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CHAIRMAN’S JOTTINGS

   It is already September again and time to think about how the club has operated over the last year and how things should move forward into the next.

Looking back the year has been over-shadowed by the loss of two long-term members, George Thompson and Archie Baines.  They will be missed by all of us. 

  George was one of the original members of the club, and as I said at the presentation at the annual dinner, he was really a member before the club was formed.  We will never forget his photographic exploits and the long running annual slide show after the AGM.  However we must also thank him for all the efforts he made by encouraging people to join the club by going up and down the train talking to people and giving out leaflets.

  Archie was another long-term member who supported the club for many years; he also was very artistic and was often seen making sketches of the views.  He was also a very keen bird-watcher and the last walk I shared with Archie was round a RSPB reserve from a coach trip.

  In other respects it has again been a quiet year, thanks to the efforts of the committee members and walk-leaders the activities have gone off smoothly.  However there are changes afoot and how they will affect FDR is so far unclear.  What I am referring to is the change (or possible change) of the Railway Operator for our area.  It was thought that Serco-Ned had won the franchise from Arriva and would commence operating from 17th October.  Consequently Arriva only gave us rail-passes for our leaders until 16th October.  We have now found out that the change over has been delayed.  After discussions with Arriva we are being sent new passes until December, after that it is anyone’s guess.  What I can guarantee is that assuming there are trains running on the lines, our guided walks will continue throughout 2005.

  Would you also please note that Arriva have now decided that there will be a £2 surcharge for using a return ticket on a different line.  This means that if you buy a return ticket to Dent (on the Settle-Carlisle Line) and then walk over Whernside and down to Bentham (on the Leeds Morecambe Line) you will be charged an extra £2 on the return journey.

  At the AGM we have another guest speaker this year.  After the business, but before the lunch, there will be a short speech from Mr M Priestley.  For those who do not know Mr. Priestley is walking correspondent with the Bradford Telegraph and Argus.  There will be NO film show after lunch this year.

  Just to remind you that the AGM starts at 11am this year, please try and attend to support the club.

David Sherborne

****************************** 

EVENTS SECRETARY’S REPORT

What a busy summer it has been.  There have been all the usual activities put on by Friends of Dalesrail, plus an exciting day celebrating the 30th anniversary of the Dalesrail on June 12th.  Other accounts in this newsletter are no doubt giving full details of this momentous day.

On May 25th we had a Leaders Meeting at the Adelphi, Leeds.  We discussed various topics such as the organisations programme and risk assessment.  The meeting was also an attempt to get more leaders and backups.  Some of our longer serving members have found they are not able to help as much as they could and we need more volunteers to help with our walks.  If you do not feel you have the confidence to lead a walk, why not offer to backup?  You would get plenty of support and help from the leaders and very often members on the walks know the walks very well anyway. One of the advantages of helping with a walk is that you get to know the area of the walk better whilst you are reading your map.   If you want to help or if you have a walk to suggest, I’m including a reply form in this newsletter.  You can send it to me or give it to any of the committee members.       

The programmes for next year’s walks have been drawn up. The train programmes have been decided and we are hoping for a similar good relationship with the new train company, Serco-Ned, as we had with Arriva.  As well as the usual regular Saturday walks on the Settle Carlisle line and the Morecambe line we are having a choice of three walks for the New Year Dinner and for the week after Easter.  We are also still planning walks from the Caldervale line most months, though not all because they clash with Bank Holidays and the Annual General Meeting.  Full details of all our walks will be on the 2005 calendar, which will be available when you renew your membership.

The programme for the coach walks has also been decided. We are now looking for leaders. We are always open to suggestions if you have any ideas of where you want to go.  Some of the weekends for 2005 have been decided. The next weekend we are having is one in Eskdale next Easter weekend 25th-27th March 2005. Once again we shall be ‘drawing names out of a hat’ after plenty of time has been left for bookings.  

In this newsletter you will find a booking form for the AGM in November. Please try to come as this is your opportunity to have your say.     Although we are quite happy with Ilkley Playhouse as the venue, we are always on the lookout for a change of venue, though it has to be accessible by public transport.

Once again we are having our New Years meal at the Falcon Manor in Settle.  This is always a lively occasion and enjoyed by all.  A booking form will be included in this Newsletter.

Diane Taylor is organising a holiday in Austria.  Please look carefully at the separate booking form in this newsletter and reply as soon as possible if you are interested.

I look forward to seeing you on our walks, at the AGM, or the New Years meal.

Penny Lucas

******************************

MARCH WEEKEND 2005
 As you may realise, our usual weekend at the end of March coincides with the Easter holiday next year, Good Friday falling on the 25th March. The committee have taken this into consideration with the walks from the train at this time and I have therefore arranged a 3 night, 4 day weekend at Easter i.e. Friday, Saturday and Sunday nights 25, 26 & 27th March. At first I encountered problems with the cost due to it being Easter and high prices being quoted. I stumbled upon the Bower House Inn at Eskdale, Cumbria and secured all the accommodation of the hotel at £50 per person per night, i.e. £150, dinner, bed and breakfast in total.

  For those of you with access to the Web, the website www.bowerhouseinn.co.uk should reveal the delights. The rooms comprise of double, twin, family and singles, of which there are only three. If you wish to go and usually try for a single, I would suggest you share a twin or even share a family room for three and enter this on your booking form to Pat. The usual form is enclosed

Lewis Handford

*******************************  

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

The Annual General Meeting will be held on Sunday, 28th November, 2004, at The Playhouse, Ilkley, starting at 11.00AM. A buffet lunch has been arranged. See booking form.

****************************** 

ANNUAL NEW YEAR DINNER
The Annual New Year Dinner has been arranged at The Falcon Manor Hotel, Settle, on Saturday, 8th January, 2005. For those wishing to stay the night, the cost is £40 per person double room, and £50 single. See booking form.

******************************

30TH ANNIVERSARY OF THE DALESRAIL CHARTER

You would have read in the previous edition of this Newsletter about how on 9th June 1974 the first excursion train left Leeds and Bradford with about 600 walkers on board.  On 12th June 2004 we took part in the celebration of this momentous occasion.  Friends of DalesRail combined with The Ramblers Association and Friends of Settle-Carlisle Line to arrange a day out to Appleby with all the pomp we could muster.  We started with a ceremony at Leeds station and as the train moved on up the line more and more people got on (Yes, we had managed to get extra coaches).  There were several extended stops for more photographs until the first walking group got off at Kirkby Stephen (see elsewhere for the story of this walk).  The rest of the walkers got off at Appleby where more walks were on offer.  However before they could leave they were regaled by a brass band, a welcome from the mayor of Appleby and yet more photographs!

All the walkers then dispersed all over the countryside on a range of guided walks, only to congregate later in the afternoon at the Tufton Arms for a celebratory buffet, even the Kirkby Stephen party managed to arrive before the food ran out and the speeches began.  There were then a whole series of speeches relating to the events of 30 years ago.  Over 100 people came to this event (over 150 were on the walks) and it was a shock to everyone just how many people at this buffet had been on the original excursion.  After that there was a special cake to cut, it was meant to be in Midland Train red but it was a bit brighter, and then back to the station for the late train home. All in all, a wonderfully organised day with special thanks to Ruth Evans and Joyce Broughton, whilst the Chairman watched it all happen and managed to get in the photographs where ever possible!!                                                                                                                          David Sherborne

30th ANNIVERSARY WALKS, 12TH JUNE 2004

WALK 1 - KIRKBY STEPHEN TO APPLEBY

On this most auspicious day for the establishment  of the ‘charter special’ a group of 17 souls, complete with bodies, set off from Kirkby Stephen. In a gratifying show of unity members from the Friends of DalesRail, the Friends of the Settle-Carlisle line, the Ramblers’ Association and the Yorkshire Dales National Park joined together to walk the 12 miles to Appleby in celebration of the last 30 years of walks from the line.

The spirit of reminiscence, as well as the pollen, was strongly in the air. Old friends met up and new friends were made as we wended our way to Soulby, partly along a disused railway track, which was only fitting for the occasion. We fended off fields of frisky cows and examined macabre strings of moles hung out to dry as we made towards the smoothly flowing River Eden. We also admired a field of slender foals, aghast at the strange party passing by and hiding shyly behind their mothers. From Great Ormside thoughts of the banquet awaiting us quickened our steps,(even uphill) although the custom of a stop for tea was not forgotten and we completed the final dash in good time.

Altogether a lovely country walk in thankfully warm and dry weather. There was even a welcome breeze to cool us down. Thanks to Christina and David for their able piloting and for getting us back safely.

Diane Exley

WALK 3 – APPLEBY CIRCULAR VIA GT. ORMSIDE

   On arrival at Appleby Stn. We were welcomed by  the melodious ‘strains,’ of tunes with a walking theme, performed by a local brass band. A further welcome to the town was then offered by the Mayor, in company with the Mayoress, who reminded us of the long and friendly association between walking groups using the ‘Settle/Carlisle Rail Service’ and the town of which they were the principal citizens.

   We were then introduced to Jon Mitchell, the ITV weatherman, who pronounced that ‘the day should by dry and mainly sunny’ and so it turned out to be.

   A mad scramble ensued to find respective walk leaders and we were away. Our leader for the day was Bob Shackleton of FOSCL who headed off into the town centre and across the river accompanied by a dozen followers intent on reaching our first landmark, (or should that be watermark?), Bandley Bridge.

   On again, following the bank of Hoff Beck and passing Cuddling Hole, where no impropriety was observed, to the tiny village of Hoff and, as the sun was well over the yardarm, a good half of the group, led by our intrepid weatherman, disappeared inside the local hostelry.

   Some time later, the walk resumed and still following the Hoff Beck, we arrived at Rutter Mill and Force where, due to the absence of rain, was but a mere trickle.

   Up on the road now, across Great Ormside Moor, past Wild Rose Caravan Park and through Ormside Village to reach the west bank of the Eden and a pleasant stroll alongside the river through woods and meadows into Appleby.

   Thank you to Bob the Leader and the whole group for a memorable anniversary walk.                  Brian Hall

WALK 4 – APPLEBY CIRCULAR VIA HILTON & MURTON

   Feeling very snooty with reserve seats and an official “Arriva” send off send off from Leeds station, we duly arrived at Appleby to be greeted by the mayor and mayoress of Appleby and the “sound” of a brass band. After the official welcome, Jon Mitchell, YTV weatherman, there ‘would be no snow today’

   The six group leaders then scurried about to round up their prospective ‘clients. Ours, Joyce Broughton (ably backed up by John Gramshaw), stood on a platform seat, patiently waving her little numbered card. About twenty clients rallied to her call.

   Although categorically assured there would be no hills, we were immediately faced with a steep climb over the footbridge to the other platform!

   After passing under the A66, we soon left the tarmac  and along a footpath, Stank Lane, aptly named judging by  the numerous piles of reconstituted “Chum”! Field paths and winding lanes  led to the hamlet of Langton, where lunch was taken by the river – and not a pub in sight! 

   A steady incline over open grassland and a surprise golf course, to Hilton and the outskirts of Murton, giving good views of Warcop Fell, Murton Fell and the distant Cross Fell. More fields and lanes saw us back at the station (and that footbridge) by 3.40, in nice time to negotiate the steep descent into town and the “Tufton Arms” for the buffet tea, speeches and reviving ‘liquids’ ( necessary for that nasty ascent back to the station). Although the weather had been nice all day, the journey back in glorious sunshine made for a wonderful scenic end to a most enjoyable day.

   Many thanks to Joyce and John, and to the day’s organisers.                                               Trevor Grimston

WALK 5 – FLAKEBRIDGE & DUFTON WOODS

   Led by Peter Davies, a DalesRail leader of many years, the group of 31 FoSCL and FoDR walkers set off at a cracking pace to enjoy this popular walk through fields and meadows and the woods. We had a lovely lunch stop at Dufton village, (so peaceful); with Dufton Pike dominating the scenery and Great Dun Fell in the distance. There were also good views of the Howgills and way over into the lakes, during the walk.

   Back in Appleby in plenty of time with the opportunity for a look around before the celebration buffet, nobody took up the option to view, too hot and tired and in need of a drink and rest after a grand walk.

   On a more general note, it was good to see so many of the original crowd from 30 years ago and to reminisce over old times. Thanks to all the organisers for a great day.                                       Joan Thompson

WALK 6 – APPLEBY TOWN TRAIL

   Following our friendly welcome at the station by the Mayor of Appleby, and the band playing us along our way, Ruth led us down to the town centre where for a short period we had some free time before our walk commenced

   Some members were attracted to the street market where some purchases were made before visiting a coffee shop for a mini break.

   We assembled at the Cloisters – in front of the church – at 1.30pm when Ruth introduced us to a knowledgeable gentleman from the Tourist Office who was to escort us around the town.

   We were shown the interior of the church with its fine organ and the resting place of Lady Anne Clifford, whose feats in the area are legend to everyone. One of her simpler tasks being to install and line up the two obelisks, one being  at the top and the other at the bottom of the main street. The area between was where the ancient market was held.

   Our next visit was to the Mayor’s chambers situated in the same block as the Tourist Office, but behind and up the steps; in the centre of the main street. The Mayor greeted us  once again, this time in the presence of some of his councillors and we were shown around the building incorporating old furnishings going back centuries which were laid out on the lines of Parliament with a Speaker’s Chair and about half dozen members benches at each side with photographs on the walls of the  former serving mayors.

   On view in the inner chamber were many old manuscripts, the Mayor’s Regalia and a glass case showing the Sword and Mace.

   We subsequently said orur farewells and proceeded up the Main Street to visit the Alms Houses, so neatly laid out, and then up to the top obelisk. Looking down Main Street it was a picturesque setting in all its summer glory.

   Unfortunately we could not visit the castle and grounds as they are closed for this summer for administrative reasons, but we viewed them through the gates.

   We then ventured out into the country and down to the ford, crossing the River Eden, where we viewed and crossed the new footbridge, built to commemorate the Queen’s Silver Jubilee. On the far banks we were shown the Primrose stone seat, one of twelve situated at different points along the Eden, out towards the coast.

   Passing the old town mill, which once had three working water wheels, we came to the ‘second church’ in Appleby, which is now a private residence.

   Continuing back towards the town and overlooking the bowling green, we passed the old Law Courts, now awaiting restoration.

   We re-crossed the river over the Eden Road Bridge, where the Appleby horses have their annual baths, and were informed that at the far side of the bridge, there was once a Town Gate to keep out marauders. 

   So ended a thoroughly interesting and enjoyable afternoon.

   Our excellent buffet followed before we all returned to the station in glorious sunshine to mingle with hold friends from across the years.   Certainly another day to be long remembered.                              Stan Walker

******************************

COACH WALKS 
Sunday April 2004                                             Farndale

It was one of those days when you wondered whether you were quite sane to be contemplating a walk over the North Yorkshire Moors in pouring rain. At the end of the day the question was still open. We had come to see the daffodils and we did, masses of them, although they looked as sorry as we did in the rain – but to the walks!

‘B’ party stepped into the rain curtain first at Hutton-le-Hole and we waved them a cheerful goodbye as they made their way to Loskey Ridge. The spectacular views were unfortunately not available but gradually rolling hills and farmland came into view as they plunged down to Bragg Farm. The going was muddy and the River Dove a raging, brown torrent but lambs skipped and daffodils nodded and the subsequent open moorland views were nearly there as they trekked back to Hutton-le-Hole

‘C’ party were next to brave the weather as they debussed into mist and bleak moorland – it was Blakey Moor so they were told and not a coffee shop in sight. They made all haste to escape to the relative comforts(?) of Farndale and enjoy the daffodils between High Mill and Low Mill before reaching the fleshpots of Hutton-le-Hole

‘A’ party considered asking the coach driver to drive them back to Hutton-le-Hole immediately but grudgingly admitted they would have to do what they had come to do and left the coach. An easy start along the disused railway geared them up for the unremitting climb to Wether Hill. Imagination composed the stunning views although scenery did start to appear as they descended to the valley and the rain did stop momentarily. Even motorists didn’t escape-the car park at Low Mill was waterlogged- and few daffodil spotters were seen beside the banks of the angry River Dove. Competition for the mud-sliding championships hotted up but no one fell over and all came safely to Hutton-le-Hole by their various routes.

The company was good so never mind about the rain. Thanks to all leaders and backups and to the tolerant coachdriver as 50 odd (very odd) people clambered aboard with diverse garments of sodden appearance.  

Diane Exley

Sunday 16 May 2004                                          Chirk

'A' party, 23 strong (or not) started with a stiff climb out of Glyn Ceiriog in blazing sunshine. Many legs and arms came out for an airing and a shower of sunhats appeared. They successfully negotiated several farms and their energetic dogs, extricated themselves from parties of horsepeople and even engaged in a barbed wire collecting competition on Pen y Gwely, much to the delight of the sheep. Beautiful views of the distant Berwyns were the reward for the climb, but all things come to an end and soon they were striding along Offa's Dyke with Chirk Castle in view and the amazing combination of aqueduct and viaduct as the icing on the cake - unless you count the inevitable hill just before the end, of course!                                                 Diane Exley

The 'B' group, also starting from Glyn Ceiriog in glorious sunshine, took a gently climbing minor road for about two miles, resting at the top for coffee, with Bakewell tarts and slices of Battenberg supplied by Mary for her belated birthday. She also produced her ubiquitous kitchen roll to wipe sticky lips and fingers! Superb views from the ridge walk over the Ceiriog Valley and hills to the north. Down a pleasant wooded valley and onto Offa's Dyke which was followed through magnificent gorse and beds of bluebells, with views of Chirk Castle, nestling in the trees on its hill, before dropping down again into the Ceiriog Valley and following the river towards Chirk. After passing through a wood carpeted with millions of garlic flowers, the route then followed the tow path of the Shropshire Union Canal, passing over a dizzyingly high aqueduct and into a pitch dark tunnel, 1,381ft. long! Cries of "I can't see Derek's hat" (white), and "I've lost Fiona's legs" (also white) echoed through the diesel fumes of passing long boats! Good job Douglas, leader, had had the foresight to bring some torches. The "Hand Hotel" was a welcome sight, to clear the throat of fumes.    Trevor Grimston
As a beautiful dawn broke over Yorkshire 51 'Tyke' marauders boarded their transport, not far from their headquarters, for an incursion into the north eastern region of Wales, soon to be joined on the way by a lone Lancastrian mercenary. On arrival at their destination Y Waun, (known in English as Chirk), 11 members of the elite veteran force, codenamed 'C' party, left the main group to begin their advance towards the Welsh stronghold, Chirk Castle. Crossing first the railway then the canal, passing through wood and meadow, King Offa's 1200 year old, 8 metres high earthen bank was soon reached and breached on the way to the beautiful hillside village of Fron Isaf. Circumnavigating the grounds to the north and west of the castle, a steep descent led to the Ceiriog Valley via Castle Mill and a return alongside the river to Chirk where some time was spent in meditation at the medieval church, while the remainder returned to the canal to view the 18th century aqueduct and quarter-mile tunnel.                                                                                                      Brian Hall 

Sunday 20 June, 2004                                         Staveley

The hard warning from the handout did not stop 14 'A' walkers having a precarious coach extension to the Kirkstone Inn. With steep ascents to lunch at Thornthwaite Crag the leader was both able to lead from the front and assist those less able on some descents. Excellent views of the coast and surrounding mountains. As promised, were diligently pointed out. Subsidiary peaks on the horseshoe failed to slow our progress and the descent through hay meadows, villages and local pathways continued even in heavy rain and hail. The back up had no problems whatsoever and the party finished the walk in such quick time that the coach was able to leave before its anticipated departure. It's surprising what can happen!!                                 Lewis Handford

It was very much a what shall I wear to-day sort of a day, so as usual we were all in the wrong attire. The sun came out and the clothes came off. Jenny counted 21 'B's' off the coach at Crook and we all followed Brian on a delightful walk to Staveley with stunning views en-route. The walk initially took us in a southerly direction away from our final objective. We had lunch at Crosthwaite with great views and at that point we turned north towards our destination. The sun got hotter and there were cries of I wish I had put this on and I wish I hadn't put this on. Then the promised gentle climb started and things really hotted up, but what a panoramic view awaited us at the top to the northwest, practically the whole of the Lakeland fells stretched out before us. As we drank in the view the rain started and although we tried to ignore it, it didn't go away. When it was decided it was time for afternoon tea it had stopped but looked very menacing towards the north, as did a group of cows, calves and father who came to see what we were doing, obviously on a father's day outing!! After tea the rain really made its prescence felt as we joined the Dales Way path to Staveley, but hey we couldn't let it spoil such a lovely walk, so it was heads down to the Eagle and Child and other venues in Staveley. Thank you Jenny and Brian.                                                                                                                     Jean Grimston
There were 20 'C' bodies to de-bus at Plumgarths to climb Cunswick Scar and a coffee stop with spectacular views. We could see Morecambe Bay and Blackpool Tower very clearly, along with Lakeland hills and the Yorkshire Dales. From here we could only go down, to eventually reach Underbarrow and lunch in the churchyard, basking in the burning sun. We meandered along leafy tracks and lanes, passing what must be the most desirable care homes, at Capple Rigg (for the aged walker, maybe?). After crossing the road on which we started our walk, we reached Kott Hill and afternoon tea. Not before time, as just as we were packing up, the hailstones began, as big as peas, followed a little later by thunder and lightening! By now we were not far from the end, but just to finish the day off the last mile was completed in very heavy rain. Everyone said they had enjoyed the walk, regardless of the changing weather, but it was made even better for Sue and myself by the fact that very few of our group had ever walked in this area, even the more experienced members.                                                                                                                     Glennys Ash

Sunday 18 July 2004                                      Terrington

The strenuous walk was mentioned to be the 'jungle walk' of North Yorkshire with a warning in the walk description of DEEP vegetation to be expected. Anyway the leader came prepared with a broomstick although he called it an 'AVD', that's an Anti-Vegetation Device. However, thanks to NYCC footpaths dept., the worst two areas were cleared and the AVD proved useful in keeping the party under control as they could not safely pass the leader.
Anyway the 'A' party of 14 departed Whitwell-on-the-Hill before 9.30am for a leisurely 17 mile stroll through the Howardian Hills taking in part of the Castle Howard estate. Nice views of the House, the Wolds and the North York Moors were to be seen on a rare sunny day. At lunch stop we met up with another party led by one of footpath dept staff to whom thanks were passed on for making our route clear. We 'finished' our walk four miles short at Hovingham where the heat in the beer garden was almost too much but the hospitality and refreshment were excellent. A renegade party broke away and raced the last 4 miles to taste the delights of tea and the lavender fields.                                                                               Alan Kemmenoe

Sunday, 15 August, 2004                               Edale

After a shortish coach journey, we arrived in sunny Derbyshire. ‘A’ party commenced their walk from Ladybower Reservoir, climbing steeply up Crook Hill. Our ‘birder’ soon slowed the pace by assisting us all in locating  the resident little owls and their young. Buzzards were also seen soaring in this area. We continued along undulating high level tracks with magnificent views in all directions. After lunch below Alport Castle, the promised yomping began in earnest. Onwards and upwards until finally we reached Madwoman’s Stones. There were some madmen amongst us by this time! Then followed a delightful stroll round Kinder Edge where heather bloomed brightly in the warm sunshine. After passing the outcrop known as Ringing Roger, our descent involved more steep yomping through fragrant heather and bracken before reaching Grindsbrook and the steady trail to Edale for refreshments. A wonderful walk, thanks to our intrepid leader and back up.                                                                                                         Yvonne Wade

The B party set off over the fields after an encounter with a rather out-of-season Father Christmas (yes, in August!) and started with the steepest climb of the day to the Hollins Cross, just below the Mam Tor ridge. Arriving in various states of exhaustion, (particularly this author!) a welcome coffee break was enjoyed with views of both the Dark Peak gritstone to the north and the White Peak’s limestone to the south. The trig point on Mam Tor itself was attained followed by an undulating plod along the rather unfortunately named “Rushup Edge” which I don’t think anybody did!

Lunch was enjoyed on the edge of the moorland followed by about a mile or so of synchronised bog-trotting towards the Kinder Scout plateau. We didn’t quite lose anyone to the bogs, although one member did disappear up to her thighs before being hauled to safety. The reward of having done an early climb meant that we enjoyed long-ranging views for most of the day. 

During the afternoon we reached the infamous “Jacob’s ladder” descent towards Edale itself which was undertaken at a steady pace and for the last couple of miles we followed the Pennine Way in reverse before heading, appropriately for the Rambler Inn at Edale (do they take walkers?). Thankfully they did and a pleasant time in the beer garden was enjoyed by many of us.

The C party also headed up towards Hollins Cross, although by more circuitous and gentle route. They had an option to do Mam Tor but we understand that none of them availed themselves of this opportunity. Instead views of Edale from above were enjoyed before returning to the valley bottom via Upper Booth for refreshments. A couple of members of the C party were interrogated but insisted that “nothing exciting happened” on their walk. That’s what they tell us!

Philip Birtwistle (with additional material by Betty and Kevin)

Sunday 19 September 2004                              Nidderdale

'A' party , 17 strong, tripped off the coach first for a change and found themselves in Summerbridge. Initially following the Nidderdale Way our leader set a good pace up on to Heyshaw Moor. Intermittent showers and sun led to uncertainty about which bits of clothing to don and which to discard but in the end we didn't get too wet, although there were times when our feet sank unexpectedly into bog. The walk was not only scenically beautiful but also historically interesting, including as it did a tour of a lime kiln and plentiful remains of lead mining. Arriving in the environs of Pateley Bridge the leader had one more trick up her sleeve, a lovely steep hill to finish with, although this was compensated for by the panoramic view thereby afforded. Thanks to the leader and backup - I'm sure he was there somewhere!                             Diane Exley

  The weather forecast for the day was for fresh to strong winds and intermittent squally showers, so with light hearts the party of 14 ‘B’ walkers, led by Alan Jagger, clambered quite happily from the coach in the village of Lofthouse into early morning sunshine and relative calm. Leaving the village by road, we were soon tripping up Trapping Hill but before long, as the gradient increased, the tripping degenerated into slogging. Reaching the crest of High Scar we took to the ridge footpath, immediately realising that the weather forecasters had not been wrong on either count, as we headed initially north, eventually swinging round to the west along Dale Edge towards Scar House Reservoir. Lunch was taken adjacent to Scar House before making our return via the Nidderdale Way, on much kinder terrain along or just above the valley floor alongside the River Nidd. On reaching Lofthouse, the majority headed towards How Stean Gorge for a well earned ‘cuppa’ at the restaurant. Three hardy souls however opted for the scenic route via Middlesmoor Church.                                                                                                                                                Brian Hall

  The ‘C’ group, ‘surviving’ a white knuckle journey from Pateley Bridge (£5 a head on Blackpool Pleasure Beach!!), finally debussed at How Stean. Led by Les Crook and backed by Joan Thompson, the party made their way to the “How Stean Gorge Café” for coffee (and toasted tea cakes for some!). A good way to start a walk. Sheltering from a short, sharp shower, we then set off up field paths to Middlesmoor, a small village with a big church, on the shoulders of a steep hillside, giving superb views right down Nidderdale. The route now led up a rough  walled track, In Moor Lane, to a slippery descent, from the top of which we had a breathtaking panorama of rolling clouds, wind swept fells and a rather rough Scar House Reservoir, down to the dam for lunch. 15 managed to squeeze into the tiny shelter, while the other 2 ate in the lea of the abandoned toilet block! A short descent down the road to a track across the NE shoulder of In Moor and back to Middlesmoor. Here the party split up, 12 making for the more refined environs of the “How Stean Gorge Café”, while the other 5 reprobates chose the dimly lit bar of “The Crown”, in Lofthouse. A most enjoyable day – thanks to Les and Joan.                                                                                                  Trevor Grimston

*****************************

TRAIN WALKS PROGRAMME: ALL CHANGE!

The Winter/Spring 2004/05 leaflet should be out by the time you read this. Just a couple of things to bring to your attention.

13 November 2004: Keighley to Hebden Bridge via Howarth 16 miles strenuous.

When this walk ends in Hebden Bridge there is the option of returning either on the 500 bus back to Keighley or taking the Caldervale Line train to Bradford Interchance or Leeds. This information should have been in the train walks leaflet, but could not be included for reasons of space.

11 December 2004: Wennington to Bentham 10 miles moderate.

There has been a change in the finish point for this walk to that shown in the 2004 calendar. This walk will finish at Bentham, but you should book to and alight at Wennington. Please note that only the calendar is incorrect. The train walks leaflet and the train walks page on the website now show the correct information.

Philip Birtwistle

TRAIN WALKS
Saturday 20 March 2004                             Dent to Hawes

Walk abandoned due to gale force winds in Dentdale

This moderate train walk from Dent station to Hawes began with 14 intrepid souls battling our way up the road from the station in the pouring rain and fierce winds. The weather forecast had promised "wet and windy" and it certainly lived up to that. Leaving the road after about a mile, we turned southwards onto the track below Great Knoutberry Hill and from that point on were walking directly into the full force of the gale force wind. After barely half a mile, it became virtually impossible to make onward progress and we were at serious risk of being literally blown off our feet. As the leader, in conjunction with the backup and members, I decided that the only safe option was to turn back along the track. Surprisingly there were no objections!

As the wind would have been blowing in our faces if we had gone back down towards Dent station, on reaching the road, we continued instead up the Coal Road which undulated over the tops before descending rather steeply to Garsdale Station where we arrived after walking for less than two hours and having done approximately 5 miles. Everyone crowded into the waiting room in various states of sogginess for (what seemed like) long-anticipated refreshments and lunch. Comments were heard such as "I've never gone up the Coal Road as fast with the wind behind me" and "I've never abandoned a walk in my life, but I think we did the right thing". I think a chorus of "51 today" was heard at some point as well. 

Having just telephoned the minibus driver from Hawes who had been due to pick us up at the end of the walk and left a message on his answer service, I then encountered him in person two minutes later as he pulled into the station yard to meet someone on the "up" train to Carlisle! I recounted our mini-adventure to him and he agreed we had made the right decision. As the walk had now been formally abandoned, we then caught not the early train, but the very early train (1302 from Garsdale) back to warmer and drier climates in the south. This was not the worst weather I have ever walked in, but the worst I have led in and let’s hope that this walk will be completed successfully on a future programme.                                            Philip Birtwistle

Saturday 14 August 2004                              Kendal Circular                                                  
Boarding the train at Skipton, which looked rather full, I noticed a lot of Chinese scattered about, then realized we were on the Morecambe train? Two, plus their rucksacs were occupying four seats, with a quick 'it's your lucky day!' they removed their rucksacks. After brief introductions and 'good mornings' a more in depth interrogation was needed, 'Where was Tommy Wall?' This produced amazing results, too numerous to mention. After much laughter and photo-shoots we parted at Kendal, they went on to Windermere. I must say I did not learn one word of Chinese, but my English certainly improved. We were off from the station in good form, Philip weaving his way through traffic like a ton-up boy, up the first climb, 'We were told it was the last!' Through the wood and over the golf course, a friendly golfer giving us the signal to proceed, I am positive the French Army used the same signal to our long bow archers. We managed to lose Joyce on the ridge, which is hard to do. She decided a short walk and a trip into Kendal would be great. Dinnertime was with the usual humour, you would have to be present to appreciate the jokes. We then set off over the fields and arrived at a 'Period House' with beautiful cottages and gardens. A while was spent looking at the property and gardens as were pleasing to the eye. A stop at a garage, not for petrol, but for ice cream and drinks, proceeding then to the river where Christine was amazed at the size of the 'ducks', which turned out to be geese! Then onto Kendal which was now heavy with traffic, I'm sure that all the Schumachers were on the road, Philip took the lead, does he think if he is struck by a car the car will come off worst? No time for a pint, but a very good day, good weather and good company!                                                     Eric Bottomley 

. Saturday 11 September 2004                          Bentham Circular

     Arrived at Bentham, met by Philip, stand in leader, Joyce having to attend to something more personal in Scotland. As the walk was a mere 7 to 8 miles, we warmed up by a quick up and down the steps at the station. Off on the walk first obstacle squeeze stile, it was noticed some one slipped through easier this time, "had they been slimming"?

Into the caravan site, as this looked clean and inviting we decided a more closer inspection was needed. Picking up the path we proceeded on the side of the river bank, various topics of conversation in progress. Arriving at the trout farm the first pond was occupied by ducks attacking the food container, on a closer look you could also see the trout thrashing about amongst the ducks. As this seemed like a feeding frenzy of Piranhas it was suggested should we throw somebody in and watch the reaction of the fish. No points for guessing who. On to Low Bentham, small pretty village usual amount of 4 x 4's about, obviously a sign of a bad winter to come, sure the natives will have knowledge of this.

Up a farm track, hello what's this? Animals with long necks, long legs, aren't they cuddly, aren't they lovely, wonder what they taste like? Morning coffee was taken conversation being on Alpacas related to the Llama, what knowledge! Moving off with a little shower of rain down a track alongside of Gootenburgh caravan site "forget the spelling" into the fields: what have you got under your arm Les? It's a brolly was the reply, a flick of the wrist and up it popped: "what a bigun!" was the remark, guess from who? Yes it is one of those special ones it does not blow inside out: first mistake! Second mistake turning against the wind, yes you have guessed it, to hoots of laughter what did it do? Embarrassed Les plus four helpers trying to turn the brolly out side in, rather difficult as it was a bigun. 

Forward to Burton in Lonsdale down to the river for lunch, settling down we were surrounded by the local beggars, "ducks" - one seemed to get more than its fair share of treats. Moving off it started to rain, stopped to put on water proofs, catching up with the group who were laughing, what's the joke? You were putting on your trousers while Jenny was taking hers off, "can't see the connection"! Forward to Ingleton down a track for coffee - my relatives live just across the field - a quick phone call and who should appear? - 3 kids all waving at aunty Christine! Suddenly a young man appeared on a bike; after kisses cuddles and squeezes I am sure he was glad to leave. 

On to Bentham over the golf course, good of them to cut a path through the grass, much appreciated, arriving just as it started to pour down, well timed Philip, a couple of pints in the pub. The landlord's face looked like 3 of granite and 1 of cement - nice to know he was only the relief manager. Fish and chips were on the menu for some: sit down or eat walking was the choice. Good fun on the train good walk, good company nice day. 

Signed The Pain. (aka Eric Bottomley)

MEMBERSHIP RENEWAL

Will you please renew your membership (£5 per household) by post prior to the AGM. The reason being that there will be a speaker immediately after the meeting and there will not be time to collect subscriptions before lunch. Membership Sec., Miss E, Myers, 35 Waincliffe Drive, Leeds LS11 8ET>

WOOLACOMBE WEEKEND

On Friday, fifty excited DalesRailers lurched and swung down the motorways to Worcester where they stopped to explore the delights of the home of Worcester Sauce, Elgar and a certain kind of pottery. Some were led on a town trail round the haunts of King Charles 1 and Oliver Cromwell and some took up        independent exploration or just enjoyed a good lunch.
On the way again the scenery gradually took on the characteristic red hue for which Devon is famous. Everyone had plenty of time to study the countryside in detail, even individual blackberries, as many other people had had the idea of going to Devon for a holiday. However, under dire threats from the coach driver that he would have to stop the coach for forty-five minutes if we didn't reach the hotel by 7pm, we raced through the final narrow lanes to arrive at Woolacombe with two minutes to spare. We had had visions of abandoning the coach and our luggage to walk the last part if necessary but luckily no such sacrifice was required
The hotel greeted us efficiently and we were soon queuing up at the dining room to be allocated our table for the next few days. Views over the sea were splendid and we basked in the late evening sunshine. Service was of the help yourself variety and we soon got the hang of that, although we didn't always manage to synchronise wine with food. Never mind, let's just get on with it and see what tomorrow has to offer.

Saturday dawned rather cloudy and windy and those of a delicate disposition did not bare their legs, preferring to see the colour of the sun first. Both parties took the coach south eastwards, 'B' party debussing at Great Cornham and 'A' party going on to Simonsbath or thereabouts. The previous evening 'A' party had been promised a 'good' 12 miles of walking - as if we believed that! - and in order to fulfil the strenuous requirements a 4(?), 5(?), 6(?) mile loop had been added to the intended 'B' walk. This proved to be a beautifully undulating journey along valley and river sides. The amount of water on the paths bore witness to the torrential rain which that area has experienced lately. In the fullness of time we came to Great Cornham and proceeded to follow the Two Moors Way. At least we thought that was what we were doing until we discovered that maps were at variance and a diversion had been perpetrated. We were soon back on course but diverted a little to brave an unexpected raging torrent - just an excuse to get our boots wet really. Our photographer at the front left his camera on a bridge and sped back to retrieve it. We knew he'd catch us up and when he did we started on the switchback route to Lynmouth culminating in a seemingly endless slide downwards just in time to catch the coach. The evening was brightened for some by a tour of the local pubs and for others by a turn on the dance floor - never mind the aching legs!                                       Diane Exley
Leaving the hotel at 9-30, the coach negotiated narrow, winding, undulating lanes with occasional tight squeezes with horse boxes and large motor homes. About 20 members of the 'B' group debussed on the B3358, with views of heathland, rolling green hills and hidden valleys stretching into the distance. The weather dry with broken cloud, sunny spells and a cool breeze. Led by Brian Hall (doing the walk 'cold'), we set off across soggy grassland on the Two Moors Way. The open grassland soon gave way to a descent of a steep, narrow gully, some ladies needing guidance across the stream at the bottom. Coffee stop here. Climbing out of this gully, (with wild ponies seen on the horizon?), the path then led down another, with a stream in full spate, to be crossed by the Hoar Oak Tree. While umpteen solutions were being suggested to the leader, a group of 4 Dutch walkers (must be impressed by the hills) came down on the other side. The 2 long, legged chaps probably used to jumping over water, were soon across but their ladies needed help. Somehow, Philip got across and with Brian on 'our' side; they helped most of the party over, while a small group found a way over further up stream. A gentle climb up and along Cherton Edge followed, with a
distant view of the Bristol Channel. This raised hopes of a pleasant, gentle descent to the coast, soon to be dashed!! Descending through the hamlet of Cherton, the route led down through a pleasant wooded valley, to Hillsford. A short rest on the bridge was followed by a stiff climb, in hot sun, up through the woods to a
ridge, 'Myrtlebeery Cleaves', with views of the coast. Walking along this ridge the path soon started to descend steeply and appeared to lead to our destination, great! The illusion was soon shattered when it started to rise again, practically to the same height we'd come from and did this three times before we reached our goal, Lynmouth!! At least, there had been some super views and arriving in good time, in glorious sunshine, to sample the scrumptious 'Devon Cream Teas' and pay a visit to the Lynmouth Disaster Memorial Exhibition. The effort needed by the coach to climb out of Lynmouth, made one realise just how steep those last 'ups and downs' were!! A good day, well led.                                                                   Trevor Grimston

Sunday saw the power of the wind ratcheted up a notch and even the hardies had sweaters on to begin with. We left 'B' party at Woody Bay and started to walk the coastal path from Lee Abbey, leaving several members with important things to do to catch us up. The going at first was deceptively easy and we reached the Hunter's Inn, complete with peacocks, for a leisurely lunch and the opportunity of seeing our leader trying to dive into a dog's water bowl. The steep hill following lunch rather interfered with the digestive process but the sea views more than compensated for it. The sense of balancing above the dramatic rocks and the churning sea below makes coast walking unique and we revelled in it. And then we met the 'B' party. For a time leaders were interchangeable and independent parties set up but all seemed to clear as a violent shower of hail assaulted us. Not stopping to admire the broom and the heather we ploughed on to Sherrycombe and Great Hangman where, once we had conquered the vertical mud, we could once again admire the splendid views. Little Hangman followed and then the tantalisingly tortuous path in to Combe Martin where we had time to go for a cream tea and watch the 'B' party arrive back, bloody but unbowed.                     Diane Exley

"B" walk led by Douglas backed up by Glennys and Brian.
26 walkers descended on the restored railway station at Martinhoe Cross and the station master rubbed his hands at the thought of 26 x £2-50 passengers travelling the 10 minute journey up the track! He soon realised his mistake when everyone made a beeline for the toilets. From there we followed the road to Woody Bay where we joined the beautiful South West Coastal Path with views across the Bristol Channel to Wales 
The path was not for the faint hearted, it was very close to the edge of the cliffs, with nerve tingling drops, and we were grateful for the onshore wind to help us negotiate the hairpin bends.
The 30 odd miles between Minehead and Combe Martin (of which we only did a small section), form England's highest section of coastline; with cliffs rising to 1420ft., the hogbacked hills make for some fairly strenuous hiking as a lot of us discovered the next morning!
Some had lunch under the trees sheltering from another shower, while others climbed yet another combe to dine at the top, with views of the heather covered valley.
As we were having afternoon tea, we were joined briefly by the "A" party. After exchanging pleasantries, off they went at great speed taking with them 10 of our party. Were they volunteers or prisoners? We then experienced a deluge of hail/rain, but undeterred we pressed on.
The steepest and most gruelling combe was saved until the last. We could see the "A" party and their additional walkers at the other side, they were very small indeed which didn't look good for us, but like stoic walkers that we are, we all arrived at the cairn at Great Hangman's Point (1043ft) with the comforting feeling that it was all down hill from here. The 2 mile decent was anything but easy but gradually Wild Peach Bay and Combe Martin increased in size, and there we were at sea level again. We were met in the car park by the "A" group to be told we had another mile to walk to the coach!!!.. For me the walk was one not to be missed and the memory will stay with me for a long time to come. Thank you to the leaders and back ups and of course, the fellow walkers in the party.
Two things I learnt on this weekend, one was that the definition of a combe was not a mis-spelling of the article you use to tidy my hair, but a steep sided valley with knee crunching descents and lung searing ascents. The second was the difference between a boat and a ship. "You can't put a ship on a boat but you can put a boat on a ship!!" Simple when you think about it, thank you to all informants.                Jean Grimston

Monday was a definite bare legs day and 'A' party coached to Combe Martin to begin the walk back to Woolacombe. After an initial bit of road walking we straggled across the Watermouth foreshore to reach a steep upward path, a feature which was to recur many times during the day. Once again coast views were splendid and we soon reached the fleshpots of Ilfracombe where we lunched and did a bit of local history. The walk continued with our home-grown photographer - he of the electric legs - skiing up to the top to take pictures of us looking knackered as we puffed uphill and various members joining and leaving the main party at will. Cormorants, oyster catchers and gannets sailed below us on the wind and we lost count of the flights of steps which lifted us to the commanding cliff heights. GPS conferences were held en route and heights and distances were carefully compared and compasses re-calibrated. And then, rounding Morte Point, we could see the fine expanse of Woolacombe Bay stretching out before us. All proceeded at their own pace, some to drop off at the Golden Hind, others to climb the hill to the stately pile that was our hotel and one, for reasons best known to himself, shot past Woolacombe and met himself coming back                               Diane Exley

Safe in the knowledge that they had somehow surprisingly but yet easily survived the rigours of the two previous escapades on Saturday and Sunday, 26 cheerful, optimistic walkers set off from the hotel down the hill towards Woolacombe. After all it was only a 'B' walk, it was only a Woolacombe circular. How could 26 sensible, responsible, adult, grown up people have been so naïve?

Leading the foray into the Devonian hinterland, (ah, so that's where we went), was that intrepid explorer, Alan Jagger, followed by his motley crew.

It was a beautiful, sunny morning as we walked south along The Esplanade above Morte Bay until we reached Putsborough. Taking to the Coast Path, we skirted around Baggy Point and then headed down towards Croyde Bay. The tide being conveniently on the ebb we crossed the beach to regain the Coast Path at the other side, climbed the cliff and lunched overlooking the Atlantic Ocean, or more to the point, the Bideford Bay part of it.

After lunch, we're still on the Coast Path, now heading south-east towards Saunton, overlooking a wonderfully long sandy beach full of Bank Holiday revellers, the sun is still shining from a clear blue sky and the temperature is steadily rising.

Eventually we turn inland to climb steadily through open grassland, then descend through fields and along footpaths to arrive in the village of Croyde. The way forward is now, sadly, by road for a couple of miles to Georgeham and then for another couple of miles by a very narrow road congested by traffic, some trying to get to the beach at Putsborough, which is where we were heading, others trying their best to make their exit with the 'B' walk in between surrounded by high hedges, no footpaths and acting as temporary unpaid Traffic Wardens.
At last, as we descend through the petrol and diesel fumes, the welcoming sight of Putsborough appears and we take to the beach in an attempt to cover the final two and a half miles to Woolacombe quicker than the advancing tide.

The opinion of the majority of the walkers was that whilst it was an excellent walk, the mileage indicated in the brochure appeared to be ever so slightly understated.                                                                   Brian Hall
Tuesday was predictably the best day for weather but not for coach travelling. However, we managed to escape more quickly from Devon than we had entered it on Friday and we were soon in Tewkesbury where we lunched, explored the medieval bits and listened to an organ recital in the Abbey church. The journey thereafter was speedy and we arrived in Leeds at 5pm to everyone's surprise. A very good weekend in a beautiful part of the country where the choice of walking is wide-ranging and never boring. Our thanks to all the leaders and backups. You did not have an easy time and deserve much credit for taking on the job. A special thanks as usual to Lewis and Yvonne for their organisational skills and the way they enable not only the main walks to take place but also help those who wish to 'do their own thing.'                         Diane Exley

******************************

WHAT’S IN A NAME?

     Intrigued by the name of the cliff near Clapham called Robin Proctor’s Scar I discovered it was named after an unfortunate local farmer who managed to ride his horse over the edge one foggy night. This got me to thinking about other place names on maps. Could some of them be in memory of DalesRail members?

  Our Weekends and Classic Walks organiser might for example claim a Scottish island. Unfortunately this is beyond the boundaries of the Yorkshire Dales, so can’t really count. Our Publicity Organiser has a stronger claim with a village near Skipton and obviously Christine is entitled to a certain lane near Settle, even if it doesn’t quite reach as far as Hellifield. Our Coach Organiser has a Fell above Rylstone and could be really greedy and claim any number of country houses, including Inleborough, Flasby and Eshton.

  Our Medical Adviser and Events Secretary both could bask in the reflected glory of Penyghent and no doubt our Chairman might think Boss Moor was named exclusively in his honour. Unless of course any married members might think it refers to their spouse. Surely, however, no one is going to suggest Batty Wife Cave could be a reference to their beloved.

  I am lucky in having several features named after me; a whole dale near Semerwater and a bridge near Gargrave in particular. The fact my name is also frequently followed by the word Fell might imply that I am a little unsteady on my feet. However, only one really deserves the title and in my own defence it was a very icy day.

  Perhaps those members who are feeling left out could approach the Yorkshire Dales Authority and ask if, in return for a small fee, they could have their name attached to any so far innominate features in the park. Any suggestions for appropriate ones?

  Anonymous Again- though there is a clue in the above

IF
If you can keep your feet, when all about you

Are losing theirs and blaming you; 

If you can trust your map when they all doubt you

But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can lead and not be tired by leading

Or act as back up, shutting gates with care;

Plaster wounds when they are bleeding,

And still have time to stand stare;

If you can find the paths you’ve followed

Rutted by flashy fools on motor bikes,

With your reccied route all mired and hollowed,

Yet still enjoy your DalesRail hikes;

If neither scree nor bog can scare you;

If no ascent’s too steep nor any hill too high

And still can smile nor yet feel blue

But reach the top of Whernside without a sigh;

If you can force your legs and knees and sinew

To  keep you going long after they have gone,

And so walk on when there is nothing in you

Except the will which says to them: Walk on!

If you can set a smartish pace,

But keep an eye on those who’re last

Hold back those walkers who want to race,

And yet don’t walk too slow, nor go too fast;

If you can fill DalesRail programme

With twelve month’s walks from start to end

Then yours are the Dales and everything that’s in ‘em,

And – which is more – you’ll be a leader, my friend.

                  Dedicated to those good folk who so willingly give up their time to lead DalesRail walks

                                           With apologies to all Kipling fans and lovers of poetry.

******************************

COACH WALK MAPS

Once again, I would like to thank all those leaders of Coach Walks who send me photo copies of O.S. maps,  as this enables a more accurate Coach Walk plan, the accuracy of which is usually better  than the spelling! T.G    
WEB SITE AND CALENDAR UPDATE

The website which can be found on the internet at www.friendsofdalesrail.org continues to draw positive comment from both members and the public. It has been particularly pleasing to hear that some members of the public who have walked with us for the first time from the train have found out about the walks from this website. 

Several people have remarked that it is refreshing to see it kept up to date so regularly and whilst doing this is mainly my domain, I could not do it without the regular stream of articles, event write-ups and photos which members have kindly contributed over the last couple of years. Whilst it is true that some of this content can also be found in the newsletter, I hope members find the advance publicity and recent (in some cases, very recent!) reports interesting and enjoyable. All contributions are welcome…which leads me neatly to my next point.

So far most of the events reported on have been coach walks and weekends. Just recently, perhaps spurred on by the 30th anniversary celebrations, I have been pleased to be able to include reports from selected train walks. These can now be found on the Past Events page on the website. Reports from our other events such as Thursday Walks or Classic Walks would be equally welcome. Contributions can be sent - preferably via email either directly to me at philip@birtwistle210.fsnet.co.uk or to Dave Sherborne at info@friendsofdalesrail.org. These may also be used in the newsletter.

Digital cameras seem to be appearing everywhere now and this has made the publishing of photographs on paper, on CD and on-line easier than ever before. We are planning to revamp the website’s photos section shortly, so again please feel free submit any contributions for consideration. However, please bear the following in the mind:

· If you wish to e-mail photos to us, please just send ONE photo on the first occasion, so that we can determine how long the download time is. We can then advise you whether future ones should be emailed or sent in on CD (see below)

· The smaller the file size of the photo, the easier it is for us to download them and post them to the internet. More importantly, they will load much quicker when people are viewing them on the website.

· If you want to send a number of photos in (we can’t promise to publish them all) it is probably best to let us have them on a CD. You can pass this on to me in person or via any member of the committee.

· I can return the disk to you once the photos have been copied, so if you use a “re-writeable” disk such as a CD-RW, you can use it again!

I will be starting to put the calendar for 2005 together shortly, ready for the Annual General Meeting in November. There may or may not be photos included this time, depending on technical hitches, and the quality of the final print, but again, any photo contributions would be much appreciated. Thanks again for members’ assistance and encouragement.

Philip Birtwistle






















