





Ramblerite

The Duddon Valley is pretty well
mnaccessible to us for a Sunday ramble, the roads
being somewhat tight for a 53 scater bus .
However we have managed to visit this area
quite often and I've explored it quite extensively.

From the watershed near the Three
Shires Stone at the top of the Wrynose Pass, and
birthplace of the Duddon, you can set off
Southward towards Coniston via Wet Side
Edge saving a lot of climbing in the process.
Similarly, if you strike North, its a good setting
off point for Red Tarn, The Crinkles and Pike of
Blisco, wonderfial walks usually tackled from Gt.
Langdale. Following the river Westward takes us
down to the Wrynose bottom and Cockly Beck.
Its a wild and arduous walk from here up to the
Scaffeils, I've done this on several occasions,
once camping with my lads at Lingcove Beck
Waterfalls, at the top of Mosedale, overnight.

Downstream again we amive at
Seathwaite, we once climbed Harter Fell from
here, I remember it well, and the abuse from a
certain Scottish Lady. We had lunch here after a
walk on the way home from the Eskdale W/E a
year or so ago. The River passes through a
wonderful gorge through which a superb path
passes. Remember the ants, enormous things and
the hawser over the stepping stones? About the
first time I met Will and Chris was when we
climbed Dow Crag from here, I remember
floundering about in the swamp above
Seathwaite Tarn.

Snitter and Ralph holed up here in the mine and
it was above here at levers Hause that they met
the Tod.

(Name the book and win a prize, answers to Ed.)

We've also tackled Caw and Stickle Pike
from Broughton in Fumess , on a recci with
Tom we saw a Buzzard on a post as close as
ever I've seen one. I spotted a deer in my rear
mirror that day also. You'll have a chance to visit
again on the 1st March '97.
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William Wordsworth wrote a few poems
about the Duddon Valley and the following was
read at Linda Roxby's funeral:

AFTER-THOUGHT

I THOUGHT of Thee, mry partner and my
guide,

As being past away.-~ Vain sympathies!

For, backward, Duddon! as I cast my
eyes,

1 see what is, and is, and will abide;

Still glides the stream, and shall for ever
glide;

The Form remains, the Function never
dies;

While we, the brave, the mighty, and the
wise,

We Men, who in our mom of youth defied

The elements, must vanish;~- be it so!

Enough, if something from our hands have
power

To live, and act, and serve the future hour;

And if, as toward the zilert tomb we go,

Through love, through hope, and faith's
transcendent dower,

We feel that we are greater than we know ®

CHRISTMAS WALK
SUNDAY 28th DEC.
DELAMERE FOREST
Meet at 11am Delamere Station.

A train leaves Central Station at 9.34am
change at Chester £5.90 ret.
It would be more convenient to travel by

car so arrange lifis if possible.

A visit to the Visitor Centre where we
will be able to see all sorts of birds
including Nuthatches and Tree Creepers,
and then have a cup of tea, will be
followed by a stroll through the forest and
for those who wish, kunch at 2 local
















Seniors’ Section Ramble to Chipping_

THE GROUP was small for our Sunday ramble to
this lovely comer of the country, but large in
enthusiasm to be out and about, far from the madding
crowd of city life. The landmark of St Bartholomew’s
Church, seen from our approach through winding
lanes clearly signposted a day in rural England, and
the warm air, swallows skimming the cool breeze for
their fill, a heat haze wrapping the nearby hills, sure
signs for a weight-shedding walk.

The parish church structure was of the 17th
Century, on the site of an earlier place of worship
about the year 1200. Local ‘Tea Places’ were hard to
resist, but we set off for the surrounding footways
through rolling hills and stream-filled glens, where
wild deer roamed.

The cunously named lost village of Dinkling
Green deserved our close aftention. Dating from the
same period as the parish church, it consisted of three
terraced cottages, a barn and a Tudor building set in
a small dell. A multitude of footpaths in all directions
is an attractive plus for leaders in this area, one of
which led us to Leagram Hall, which included its own
R_C. chapel and priests’ hiding place. Most of the old
buildings in the vicinity have windows and doors

designed for defending the occupants against their
enemies of the Civil War. The Harrison family were
prominent landowners of the district who were, it is
said, on the King’s side. A stone plaque inscribed
with their name and heraldry was plain to see on the
hall front. Another king’s man, however, had his
estate sequestered after the Civil War, for his trouble.

Lunch time was calted for and agreed to by our
leader, and a suitable place was found among the old
huramocks of the limestone digs, such dry conditions
being a bonus for the partaking of refreshment. It was
disappointing that the backdrop of hills were in haze
all day (stop moaning), but the River Hodder, on its
way to join the Lune then mto the Irish Sea, was
music as we dined, while the westerly breeze that
cooled the brow came from there by retum.

All too soon we were on our feet completing the
circle back to the ancient village in time for some wet
refreshment, then speedy travel to the Myerscough
Arms for an evening meal and a leisurely drive home.
Many thanks to Gerry for leading, and Jean for
whipping in, and Freda, George, Maureen and Amy
for their company. W.AP

Family Section

Dec 14th Frodsham Hill Peter Wilkinson (017048 7016). Meet in Mersey View car park
At the top of the hill, 12 noon.

Jan 4th Yuletide See notice in this newsleter. The County Hotel is in the centre
of Camforth by the A6 traffic lights.

Feb 7th Wirral Country Park Anthony Brockway (608 0425). Meet at Visitors Centre car park
Thurstaston, 12 noon.

CLUB BADGE COMPETITION

About 30 years ago our club had their own cloth badges.Now there is a move to have new ones E
made and put on sale. The old badge was similar to the logo on the front of your rambling [
programmes, triangular in shape but slightly larger. It was coloured blue with yellow lettering.
This design could still be used but it was suggested that a new design may be in order. :
So get your ideas on paper, put your name on the back and give them to me (Dave Newns) or any §
committee member by January 31st. A suitable prize will be gwen for the best de51gn g

Poets Corner

Roni Murray has sent in a selection of poems.There isn’t much space left so they will appear in the next edition.
However, here is a witty one that was inspired to her by the ice-cream man. It is untitled but is copyright by Roni.

An ice-cream van goes past our gate, every night at half past eight.
He wakes up the baby and starts the howling of the dog . . .

One of these nights. ..

I’ll punch him in the gob!



