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MIRROR MIRROR ON THE WALL

Have you ever looked at your reflection in a mirror and wondered,
science fiction like, is he (or she) locking at me and wondering,
science fiction likel?

Those of you with imagination to grasp the implication will no
doubt humour me, but it does make one think. Life is really not

so cut and dried that yesterday's rules are applicable to tomorrows
people. But when tomorrow comes, will we be ready for it? OKi

so tomorrow is a long way off, but if ever you looked into a mirror
and wondered, science fiction like, then you are probably one of
those who are already formulating tomorrow's rules.

What will the ILCRA be doing tomorrow?  Perhaps you will accept a
difficult challange such as Pioneering OfX¥a's Dyke in one weekend, or
competing in the Fellsman Hyke, or undertaking something simple like
beating the existing LCRA record for the 1k peaks in Snowdon. Nof
too energetic for todays youth? OK, how about a Bridge Class or a
Chess championship, debates on controversial topics, Latin American
Dancing, Dry Ski Classes, Map making for your own Orienteering events?

So I've put most of your off eh? Perhaps all I've proved is that
yesterday's ideas are not suitable for today's people. There is one
solution which comes too mind, get today's people to expound their
idea's for today's people -~ if you see what I mean.

but imagine the excitement fair those who have the courage to step 1nto
that reflected room. If you have the enthusiasm you can step right
into that room - our committee room. Encouragement, and guidance if
necessary you will get from the establishment but most important we
want the ideas of today's people for today's people.

To those people who have managed to read this far we invite you to serve
on our General Committee. Dave Newns will be around seeking volunteers
- Do give him your name - and remember - the Newsletter is here to print
your ideas so do keep me informed.

Ere Kavauaal.
ERIC KAVANAGH
EDITOR _—



IT WAS SCOMETHING TO DO SO WE DID IT!...eeceveneees?
I HROREEEEEEEEREREEREEEREHEERREEHES

Offa's Dyke is 168 miles long and runs from Chepstow in South
Wales to Frestatyn. Well if a Dyke can run that far so can we -
the we being seventeen members of the Deeside Orlentnerlng Club.

They covered the 168 miles in relays taking 31 hours 17 minutes.
Amusing extracts from their report are as follows:-

The police are still wondering whether they should have arresed
those suspicious characters who when found standing on a lonly bridge
in the middle of the night, gave such an incredible explanatlon for
their prescence.

The expressions on the faces of those sensible walkers when I
told them we were running all the way to Prestytan kept me going for
many a mile,

The early risers of Llaymynech must be wondering about the
strange encampment which sprung up atthe 40 mph signh during the

night and then suddenly dispersed upon the arrlval of a lone
runre  rom the south.

And finally the strange case of a father and son, clad in
running kit, who ran straight into the sea at Prestatyn.

F.S. The age of that son who ran into the sea was just 13.'.

Congratulations to all seventeen runners who survived.

Congratulations to Bernedette Wilson and Jim Nolan who were
recently married.....

NEW MEMBERS,
Angela O'Reily Michael W. Jones
Mary J Lawler Anthony J. Schroder
Fauline Alcock dmile Rodrigues.

- Barbara Whittle

VMIXED DOUBLES MINI GOLF COMPETITION.

This competition was due to have been played at ép.m. on 22nd July
however it was offically called off by the organiser after a day long
downpour of rain. However it seems that the organiser should have
known better, for 20 members turned up despite the waterlogged greens,
and by all accounts thouroughly enjoyed themselves.

Arnold Mchcklaus.
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Extracted from Margaret Lee Noble's descriptive
poems of the English Lake District,

‘Published by A, H. Stockwell Limited, Devon.

=QemQmQmemOm

PATTERDALE

When evening comes to Patterdale,

The air is cool and still,

And the lake is laxily stirring

As the mist comes down the hill,

The blackbird sings his last goodnight
Before the stars come into sight.

—QmQemQmOmQm

The stars are pearly, rosy red,

In the west where the sun has been,
The last sunbeam has fled away,
And left &n opal sheen.

Helvellyn stands black and bold,
Beneath a sky of burnished gold.

Qe QOO

One by one the stars appear

As the gold light fades away,.. .

And Patterdale quietly sleeps

Waiting for the coming day.

Shadows thicken, as the moon rises high,
And the wind moves the trees with a sleepy

sigh,
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