





A TALKX DOWI! MEMORY LAITE

id January saw the club setting off for Paworth, now firmly Lim'zod
-h the Bronte sisters and Vuthering Eeights. A full coach was a
ey welcome sign, evidence that outdoor walking is gaining in
novualarity. Teeling energetic, perhaps heartened by the arrival ol
mid winter equinox and the promise of the spring to come I
<z2cided to join the "A" walk, This decision involved disembarizing
s Zebden Bridge and walking in a north-casteriy direction v »
“relve miles. I had guessed that the route wouid follow the Pennmi::
"y for most of the time, and most of the walk would be a little
nostaigic as I walked the Pennimne Vay ten years ago. I was correct
iy as Shﬂpblongn How pleasant to walk down Memory Lane.

ifot having a heavy backpack to carry and free from the care of
navigation it was a delight and a pleasure to the eye to take in the
scenery of Iforth Yorkshire, arms and legs swinging as. I recaptured
the achievement of walking 265 miles in fifteen days.

The simple butty break was transformed into a feast of culinary magic
as we sat beside a river listening to the never ending relentless
ouarrel of the water rushlng over stones and around boulders,

In true Pennlne Jay fashlon,‘the_weather became a matter of concern
as we made progress in the afternoon. At one moment I thought there
was a danger of the sun coming. out but it gave up the un-egual
struggle which had talier place between itself and the ominous dark
clouds, ©Sure enough ¢louds that had been dark and sullen and on
the verge of tears displayed their victory of darkness over light
in their traditional manner, a celebration of rain. This posed the
never-ending question of making a decision of stopping and donning
heavy weather gear or hoping against hope that it's just a passing
shower and carry on., I chose the latter cocurse. Ten minutes later
a faint smile as my companions shed their overpants and top coats.

Arriving at Top Withens we joined the "B" party - a nice occasion, an
exchange of Bon Mots and some hilarity over the signposts written in
Japanese, The brief encounter over we separated and continued our
walk via the Bronte Chair and the Bronte Vaterfall, yes, signposted
in Japanese. I don't know what Heathcliffe would have made of it!

The market town of Haworth proved to be: as attractive as everi quaint
cobbled streets, a vision of all our vyvesterdays.

ould I do the Pennine Way again? I will tell you something. Therc
is no feeling of elation and personal satisfaction mecre so than
descending into Hivk Yetholmafter completing the last thirty miles
in twelve hours and 200 miles under your belt. Uhen I got back to
Liverpool my feet were three inches above the pavement when I walked
along. Yes, I would subject myself to the pain, the tiredness, the
cold and one hundred other setbacks to re~live that moment.
The walk was ably led by Alan Cunningham - nice one Alan!

' JOE ROURKE

PHONEY SUI'DAY MORININGS

Dear PFriends,

People have been ringing me early on Sunday mornings regarding cans
cellations of the walk that day. Unless I am walking myself that day
thére is nothing I can do. I therefore ask you not to ring me on a
Sunday unless I am leading a walk that day or you definitely know
that I am on the walk,

Many thanku ’ BRTAIl KELLER

Once a member himself in his younger days,. sally’ .
yat McLindon, father of Peter and John McLindon died in December laou-
We offer our sympathy to his widow and sons including son Des. RIP.






Ind? caught the irzgination in an.instant.. hat a shrewd decic. .
it was, for within ten minutes we were revarded with a wali ac.
orn of the enginzering marvels of Llangollen Canal...the agqueducc
across the far belov River Dee. Ceeing the fast-foaming river o~
its route through the wooded valley made you appreciate how thilns

ooy stone bridge was built ail those years ago.

-~ s

Joon 1T wag.timé to icave the towpath and to start a gentle asce: ™

tswards hillcside woodlands. Despite the low temperature.of the . .dn

the climb alcng the forest trail meant that !'sensible winter

were being removed., Breaking out of the woods and having a “ewarfi.;
utty stop meant after a few minutes of atchlng your breat ou

Jere soon puivving your 1uﬂpnrs baclz on! o

L5 the weﬂthi°ma1 would say,; the early morning mist was being 'bazra:
OLf{, but a. few stubborn pavches were determined to linger on the
valley bottom. The sunshine. that did manage to break through the
high level of cloud was a typical winter sun. But it was more than.
enough to push the spirit onto higher ground and to those elusive
promised views.

Compegnsation - wvas wewarded in full as a hang-glider type of view was
sS00Nn upon us. Ua:“ﬂ long the ridge gave a subtle change to the
distant hills . Also a growing confidence comes over you
as the height requixed has now been gained.

with fifth gear finaily in place it gave us a chance for a number

of talkie-bits to cccur whilst still eating the miles up. It worked

out that Ray, our intrepid lcader this was was brought up in these
parts, and sure ocncuagh o number of 'I remember when!..! stories

came tumbling out! Air raid sirens and food rationing soon brought

us uvon our Furthest point of the day...Worlds End., A mame that consurco
jures up all sovrts of wild:zideas, but in reality is a valley ending
with a man-made forest! Ilot to worry, a grand place for our final

butty brealz, '

Vith our haversaclis somewhat lighter it was time to head off home via
a splendid section of fthe O0ffa's Dyke path.

Arriving back at Llangollen in total darkness, the price you have to
pay when walking in the winter, the ole legs told me a few miles had
certainly been covered, It came as no surprise to be informed that
we had actually walked 13~1~ miles, confirmed by one of our partydii-or.
Christmas presents...a pédemzudyd o i

“Thanks once again to Ray for a splendid '3! wall.

JoT

Il'ow we travel norcl vo Tthe sake District and to a place where Roy had
visited recently wiith bip marenvs for an dnteresting few hours:

L ARTDYY MUSEUM

e rook Street,

C Cumbria LA12 7BO

O 52292 or 861614

~ouird - i0am to 4.,30pm The largest col&ect1on
i flardy memorabilia in the world. £1 adults and
juss o 3De ¢iiiidren -~ plus - TREE film show and talk

Al TITERESTITIG AT

T e

Who is a famous film star having dorie many Western Films and is the
son of Stan ‘Laurel? Clue is that you have to go Fast to find this
star, If you can'’ sece the wood for the trees then the answer is
overleaf,






corgian cobweb
sed the bridge,

PR ~ T
LodGayY we Swil il

nreblem with both bridges wi

th that instcad of diverting
C avay ?“om the town they forcod averything inte the town.
Jeoriy o a furcher answer was necded.

N

finy
&}

thoy suggested build wvet ano r "“10 re with huge unsighily toworo
<2 suppdrt the cables with all the damage it would create to the scenic
cnvironment. A bored tunnel was too difficult from an engineering point
of view due to the depth of mud in the estumary, but a local resident -
found an article in a science magazine and provided a solution.

R prog
major sbstacles wae the River Conwy. aﬂo‘ﬁhe medizval towr,
t
1

An immersed tunnel which sat in a trench on the bed of the Conwy with -
a surrounding infil was proposcd. Such a tunnel had becn constructed
in the United States but never in Britain. Would this provide a moxec
lasting answer to Conwy's problems?

After what proved bo be Britain's most cosvly enquiry into a new road
scheme the immersed tube tunnel was given the go-ahead and in 1980
work started on the construction of the tube sections in a man-made
on=gsite lagoon. ' '

3iz sections were required, cach weighing 30,000 tonnes and ONCe Com=
pleted they were floated out onto the river using snecially built
baliast tanks inside the tubes. Cnce all the sections were sunk and
connected together, the laying of the road was begun and by the
summery of 1991 the tunnel was finiched along with the new approach
roads, S '

Cnn Gentember 22 1991, the general public was given the opportunity to
wallkk through thic highway into history and one month later the Queen
oftficially opened the tunnel to all road users.

Hdave we sce:r the last of those dreaded traffic jams through Conwy
which hold up- our coach or will another bottleneck appear somewhere
els s&? ’

PHIL VELLS
- QUZ HUIDRED AND EIGHTY!
= N MEm— —— ‘m . .
Did you know that every Tuesday evening some of the Catholic Damblers
meet to play darts at the lianor on Zdge Lanc?

Some weeks there have been as man 1y as twe 1ty turning up, but other
veeks only Mygelf and Je”yl put in an anpearance. Regardless of how
many or Jjust how few turn up, we always manage to ha a great timec.

Ve have a good laugh listening to .the singers on the karaoke. One of
these is a man named Albert. Iic never fails to get u»n and s ug..,..

"Yesterday" (and I wish he did as we would not have been there to heoa:x
“him!)

Our darts are definitely improving Faster than Albert's singing! ihe=n
we first started, 1t was a major achievement to hit the board. Vhoever
was marking the scores down often had to take cover.

I hope more people will come and join in., Thanks Beryi for livening
un my Tuesday nights. I will probably give you a tin hat one of these
veeks ! ‘ ‘ : ' ' '

DA\’T‘ CAHTLL






s 5CTION FRISHFIELD WALK Cont'd.
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ant ending up with a sore neck!).

f\-@

“e resamed our walk through sand dunes, stretches of bog bridged with wooden c- t-
w:liis, and patches of moss, tough wiry heather, bushes and scrub, follcwing tle
Tune and Figerman's Path back to the woods, On reaching the railway we followei
the path alongside the track for half a mile or so, then plunged back into tha
woods zgain,for a very pleasant am peaceful walk along a winding, undulatins p:=th
through the trees, sheltered frbm the wind which was now getting quite cold.

The last lap . is always the worst and as we struggled (at least I was struzeli g
along the lane back to the car park the temperature dropped and darkness fell

rapidly. As one who is no longer able to manage the harder rambles, I always
look forward to George's Freshfield walk, where we can cover a reasonable distance
(some six miles or so) through 1nterest1ng country without any major ascents and,
as today, enjoy a good 4% hours ex.ercise in the open air and in such good company.
It was nice to see John and Cath Burns out again.

Thank you, George, and all our fellow ramblers (sadly no Audrey) for a Very
engoyable and memorable day. -

J. and R.
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WHITCHURCHE wA:L 9TH FEBRUARY, 1992.

The forecast wasn't good. Wind,showers and even snow were mentioned, but
there was no sign of such wintry condltlons as twenty-four hardy walkers and
one dog assembled in the car- park un Whitchurch. Our departure was delayed by
about forty minutes because of the late arrival of sme, caused by traffic
diversions on the A41. - Then, as we were ready to move off, the first few drops
of rain fell (but in the event onlv a few light showers materialised). Out of
the ruck-sacks came an assortment __ . . .- . ___. -~ ey Pro-
tected we headed out of town.

. A footpath led us icross fields, over a disused railway cutting, past the
St. Ivel Creamery and across a bridge over the Crewe/Shrewsbury Railway towards
Oss Mere where two or three people were fishing. Here, after walking for about
an. hour. and a half,we were more than ready for a lunch-break, quite comfortably
seated in two naturally-arranged semi-circles. Adequately satisfied we contin-~
ued our ramble towards Combermere Park where, in the pine woods, many budger
setts were obvious. From here the footpath took us again over thé Crewe/ Shrews-
bury Railway, this time across the track, Bill expertly carrying out his leader's
dutles keeplng a watchful eye on the up and down lines to ensure our safety,

We came to Marbury Vlllave and a second stop for refreshment. Gerry waved
a sake~ box, whereupon a car with four young people aboard drew up, we thought,
for dlrectlons., The driver had been urged by his back-seat passenger to .stop.
He appeared to be mortified wheﬁ the passenger lezned out asking for a cake.
Gerry happily sgranted his request. We then continued on our way towards the
Llangollen Canal. (For those who were confused this is a branch pf the
Shropshire Union Canal) We passed the Juposjey Lock, the Willey Moor Lockand
an unnamed lock (near the Land of Canaan}, ) ‘before we left the canal bank at a
bridge. : :

By this tlme about 5,30, it was quité dark, Freda and George left the
Party to continue alonc the canal bank towards Grindley Brook and the A41. The
rest of us groped our way across fields towards the AL9, Fortunately two or
three pepple came equipped with small torches: otherwise Bill's map, Tessa's
white spots and a couple of white hats were just discernable in the dark and
helped us to keep together.

Cont'd..






