











IMPRESSIONS OF WATENDLATH

It was the colours that struck me. Pahting thirstily up the hill from
Rosthwaite we came upon it. suddenly that bright March day and I gazed for the first
time on that tiny hidden jewel, the duck-dotted sapphire tarn reflecting the pale
blue of the sky a thoisand times. Here the cosy grey farmhouses, granite won from
the hills, nestled by the tarn's edge, enclosed in the soft spring green velvet ’
valley, backed by the rich russet brown bracken clothing the hills on the father
side.

We tried to find it once before, one sombre, mist-laden day, wandering
doggedly amongst the dank hills; depressed by the lowering sky. How did we miss it?
There were enough of us who, armed with map and compass, had led many a more
¢ ficult walk, Yet it eluded us and the walley kept its misty secret, waiting,
like some Lakeland Brigadoon, for the right moment. The day was not worthy of its
revelation. :

Descending in a dusty cloud we were assailed by the ducks an anxious armarda
hungry for scraps. They rifled our bags then followed us in quacking escort as we
crossed the stony bridge and abruptly departed, bored, in search of further victims.
"Shall we have tea and scones?" and our hunger was welcomed by the birds, sunset-brecsted
chaffinches, slate grey as roofs while the arrogant, strutting bantam cockerel with his
jewel-bright irridescent tail performed acrobatic feats for our crumbs, ‘

S0, replete and reluctant, we continued on our backward’® glancing way. But the dey
held one more secret and we lost the path, floundering through the twisting busiiness
of the heather. A silhouette appeared on the skyline, a head watching us with ear
twitching curiosity. A sheep? A strange sheep surely - too long of ear and neck.

We reached the brow and the truth was upon us, the axtlered stag and his eleven hinds rec
as the braken, springing through the darkness of the heather. A pause, a stare, tren
away again into the purple hazy distance.

L. .ited, elated, we pressed on in breathless silence. The gold-pink evening light
touched the landscape as we passed the dark, silent tarn, scrambled steeply down the
grey rocky scree of the path and through the whispering brown oakwoods to Stonethwaite
and the chattering, gin-clean river.

Driving through Borrowdale the sun set and for us the day was over, though the
name still conjures the picture clean in our minds. But Watendlath lies there still in
its secret valley, waiting for other visitors who come, the first time, on a bright
spring day.

Countrylover.






THE FAMILY SECTION ALK

RIVINGTON 1979

Having bribed my local garage attendant to the tune of 4 gallons of
petrol I made my way through the rain to that Mecca for all ramblers "Ye 0ld
Tythe Barn", Rivington.

Looking at the empty barn, I had a horrible thought, was this the right
time, the right place or even the right date. My little domesticated brain
tried to cope with this sudden imput of worry, but wait, what was that little
huudle by the tea counter? a lone figure detached itself from the huddle and
stood glaring at the latest intruder, but then a smile spread across the
face of big P. Atherton, the coach isn't here yet was the first greeting, and
the 'A' walk starts in 5 mins. The 'B' walk was timed to start at 1.00 clock,
at 1.30p.m. our leader, Johnson J., started out into the rain, followed by a
cast of thousands. After a wet start the sky cleared and there it was - a
large snow bank, need I say more, particularly as we had with us a large body
of young battle hardened vetrans of snow warfare, they promised us adults, a
hard days entertainment. Our le2der coming in for special attention, there
being a plentiful supply of snow all round.

Making our way down towerds the reservoir we came upon a large flat
field, this was the place chosen by our leader to make our last stand engaging
the enemy in a large scale snowball fignt, we were being slowly overwhelmed when
on the horizon appeared the remnants of the 'A' party, who came swiftly to our
aid, it was at this point that food and drink wa: served to the troops, a welcome
break it was too. Our pzatl. then took us up to the lower slopes of the Pike,
where we ciuae upon a monster snowdrift barring our r2th, after much difficulty
we managed to regain our track and make our way slowly down towards the lights
of the barn where in our absence several more members had struggled up through
che snow to join us for dinner and the evenings festivities.

Sitting down for dinner were over 200 pecple, but one could notice that there
were several empty seals,; this I suppose was the resv’t of the petrol strike.
After dinner the tables were cleared away and the social began, the first part
being devoted to the children, then for the rest of the evenirg we were entertained
by a folk group - The Houghton Weavers, who played and called for country dancing,
a very pleasant evenings entertainment,; but of course all this could not hare taken
place without a lot of hardworking people to axrrange it all. To them our thanks.

Jedo












