weekend

ON THE SUNDAY, Dave Dickel
decided to take a quiet trek down 1o
Derwentwater Bay near St Herbert's
Island on the far side of the take. close
to the Cat Bells car park.

It was here that he came across a
number of fullv-grown bears and bravely
got to grips with one!

This was. of course. at the four-year-
old Derwent Bay Bear factory!

These verv realistic hand-painted
wooden bears are deftlv carved out of
gtant tres trunks by chain-saw!

You can sometimes catch the tree-
trunk sculptor at work. brandishing his
lethal saw to produce perfectly-formed
life-s1zc bears in varnious cute poses.

They are selling like hot-cakes and can
becn seen in hotel drnveways and large
gardens. not only just around Keswick,
Sut in various parts of the country.

Dave sent his huge bear to his brother
for a surprise birthday present - he has a
big garden!

fAnswer to joke: The fish said Dam?)

The factory 1s worth a visit on foot ot
by car and well signposted (byv bears. of
coursc) from the Cat Bells car park.

The late Bob Ramsey to

be remembered on the
Roaches walk (May 7)

THIS DATE and vcnue was puposely
carmarked as it s the anmversary of
Bob's death. Bob was a very popular
member of our club. He sadly collapsed
and died towards the end of the club’s
Roaches ramble last vear. We will have a
brief period of remembrance during the
walks, close to the spot where Bob died.

Bookings on the coach could be heavy,
50 vou are advised to book now.

FARMER OFFERS LIFT
TO RAMBLERS

SOUNDS UNBELIEVABLE doesn't it
but thus actually happened to three of us
as we were wearily walking up a steep
country lane leading to the Whinlatter
Pass during the recent Keswick Weekend.
Together with hus wife he kindly took
us almost three miles to the summit, We
then walked downhill. using footpaths
when posstble. all the way to Keswick.

Free phone calls on Cable
[f vou have a Cable phone vou can ring
mmc FREE after §pm - Fditor Al other
Limes id vou know that calls to Billinge
are sull classed as a Liverpool Local cail.

We were in sunny Keswick but why were
the Seniors’ Section leaving Liverpool?

§S stroll into Parkgate, suitably clad

IT WASN'T a promising stat by any means, with the leaving of Liverpcol the clouds
gathered and took on a battleship grey hue, smudging the Welsh Hills into shapeless
forms. In the middte distance the ribbon that was the Dee donned the mantle of Pewter
- as [ said, not a promusing start. With this outlook 1t was gaiter and overtrouser time.

Serious money land

Suttably c¢lad and rucksacked, a
leisurely stroll took us along the parade
mto Mostyn Square, leading to School
Lane and then past St Thomas™ church.
We were now Into ‘serious money’ land,
where parks tumed into someone’s back
garden. [t is said that money doesn’t buy
happiness - well I for one could be
perfectly unhappy in these surroundings!!

The rain had petered out by now so
skins of waterproofs wers being sloughed
off and as the sun reappeared a few
scarves and pullies too. The urban scene
was changing now into farmland,
although there wasn't much evidence of
“ploughin’ an” sowin’" as et - in fact one
field had the stalks of last year's com
crop stll in the ground. [ suspect the
farmner was stll sunning himself in the
Bahamas.

With various muddy patches, puddles
and stles successfully negonated, a
lunch stop was called in an enclosed
footpath, with views of Thornton Hough
Church in the distance. This was
particuiarly pleasing, for with hedges and
trees stil in bud, it wall soon be veiled by
a curtain of blossom and leaves.

Locals quatfing on benches

Raby Mere was the next place en
route; particularly interesting was the
early 17th century Inn, the Wheatsheaf,
and very mviting i was too, with
whitewashed walls, thaiched roof and
focals quaffing on benches in the
sunshine. Resisting the temptanon, Tony
and Mossy shepherded us past, but with
still tme to admire a dazzhing display of
daffodils, pnmulas, pansies and
primroses.

Raby Mere conjured up byegone
memones of rambles and cycle ndes.
The Blue Lamp(?) Cafe at Thomton
Hough, boating on the Mere at Raby - is
it all sull there? . . . the penny slot
machuines “What the Buter Saw,” which
we weren't allowed 1o see! The electric
shock machine on which the craven ones
held hand while two others held a handle
each, and for a penny we ail got a shock!
The braver ones went solo!

Have fifty or more years passed since
those days?

Green ice-cream

The return path was along the Wirral
Way, which has been designated a
Millennjum Project, which has entatled
the removal of numerous trees and
bushes and a new surface laid, which
enables cyclists to nde faster and quieter,
but makes walking more hazardous.

Parkgate had changed dramatically in
our few hours’ absence - more cars and
motor bikes lined the Parade, and people

promenaded - most licking the colour-of-
the-day ices - green!

Many thanks to Torty and Molly for
serving up a varied rambie of fields and
path and viltage. Nice one, folks. G

Disaster at
Highfield Farm

WORTHINGTON 12/3/00

TEN SENIORS all told, met at the
Visitor's Centre on an overcast day.
Nine of us were dazzled by the shine

on Freda’s boots. | wonder how she
manages it?

Everyone appeared to be in good
spirits and why not? Aren’t we all
lucky to be snl! able to do these
walks?

We crossed the main road and
turned tnto a footpath which took us
over a stream and alongside the
raliway w re one was surprised io
find that Bill did not feel the nead to
tarry! Passing the “Crown.” we soon
reached Talbot House Farmm where
the dogs were all bark and no bite,
thank goodness!

Lunch was taken in a field and
after a series of stiles we reached
another public house where one
could envy the other half or not as
the case may be.

Slurry most vile

Crossing Coppull Mill Bndge, we
entered Lancashire and were soon
negotiating the stiles at Holt Farm.

At the next farm, Highfield,
disaster ¢ k! Freda’s boots, so
patnstakingly buffed by our leader,
were seen to be almost submerged in
slurry most wvile, and not only
Freda's! The leader wasn't wearing
his welling 15!

A diversion was unavoidable but
eventually we were back on course
and not smelling too badly. Tea was
taken and there wasn't an audible
complaint about the mud or the
weather or the leader.

We crossed the Chorley road and
dropped onto the towpath of, yes
you've guessed it, the ubiquitous
LL Canal. The three miles stretch
berween Adlington and Wigan s
piciuresque and made a pleasant end
to the walk.

Thank you for coming, especiaily

Maureen’s friend, Lilian. GEFA


















