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LAURIE LOWE

PROGRAMME OF EVENTS - December 1986 - February 1987.
FRI DECEMBER 12th - CHRISTMAS SOCIAL EVENING at the 'Bull', Otford from 7.30.

Enjoy a Christmas dr ink with the group - free sandwiches!!

FRI JANUARY 16th Meet at the 'King's Head', Charing at 10pm for- NIGHT KOE Mura et defore leaving from the car park
near the church at 11 pm. L e a d e r s a r e P e t e r B a r n e t t

 and Laurie Lowe  Distance
approximately 22 miles.

FRI JANUARY 23rd GROUP AGM at St Edith Hall, Kemsing. 7.30 for 8 pm.
All members are earnestly requested to attend.

SAT FEBRUARY 14th 'TRAVEL WITH TREVOR' - a 20 mile circular walk from
Farningham Road Station (555 694) leaving at 9 am. Pub

stop en route of course! Leader Trevor Blake, 

THU FEBRUARY 19th SLIDE EVENING at The Kelsey Arms, Tunbridge Wells. 7.30
for 8.00 pm. "Walking in Kent" by Keith Potter of the
Ramblers A s s o c i a t i o n .

SAT APRIL 2 5 t h SOCIAL WALK, 22 miles from Trosley Country Park. Meet car park off
A227(GR633 6 11 ) L e a d e r Dave S h e l d r a k e . F . S t a r t 9am.

Advance notice! . . . .The SEVENOAKS CIRCULAR wiTT t a k e p l a c e on Sunday 15th March .
This is the Group's annual 30 mile event. A lot of hard
organisation is involved in making this event a success.
Helpers are needed on the day for assistance at the start
and fi n i s h and a l s o on the checkpo in t s . If you can he lp ,
contac t Brian But t i fan t on 

Advance n o t i c e ! . . . . T h e LDWA Na t iona l AGM will take place on 7th March 1987.
The venue this time is The Grand Hotel, Lincoln. Details
of booking e tc . , will appear in the next Strider. I gather
there will be a lucky draw based on booking forms with
many prizes to be won. Let's have the usual good turnout
from Kent members for this social weekend.

PATH CLEARANCE..... This topic has been discussed twice now i n committee
and a t l a s t year's AGM, and the same conclusion was reached. That i s ,
members are willing to offer their services to a local group this would be our
best way of contributing to this very necessary work, from which we all benefit.
Local footpath groups are in a better position to know and deal with local
s i t u a t i o n s , i . e . which landowners to contact, correct line of path, local
authorities to assist tricky negotiations etc.

The Kent Rights of Way Council, which has now been disbanded, did much good
work to preserve our paths but lack of funds made their task difficult. We
were a f fi l i a t e d to t h i s body. The Kent branch of the Ramblers Assoc ia t ion
has now largely taken over the work of KROWC and we have now a f fi l i a t e d to the
Kent RA mainly in recognition and support of their valuable work.

One of their hard working o f fi c i a l s will be showing us some Kentish slides in
February and will no doubt depict some of their work in the county. If any

of our members do not know who to contact in the i r area for footpath clearance
please let me know and I w i l l t r y and fi n d o u tB e i a n   B u t t i t a n t ,   H o n .   S e c .
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ON THE SAXON SHORE WAY By Brian Bu t t i f an t

As I waited at Herne Bay station for Trevor, Richard and Ron, the evening sun
ผ ล ร warm and the sky promised a good s t a r t to our night walk, this was contrary
to the forcast, which spoke of a wet weekend.

The lads arrived at 7.45 pm and 15 minutes later we were off along the sea front.
Darkness had fallen when we got to Reculver, so realising that this was probably
our last chance of a beer, we called in a t the 'King Ethelbert'. From here
we struck inland to follow what the guide book described as 'The Lost Seaway' -
the Wansum Channel or the c o a s t l i n e as it was in Saxon times. This s ec t ion
took us over the marshes of East Kent which, with the moon shining on the waters
of the dykes and the River Stour, reminded me of my home area of the Fens. The
l i g h t s of the coo l ing towers of Richborough Power S t a t i o n were seen from miles
and as we progressed along the banks of the river, their massive bulk loomed
l a rg e r. We left the river and then found ourselves in a new car compound!!
After scrambling out onto the main road into Sandwich, we read the warning
n o t i c e s . . . . . Oh well, the dogs must have had a sleeping draught.

It was as we made our way towards Pegwell Bay that the t h r ea t en ing storm broke.
The lightening was spectacular over the sea but the heavy rain was a b i t much a s
we walked over the golf courses to Deal. Soon it was getting light and this
section to Dover was probably the most scenic of our route and fortunately the
r a i n had s topped , so we were able to enjoy this early morning walk over the
c l i f f s to Dover and thoughts of a preplanned breakfast helped even more. The
cliff walking gave us good views of the busy Channel shipping and later as the
weather b r igh tened , the coast of France was c l e a r l y visible.

Some feet were beginning to get sore so the pace slackened and when we got to
Folkes tone , Trevor and Richard were overcome by t i r e d n e s s . We a l l know what
happens to Trevor whereever he sleeps - yes we have 'heard' it all before!!
After fish and chips and a beer of two (who's counting ?) progress waned even
more and arrangements were made for an e a r l i e r pick-up in Hythe. We had walked
about 50 miles, not as far as had been planned but we had enjoyed ourselves,
which is what it i s a l l about.

In closing we must again offer our grateful thanks to Bryan Clarke for picking
us up so promptly.

The HAWKHURST RAMBLE by Eileen Emery

We were to start from Hawkhurst car park at 9 am. After a short delay due to
a mix up over which car park, we eventually started off by 10 am. on what was
to be a r ea l ly super soc i a l walk.

There were 10 humans and 3 four legged friends. Kim the e ldes t and most d o c i l e
Alsatian you could wish to meet, Jess a real fa i thfu l l border collie and
Bertie the Bounder, who 1 feel sure wi l l need watching or Brian will have
several p a t e r n i t y s u i t s on h i s hands!!

The weather was per fec t - a real Indian Summer's day - we had superb views
over some t r u l y love ly Ken t i sh countryside. A stop in the d e l i g h t f u l v i l l a g e
of Rolvenden for a pub lunch at the Bull where we were able to sit outside in
the sunshine and munch our grub.

We proceeded on our way across a fi e l d of what looked like a herd of harmless
yearlings, only to discover that they were very frisky, inquisi t ive young
bullocks. We must have looked a pecul ia r bunch scu r ry ing to the s t i l e , at
the same time the bravest among us were chas ing the offending c r e a t u r e s away.

A tea stop found us in a freshly cut straw field , a l i t t l e prickly but the view
compensated for the discomfort. We continued on our way through another fie ld
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of bul locks only t h i s time we were prepared for them, the bravest shooing them
away whi l s t the not so brave made quick t r a c k s f o r the s t i l e .

Many thanks to Maurice for a thoroughly enjoyable walk, also for the cup of tea
b a c k a t h i s 'in the midst of renovating' o a s t house.

T H E BULLOCK SMITHY by John Prober t (524)

As another group member commented last year, I was having second thoughts about
the Bullock Smithy, but this time I intended to be there, and having arrived
at Colin Harris' home the night b e f o r e , we could s t a r t out before the s t r e e t s
were a i red for the journey to Hazel Grove in the Manchester area .

One of the o rg a n i s e r s was having some nas ty th ings to say about the three
people who had promised to come along and start the walk but had not turned up,
so I suggested that he had a real blacksmith to ring out the anvil and I was
promptly given the job! My efforts to have the anvil placed at the other side
of the recreation ground, so that I could get out of the gate fi r s t , came to
no avail and at 12 noon I thumped seven barrels out of the anvil and legged it
for the gate behind 150 others all trying to get out of the gate and of c o u r s e
by t h i s time it had s t a r t e d to rain.

A short road walk took us out in to open country and onto the fi r s t checkpoint
at fi v e mi les . Then over farm land to Whalley Bridge and onto the open moors to
Edale. A cold wind blowing d e t e r s any tendency to linger plus the fact that
the checkpoint had run out o f hot d r inks and was just brewing up. On t h e n o u t
of the car park and up over Edale Cross and on into Castleton. By t h e t i m e we
had reached Millers Dale it was getting dark and we had left Colin quite a long
way behind but I knew that he would be grouped up for the night. We press on
in our group of three (the minimum). On reaching the Cat and Fiddle, I decided
to change my socks as the amount of road walking had matted the two p a i r s
together and they were very uncomfortable . After t h i s we head for Shining Tor
and within ten minutes the socks are wet through again! Oh well, press on,
following a stone wall for most of the Tor.

At day break we a re off the moor and fol lowing fi e l d s and tracks to Lyme Park
Country Estate and a fast slog back to Hazel Grove and breakfast. A most
enjoyable walk. Colin came in about two hours l a t e r but s t i l l well ins ide the
24 hour limit, and this being his fi r s t walk since his broken ankle. We agree
that he has done very well on such a tough walk. journey home provided
enough time to unwind and ruminate on the wonders of long distance walking!!!

Most Kent members wi l l know that in e a r l y September Ian Waddell attempted a
200 mile plus run to raise money for Valence School, Westerham. He was accomp-
anied throughout the 'Megarun' by Dan Coffey and David Coward. Dan is an exper -
ienced u l t r a distance runner, and has a number of long d i s t ance records to h i s
n a m e . He holds the 1000 km U.K. track record, the 'over 50' 1000 mile, 1000 km
and 1500 km records and he has recorded the world best 'over 50' 6-day track
record .

The following is Dan's accout of lan's Megarun. It has been submitted for
publication in "Marathon and Distance Runner" and• i s reproduced here with the
author's kind permission.
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"STEPS BEYOND THE LIMIT. . . . . . . " by Dan Coffey

What does one do when a statement has been made publ ic ly to attempt a run in
excess of two hundred miles over fair ly d i fficu l t terrain inside sixty hours?
See it through? Come out in a rash? Twist an ankle at the last minute or hope
it was a l l a bad dream? This was the dilemma that faced Ian Waddell of the
Swanley Striders at 01.55 hours on Thursday morning September 4th.
It was the cu lmina t ion of e igh teen months planning to run from Valence School,
Westerham to Sevenoaks via the North Downs Way, Saxon Shore Way, Sussex Border
Path and r e t u r n i n g along The Wealdway. The main purpose was to raise money
for the physically handicapped pupils of Valence School and also the Wings Appeal
for the Royal Air Force. The motto of the school i s "steps beyond the limit"

At 02.00 hours the moment had a r r i v e d . Ian set off at a b r i sk pace to the chee r s
of s u p p o r t e r s , f r i e n d s , back-up crews. The night was cold, clear and starlit .
In order that he should not get too lonely, Squadron Leader David Coward of RAF
Biggin Hill and myself accompanied him. At va r ious i n t e r v a l s back-up crews
were waiting with drinks; dawn arrived, not a single tourist had been seen,
not another human being. Where were they a l l ? Sensibly in bed!

Breakfast i s taken, then on to Medway Br idge . Check wa tches , two and a q u a r t e r
hours ahead of schedule, so leave a message for local ATC who were going to
guide us. "Running through early, cannot stop - sorry!" Hope they do not mind!
Now going so fast that back-up vehicles are left behind, all communications with
them los t for two hours . Ian is now d e s p a r a t e for water and we s t r a y off
c o u r s e . A telephone is needed. There is a Happy Eater, David makes contact with
communications HQ at RAF Biggin Hill and gives our position. Meanwhile Ian s i ts
on the steps of the Happy Eater, a group of businessmen leave, look at him, and

comment loudly that they expect this is another of those fellows making their
way from on DHSS o ffice to the next. L i t t l e did they realise that he was in
the process of raising over £10,000 for children at great cost to himself!
Back on course , the North Downs Way reveals great views and backbreaking h i l l s ,
a local farmer decides that a challenge is needed, so he has ploughed his fie ld
right up to the edge on an uphill section. Suddenly a fi g u r e emerges coming
towards us, he is a member of the back-up team carrying water! S p i r i t s revive
as jam butties and more water are consumed, check watches - no time lost, so
away aga in .

Soon the quite village of Hollingbourne is reached. The weather is very warm,
Ian seeks i n s p i r a t i o n with feet in a bowl of cold water. On t h e move a g a i n t o
the swi r l of bagpipes • . . . nobody i s hallucinating, Biggin Hill 's piper has
arrived resplendent in kilt , and pipes the runners out o t the v i l l a g e with a sel-
e c t i o n of S c o t t i s h t u n e s . At t h i s point we pass our fi r s t walker at grea t
speed, take a lunch stop at Charing Hill and t h e same walker s t r i d e s by; t h i s
is not good for one's ego as he looks really fresh!

Wye is soon reached and left behind. Stowting Court is the next t a r g e t , t h i s
was a pleasant pub tucked away in the depths of Kent, in fact everybody got
lost trying to find it until we discovered that it had been renamed "The Tiger"!
An hour's break, food and a pleasant horizontal p o s i t i o n with the sun s e t t i n g
on the fi r s t full day.

New s h i f t s a r r i v e t o take over the back-up v e h i c l e s and Pete and L a u r i e from
Kent LDWA also turn up to lead us through the d i f fi c u l t section leading to t h e

Saxon Shore Way. They had their p r ior i t ies in the right o r d e r. . . . . . pub fi r s t
for a beer, but due to the fact that the runners were so far ahead of schedule
it did not open until the party were due to move off! D e l i c a t e n e g o t i a t i o n s
ensued, r e s u l t i n g i n a quick p i n t and a n even quicker departure! On i n t o t h e

night which became co lde r by the hour, along the Royal Military Canal which
gave off a damp, bone-chilling mist.



The back-up vehicles had been fi t ted with amber flashing lights on their roofs,
they made rendezvous at various road intersections ahead of us. There was always
a great psychological lift when the shout went up - "I can see a flasher" even
though it was often over a mile away. A s l i g h t d i v e r s i o n o c c u r e d on t h i s s e c t i o n .
The trai l was narrow with the canal on one side; out of the darkness a herd of
cows emerged,no real problem was envisaged until our travelling farming expert
Ian, casually mentioned that one was a bull! A grea t silence descended and the
pace d r a s t i c a l l y s l a c k e n e d as he was moving ahead of u s . . . . . fortunately he
was a love s ick a n i m a l and just trotted along until he found a convenient point
to leave us to go our way.

The River Rother Lock (try saying that when you are tired and cold at 2 in
the morning! Ed.) was reached, twenty four hours had passed, one hundred miles
c o v e r e d a n d we were still ahead of time. An hour's break and a change of guides
with grateful thanks to Pete and Laurie and a warm welcome to Ernie Bishop who
was going to lead us through the Sussex Border Path. He apologises that some of
the route may be difficult and a few s t i les a l i t t l e awkward. We l e a r n t h a t
he is a master of understatement and soon begin to app rec i a t e some of the spec ia l
'Ernie's treats'. Brambles that reach out to grab the ankles, ferns which cling
to the body, net t les seven feet high that require a quick hunt for dock leaves.
Ploughed land, lumpy earth, burnt stubble, young bullocks playing at matadors
and picadors, encouraging us to even more world best sprints.

It was not all like th is , there were the easier bi ts ; l i t t l e h i l l s that made the
n o r t h s i d e of the Eiger look like a nursery slope. Rust ic wooden br idges with
planks missing, deep vertically sided ditches too wide to jump and dogs rushing
out o f f a r m s t o g r e e t u s . Were they friendly? I promised them a Bonio on my
return, they are probably s t i l l waiting!

The views are spec tacu la r as the quiet dawn he ra lds another g lo r ious September
day; Bodiam Castle comes into view then passes by and a l i t t l e l a t e r we a r e
sea ted in Ernie's house eating his food, having changed our feet. Ian confesses
later that he took a shower. This was s t r i c t l y forbidden on the grounds of
becoming too comfortable! We move on to Bewl Bridge Reservoir, idyllic in the
warm sun, a passer-by wishes us good luck, he has heard about the event on Kent
Radio. Everything is going smoothly - too smoothly! We leave the beauty spot
and so does one back-up v e h i c l e , the other r e fuses to s t a r t . Rumours abound,
main bolts to engine sheared off, mechanic on way, be at least five hours. It
turns out later to be a jammed ignition lock. The RAF lads in the moving back-
up take it a l l in their stride. While we c o n t i n u e to eat up the mi l e s , they
pick up every rendezvous, go off shopping and s t i l l get ahead with bacon butties
sizzling by the road side just after Boars Head.

Ernie has brought his dog Clem along for the last part of his section; she is
in her element and enjoys every minute. A fox breaks cover with a 300 metre
advantage, Clem takes off in pursuit, covering 50 metres before wisely deciding
that that was q u i t e far enough. Evening is approaching and we arrive at Ham
Farm for the fi n a l s e c t i o n . George the piper had popped up with bagpipes in
a c o r n fi e l d , a f a r m e r ' s wife had t r e a t e d us to a pot of tea and put fi v e pounds
t o w a r d s t h e c h a r i t y . There was a carnival spirit felt, over an hour and a half
in hand and just the fi n a l e f f o r t to make.

The party of comparative strangers at the beginning had welded into a family
supporting each other. An RAF helper had been bitten by the 'ultra' bug and
was now trying to keep with us for a full twenty four hours. E r n i e ' s wife
Cel ia a r r ived to take him and Clem home and another guide a r r ived to take us
on to pastures new along the Wealdway. There is no doubt that all our guides
did sterling service, they saved considerable time as we would have had to
check and re-check so many footpaths and probably s t i l l have gone off course.



Now f o r T o n b r i d g e , r e fl e c t i v e c l o t h i n g put on again fo r the n i g h t , t o r c h e s
i n s p e c t e d , a q u i c k c o u n t o f t h e p a r t y w h i c h i s g r o w i n g s t e a d i l y a n d o f f a g a i n .
I t was a t t h i s p o i n t t h a t m e m b e r s of t h e l o c a l R o t a r y C l u b a p p e a r e d a n d t r a v e l l e d
ahead of us by car to l i t t l e vi l lage pubs announcing our imminent a r r i v a l and
d o i n g t h e r o u n d s w i t h a c o l l e c t i n g b u c k e t ; The i n t e r e s t and g e n e r o s i t y was a l l
v e r y e n c o u r a g i n g .

S h o r t l y b e f o r e T o n b r i d g e , t h e S w a n l e y S t r i d e r s j o i n e d t o g i v e s u p p o r t t o t h e i r
f e l l o w m e m b e r I a n a n d r a n w i t h u s i n t o t h e t o w n . A fi n a l b r e a k o f o n e h o u r i s

t a k e n o n l y t o be woken by p o l i t e r e q u e s t s a s t o what f o r m or warm n o u r i s h m e n t
w a s n e e d e d b e f o r e l e a v i n g . The las t dawn was f a i n t l y beginning to make i t s e l f
k n o w n .

I a n i s s u f f e r i n g f r o m b l i s t e r s a n d s o o n a f t e r l e a v i n g l o n b r i d g e t h e t r a c k a i s -

a p p e a r e d c o m p l e t e l y c a u s i n g c o n s t e r n a t i o n and e x t r a r o a d w o r k , h o w e v e r , Barnes
S t r e e t e v e n t u a l l y e m e r g e s o u t o f t h e g l o o m a n d t h e r e i s P e t e r R i c k a r d s w a i t i n g
t o t a k e u s o n t o w r o t h a m h e a t h . T h e P o s t H o u s e H o t e l i s r e a c h e d a n h o u r a h e a d

o f s c h e d u l e . The m a n a g e m e n t h a d put t h e r e s o u r c e s of t h e i r L e i s u r e c e n t r e a t
our d i s p o s a l , t h i s meant h o t showers and the u n b e l i e v a b l e luxury of a j a c u z z i ,
an o u t - o f - t h i s - w o r l d e x p e r i e n c e f o r t i r e d a c h i n g b o d i e s .

A p o l i c e e s c o r t a r r i v e s , p l u s G e o r g e w i t h h i s b a g p i p e s . Many m e m b e r s o f t h e
' H e a r t s o f O a k ' come t o r u n i n t o t h e fi n i s h a n d t h e l a s t e i g h t m i l e s d i s a p p e a r

q u i c k l y t o t h e s w i r l of t h e p i p e s a n d t h e c o m p a n y o f S a r a h R o w e l l who h a s a l s o

j o i n e d u s . At S e v e n o a k s up S t J o h n ' s H i l l t o a d r a m a t i c i n c r e a s e i n p a c e , u n t i l
t h e c e n t r e i s r e a c h e d w h e r e t h e M a y o r , c i v i c d i g n i t a r i e s a n d m a n y r u n d o r g a n i s e r s

w e r e w a l t i n g w i t h a ' r e e t warm welcome' Two w h e e l c h a i r s a r e p r e s e n t e d t o t h e
s c h o o l , t r i e d o u t i m m e d i a t e l y by two p u p i l s who want t o h a v e a r a c e !

Eighteen months p lann ing , many doubts and f e a r s , then t h i s wonderful moment for
I a n a n d h i s w i f e D e b b i e : he had achieved what many thought was just not possible.
He had made the lives of a lot of folk a good deal richer. Well done Ian,
you t o o k a l o t of s t e p s b e y o n d t h e l i m i t !

Dan Coffey.

E d i t o r ' s n o t e : - lan , on behalf of his fellow runners Dan and Dave,
s u b s e q u e n t l y p r e s e n t e d w i t h t h e fi r s t a w a r d for t h e S e v e n o a k s C h r o n i c l e S p o r t s -

p e r s o n o f t h e Y e a r . The a w a r d , in the form of a c u t - g l a s s d e c a n t e r , was in
r e c o g n i t i o n of the t r i o ' s fea t of running 230 mi les v i r t u a l l y non-stop and
r a i s i n g o v e r £ 1 0 , 0 0 0 for t h e s c h o o l .

THE WELSH FOUR DAY WALKS by John Probert (524)

Having heard qu i t e a lot about the Welsh Four Day Walks, I decided in p len ty of
t i m e t h a t I w o u l d go and s e e what i t was a l l a b o u t . I f you book y o u r t r a i n

t i c k e t w i t h t h e We l s h T o u r i s t B o a r d two m o n t h s in a d v a n c e , t h e r e i s q u i t e a
concession to be had - £16.50 instead of £40.

I a r r i v e d on Monday e v e n i n g in t i m e f o r t h e b r i e fi n g and went s t r a i g h t t o t h e
V i c t o r i a H a l l in L l a n w r t y d W e l l s . T h e b r i e fi n g w a s J u s t   a   g e t - t o g e t h e r   t o

e x p l a i n t h e b a s i c s a b o u t t h e w a l k s a n d t h e p r i n t e d map t h a t i s p r o v i d e d f o r
e a c h w a l k e r .

T u e s d a y a t 9 am. saw 200+ w a l k e r s i n t h e h a l l a n d we w e r e a d d r e s s e d by R o g e r
L i v s e y , t h e l o c a l MP who s t a r t e d on a r a t h e r s o m b r e n o t e , r e m i n d i n g us of t h e
d e a t h o f L o r d C r a w s h a w and he a s k e d e v e r y o n e t o o b s e r v e a o n e m i n u t e s i l e n c e .
L i f e t o u c h e s e a c h o n e o f u s f o r j u s t a b r e a t h o f t i m e a n d t h e n m o v e s on. D i c k

C r a w s h a w w i l l b e m i s s e d b y a l l o f u s .
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On now t o t h e m u n d a n e , checkcards punched and out i n t o the b r i g h t morning sun,
turn left over the bridge and along the highstreet to turn onto a moorland road.
We pound uphill on that road for over on hour, setting up the feet for tomorrow's
blisters! At Abergwesyn we headed for the open moors, forest and tuss.ock grass
for several miles, crossing streams and bogs and again on to rough tracks to
s k i r t around Llyn Brianne r e s e r v o i r . Across the dam, beneath which on enormous
fan-shaped jet of water some fifty feet high erupts. We n o t e d i t e a r l i e r t h i s
year on the Red Kite T r a i l .

Push on following the waymarkers that were very easy to miss - a blue card on
the green background of trees and grass. An enormous climb now to 1600 feet
to the top of the world, with the view that leaves me short of words and with
air as sweet as in the Alps. A great and lovely place, and then some Welsh
wizard goes and spoils it by dropping us down off of the track for about 500
feet down a fire break that was almost vertical (and very dangerous) only to
turn right and in ten yards turn right again to climb back upto the track again!
Left now and away downhill for the last six miles to the fi n i s h in 7.5 hours
for 26 miles of very tough going.

Day Two - Bright sunshine with an overnight frost on the ground. If you have
walked the Red Kite Trail you know about t h i s . A 7 am s t a r t with a coach to
take us to the s t a r t at Llanwrthw. We s t a r t e d with the i nev i t ab l e 5 miles
of road and then onto moorland with its tussock grass, to pick up the Trail just
before Gro H i l l . More rough tracks with the Caban Goch Reservoir some 600 ft
below. We drop down to water level and back up the other s ide to the moors
again, only to find walkers going in all directions as some bright spark had
been round and taken out most of the markers. Having been there two months
ear l ie r, I had no problem and headed southwest to higher ground, dull overcast
with a s t r o n g wind blowing. The experienced backpacker will fi n d a good sheep-
track and follow it, providing it is heading in the right direction and the one
on the high ground was what I was heading for. Sheep won't let you down.
Follow the i r t r a c k s into boggy ground and your boots wi l l hardly get wet.
Get to one side or the other of the t r a i l and you can be over your knees. On
finding the track, I gave the walkers a wave to get to the high ground and some
time l a t e r saw about twelve of them in s i n g l e fi l e on my sheep t r ack .

Dropping down to look for the cairn over a mileaway, I came across a chap that
had wandered around for twenty minutes looking tor fl a g s and I pointed out the
c a i r n t o him. Told him to take a b e a r i n g of 170 from the c a i r n to h i t the sheep
sheds at Pen Coed. On reaching sa id sheds, he was right with me. Good walking
now with lots of forest and long hard climbing to farms and field tracks.
Thinking back it was here that one of our stalwart backpackers had freed a
sheep from a wire-mesh fence. It had been s lowly choking i t s e l f in i t s s t r u g g l e .
Several miles now on roads to the fi n i s h . A good day with 26 Welsh miles in
just under 7 hou r s . My e s t i m a t e was more l i k e 22 !!

Day Three, with a nice clean pair of breeches - will have a slow quiet day.
S t a r t e d off at 8 am with road and t r a ck through fo res t with bright sunshine
u n t i l we came to an enormous drop down to the lef t . It would have been dang-
erous climbing down facing the bank but I had to go down the fi r s t bit facing
out - quite safe unless you sl ip, and of course I s l ipped and was on my way
in mid-air - all 30 ft of it! No problem, being a good parachutist that I once
was, I went into a full spread, counted to three and h i t t h e mud w i t h myface! Fortunately the mud was knee deep or I would have been in trouble. A
voice from above said "Cor Blimey mate, are you OK?" The owner of the voice
then came down feet fi r s t and nearly landed on top of me, but I was up and away
I dare not look back because of the big grin I was sporting and what is more
his language was far worse than my own!

Immediately you are in the mud for about three hundred yards, ankle deep at
times, then into forest, uphill, more bog and tussock for a good two miles
with water over the boots most of the way.



Wales is a l l about going up and down with not much in between. S t i l l c l imbing
to 1000 f t w i th dark c loud coming up and thunder in the h i l l s around. I was on
my own for so long that I thought I was the only one on the walk. Along a
ridge now with the road and checkpoint below. Now on the Devil's Staircase, a
long steep downhill with corners to left and right. Over the bridge to the CP
an hour and a half from the t ime that I fi r s t s p o t t e d i t . Uphill th rough f o r e s t
again and out onto open loor land for fi v e miles to two ca i rn s and then drop
down t o f o l l o w the r i v e r for another four m i l e s wi th the odd bog and rocky
outcrop to make l i f e more interesting.

At the road turn r ight to the CP, an old chapel miles from anywhere. A quick
cup of tea and back-track along the road then uphill over farmland - very
steep - to join the Red Kite Trail once again and a long slog on track and
roads for what we thought was an easy finish. Then going downhill, we find a
left turn into the forest and then onto the 300 yards of mud that we startedout on and the 30 ft that I came down in such a hurry! Safely back up and
not a bad c l imb to the f o r e s t t r a c k and the fi n i s h . A good 28 miles.

Day Four - Start 8 - 9 am. A good walk mostly on forest tracks and fields with
just one bad piece of forest where the trees had been cut down and the brush-
wood l e f t to rot over the years to he lp s t o p e r o s i o n . A f t e r t h i s s e c t i o n the
walk was easy,ending up at about 16 miles to finish at 2.05.

To sum up - It is a long way to go for a walk but well worth i t . The o rg a n i s -
ation is fi r s t class down to the most unexpected problem i.e. at the last
minute on Thursday, a farmer refused permission to cross his land and a hurried
route had to be way-marked to join up in the correct place with the day's walk.
Good food and hospi tal i ty can be had at the Drovers' Cafe in the square. The
entry stood at 230 with people from five countries. One young lady from Seattle
was presented with a cut-glass goblet being the person to have travelled the
greatest distance to the walks.

Bed and breakfast at Mrs Hill's at Cartrefle turned out to be a gourmet's
p a r a d i s e . Breakfst was so l a rge and i n v i t i n g tha t I missed the s t a r t on three
mornings and a packed lunch for fl was anything from beef to turkey with l i t t l e
d e l i c i o u s home-made cakes or mince p i e s . I w i l l be fi r s t in l ine to book for
next year!

ROUBAIX 28 HOUR ROAD WALK by Phil Hast ings

Nine started and nine finished! This year we assembled our largest team of
walkers and attendants to make up our challenge in this very long road walking
event at Roubaix in Northern France. The French o rg a n i s e r s were over the moon by
the response from the English walkers to take part in t he i r walk. Previously
only a very small group had gone across to France.

We were most fortunate to have a very experienced and competent team of
a t t e n d a n t s . Apart from the ladies, a l l were "Centurion walkers themselves .
Amongst this group was Gareth Davies 'wine buyer for the NAAFI'. A mountain of
equipment was also taken for the smooth and efficient running of our bus s h e l t e r
checkpoin t .

On Friday morning we found ourselves down at the Dover Dock gates. Once on the
ferry there was a rush upstairs to the restaurant for our now traditional cross-
channel meal. What a delightful way to while away the one and a quarter hour
c r o s s i n g to C a l a i s . Once through customs, i t was a swift trip around to the
intercontinental hypermarket to buy our presents for 'her in doors ' a n d F r e n c h

wines. Having loaded up with beer and wine, in addition to our equipment, the
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m i n i - b u s g r o a n e d on i t s a x l e s a s we s e t c o u r s e f o r R o u b a i x .

We m o t o r e d our way i n t o R o u b a i x a l o n g now v e r y f a m i l i a r s t r e e t s , w h e r e we
w o u l d be w a l k i n g in 24 h o u r s t i m e . P a s t t h e f a m o u s a n d h i s t o r i c a l h o l e - i n - t h e

w a l l u r i n a l , a r o u n d a c o r n e r a n d up t o our h o t e l de l a b a r e t o r e n e w a c q u a i n t a n c e s
with the hotel proprieter and his wife. We had a quick wash and clean up
b e f o r e g o i n g down t h e r o a d f o r t h e b i g F r i d a y n i g h t g a t h e r i n g t o m e e t a l l t h e
o t n e r c o m p e t i t o r s . L o a d s o f r e a l a u t h e n t i c F r e n c h t y p e a t m o s p h e r e . s o m e o n e

remarked that the c a f e owner reminded him of Rene in the TV programme ' H e l l o ,
H e l l o ! ' T h e t w o n u n s w o u l d b e s e e n l u r k i n g i n t h e b o g s o u t t h e b a c k o f t h e c a r e .

We a l l e n j o y e d t h e s u p p e r a n d a c o u p l e of b e e r s i n r a t h e r c r o w d e d and n o i s e y
s u r r o u n d i n g s . A great hub-hub of languages withgreetings to officia ls and
t r i e n d s a l l k e . As much a s we w o u l d l i k e t o s o c i a l i s e , i t was e s s e n t i a l t h a t
we g e t our h e a d s down t o g e t a s much s l e e p a s p o s s i b l e .

T h e m o r n i n g o f t h e r a c e i s r a t h e r b u s y . F i r s t l y t h e r e i s t h e c o m p u l s o r y m e d i c a l

c h e c k a t t h e R e d - C r o s s c e n t r e . A q u i c k c h e c k on h e a r t / l u n g s / p u l s e e t c . U n c e

t h i s h a s b e e n n e g o t i a t e d , i t i s a r o u n d t h e c o r n e r t o a s c r u f f y l i t t l e c a f e , w h e r e
Mr L o u i s i s c h e c k i n g t h r o u g h t h e w a l k e r s o n t h e l i s t . Here we p a i d our 50
F r a n c e n t r y f e e a n d c o l l e c t e d o u t r a c e n u m b e r . A l a s t m i n u t e t o l l e t s t o p a s

t h e s e n s e o f t h e o c c a s i o n g e t s t o t h e w a l k e r s . A l o c a l b a n d m a r c h e s o f f i n
f r o n p l a y i n g " T h e S a i n t s Come M a r c h i n g I n " , w h i l e we t h e w a l k e r s come s h u f fl i n g
i n b e h i n d t o t h e s t a r t i n g p o i n t i n t h e town s q u a r e of Croix . M a r k e t s t a l l s and
a f u n f a i r a r e g o i n g f u l l b l a s t a s t h e 9 l c o m p e t i t o r s fi n a l l y s e t o f f a t 1 . 0 0 pm
o n t h e s a t u r d a y a f t e r n o o n .

I s o o n f o u n d m y s e l f w a l k i n g a l o n g w i t h I a n B r a d w e l l ' c o t t a g e p i e b u y e r t o t h e

gentry'. T h i s w a s a l l t a k e n a t a g e n t l e e v e n p a c e w e l l w i t h i n o u r c a p a b i l i t l e s

s o a s n o t t o t a k e t o o m u c h o u t o f o u r s e l v e s o n t h e i n i t i a l 4 5 km l a p o f t h e

C O u L S C ・ The res t of the English walkers were now over the h i l l s and far away.
Roger 'Rambo' Lemoine and 'Blisters ' Hayes followed us around in a car to dispense
d r i n k s o r c h o c o l a t e b i s c u i t s . T h e r e w e r e s o m e n a s t y f r e s h l y t a r r e d a n d g r i t t e d

s t r e t c h e s o f r o a d w h i c h l f e l t w o u l d c a u s e h a v o c w i t h r e e a n d b i l s t e r s l a t e r

i n t h e r a c e . E v e n t u a l l y w e a l l a r r i v e d b a c k i n k o u b a l x a n d p a s s e d t h e m a i n

con t ro l point for the fi r s t time. N o w w e h a d t o s e t t l e d o w n t o a s t e a d y p l o d

a r o u n d a 6 . 8 km l a p . It was r e a s s u r i n g t o know t h a t t h e r e would be a c u p of t e a
w a i t i n g f o r u s , a r o u n d a t our c h e c k p o i n t . M i c k M a r s h a l l ' s t e a c a r r i e s a

government h e a l t h warning - "This tea could r u i n your h e a l t h " .

The l e a d e r s had a l r e a d y l a p p e d t h e back m a r k e r s . you s i m p l y i g n o r e what e v e r y -
o n e e l s e i s d o i n g a n d j u s t g e t on w i t h y o u r r a c e as b e s t you can. On o u r way
b a c k i n t o t o w n we h a d t o w a l k a l o n g a m o s t d e l i g h t f u l t r e e - i 1 n e d   b o u l e v a r d   b e s l d e

a park. I was a m a z e d t o n o t e how many w e d d i n g s had t a k e n p l a c e t h a t d a y . T h e

g room and h i s b r i d e in w h i t e gown w e r e h a v i n g t h e h a p p y m o m e n t s r e c o r d e d w i t h

p h o t o g r a p h s t a k e n i n t h i s m o s t b e a u t i f u l s e t t i n g . T h i s w a s b y f a r t h e m o s t p l e a s

a n t a s p e c t o f t h e r o u t e a n d w a s i n s t a r k c o n t r a s t t o t h e s e e m i n g l y e n d l e s s l a p s

a r o u n d t h e s c r u f f y A l g e r i a n e n d o r k o u d a l x .

O u r c h e c k p o i n t s t a f f w e r e w o r k i n g o v e r t i m e a s t h e r e w a s a l w a y s s o m e o n e a r r i v i n g

o r d e p a r t i n g . S o m e s e r i o u s t e a d r i n k i n g w a s d o n e b y o n e a n d a l l . t w a s n o t

o n l y t h e E n g l i s h w a l k e r s e n j o y i n g t h e t e a , a s o u r D u t c h r r i e n d s g o t s t u c k i n a s

w e l l . It s e e m s   t h a t p e o p l e n e v e r go t o s l e e p i n F r a n c e a s t h e r e a r e s c o r e s of
p e o p l e m i l l i n g a b o u t t o w n . T h e l i t t l e b a r s n e v e r s e e m t o c l o s e . A t o n e c o r n e r

o n a s m a l l s t a n d , a q u a r t e t o f m u s i c i a n s w e r e p l a y i n g away t i l l l a t e a t n i g h t .
I w o u l d l i k e t o s t o p a n d l i s t e n but I h a d t o p r e s s o n . D o w n t h e h i g h s t r e e t

was a d i s c o p u m p i n g o u t v e r y l o u d pop m u s i c . I a m s u r e t h e y h a v e n o t h e a r d

o f t h e n o i s e a b a t e m e n t s o c i e t y ! ! At t h e t o p e n d o f t h e h i g h s t r e e t w e a r e a b l e
t o c h e c k o u r p o s i t i o n on t h e m a s t e r s c o r e b o a r d and fi n d out your g e n e r a l
o r w a r d p r o g r e s s in k i l o m e t r e s , a n d t h e n c o n v e r t i n t o C h r i s t i a n u n i t s of MPh.
F r o m t i m e t o t i m e t h r o u g h o u t t h e n i g h t w a l k e r s r e t i r e o r s t e p o f f t h e r o a d t o
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have a rest or medical care to blistered feet or a rub down with a copy of "The
Sporting Life", or perhaps even an organ transplant.
In the early hours of the morning a thick fog sett led down over Roubaix a n d

v i s i b i l i t y was down t o 100 ya rds . It was an e e r i e sight see ing walkers e i t h e r
disappear around a corner or pass on the opposite side of the road. This fog
caused havoc with the vocal chords and by dawn everyone was complaining of sore
t h r o a t s . Again plenty of tea to lubricate the tubes.

So far so good! We had all managed to walk our way through the long night
s e c t i o n , but we were a l l going through the pain b a r r i e r . This was now a blood
and gu t s a f f a i r which s o r t s the men from the boys. Now it i s the most unseemly
of c h a r a c t e r s who keep p r e s s i n g on. The sane from the insane. There is s t i l l
some ten hours of walking to be done before the fi n i s h at 5 pm. Th i s was t h e
crisis period for most people, butwith encouragement and that bulldog spir i t ,
we a l l eased our way into l a t e a f t e rnoon . Towards the end I sat down on a park
bench for a quick It was b l i s s but some Frenchman i n s i s t e d on t a l k i n g
to me - "Allez! Allez vous!"

During the last hour the high street is closed to t r a f fi c and those walkers left
in the race are required to promenade up and down the one and a quarter kilo-
metre long s e c t i o n . By now there are some d e s p e r a t e l y t i r e d compet i to rs and then
final ly the race is won by Jean-Claude with Claudio Strepin second and Ed
Shi l l abee r t h i r d . When the final positions were announced we found out that
Ed had lost second place by a mere five seconds! This was cruel luck after 28
hours of walking, but there was no way we could let him know. A lot of race
p o s i t i o n s a l t e r dur ing the fi n a l melee up and down the h i g h s t r e e t . We h a d
five walkers who completed over 200 kms.

A slow shuffle back to the hotel for a much needed rest. A wash and c lean up
before going down to the Hotel de Ville for the speeches, presentations, and prize
giv ing . The organisers had made an error inthe final positions and unfortunately
for Ian Bradwell, he was caught up in the misunderstanding• He took it a l l in
good grace as he had been completely overlooked in the final classifications.
Here the organisers sportingly suggested that they would have to give him an
e x t r a big trophy next year - a good excuse to come again! You lose some, you
win some - so they say! On comple t ion of the p r e s e n t a t i o n s , g l a s s e s of
champagne were brought round - " Yo u r e t e r n a l y o u t h a n d good h e a l t h " These
w e r e treasured moments as we chatted amongst ourselves before departing to the
va r ious c o u n t r i e s with the fi r m commitment of reassemble again next year and
the pious hope that we would do better next time.

An evening meal over the road at an Algerian hash house where we ate Kous-Kous
and kebab on a stick, tired but elated with our endeavours. Come Monday morning
the re i s a c e r t a i n amount of urgency to get away to C a l a i s and back home.

This had been a magnificent team effor t . Collectively we walked more than a
thousand mi l e s . We hear and read a great deal about training, standard times,
schedules, circuit training qualifying times, diet and energy d r i n k s , carbo-
hydrate stacking etc, etc, but how do you quantify determination, persistance,
or old fashioned bull dog s p i r i t ?

Note - This is an abridged version of a much longer article submitted by Phil.
Unfo r tuna t e ly I have had to e d i t the o r i g i n a l due to the cost r e l a t e d
space limitations of a local group newsletter.

L a u r i e
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WEALDEN WATERS WALK - 1986. Some further observations by a marshall,

Checkpoint Team: Paul Bourne, Bryan C la rke (LDWA), A n i t r a Harper (LDWA),
a n d E r n i e P i k e .

Checkpoints 1 and 4 were our duty, as last year.

The w e a t h e r was t h e b e s t
to 1.45 pm, walkers"yerr Checkpoint 1 at Bewl Water was open from 11.45 am

arrived before time and two others arrived at 11.45 am.
63 s t a r t e r s went through with two q u i t e l a t e .
12 noon s t a r t e r ( f a s t )

Information from H.Q. s a i d a
was due. We waited t i l l 2.50 pm which we thought was as

la te as we could leave for checkpoint 4 but he had not passed through by then.

Checkpoint 4 was open at 5.45 settled in with a caravan and awning

r e s t and r e t i r emen t area . There were, I think, 8 retirements at this stage.

Mr Pendry, the yacht club president, visited us during the evening and in his
usual kindly fashion inv i ted us to use what f a c i l i t i e s we wanted. He gave
us permission to use the upsta i rs lounge for sleeping in a f t e r we had finished
our d u t i e s .

Food consumed was much the same as last year. Both t i n s of creamed r i c e
eaten but only one tin of frui t , virtually all the bread (must remember that
thin or medium s l i c e d goes further than thick sliced), nearly nine pints of milk
(tea and coffee were in great demand) and a good quantity of jam were consumed
by the fi f t y plus walkers who got to this checkpoint.

After accounting for everyone and clearing our s i te we settled down on
camp beds in the yacht club lounge at 2.30 am. - an hour later than last year.
We rose at about 8 .30 and went to the car park for our b r e a k f a s t in the caravan
after which we went to H.Q. to see what help was needed before returning home.

Bryan Clarke.

VECTIS WEEKEND by Laurie Lowe.

It was all young Dave Cowley's idea. Let's go as a group to the Isle of Wight
for a long weekend and do the Vectis Marathon while we are there.

So it was that one Friday morning early in October, we assembled at Dave's for
c o ff e e and b i c k i e s before s e t t i n g off on our t r i p abroad. Pe te r Rickards had
taken care of the transport by 'borrowing' an ambulance which was ideal for
our party consisting of Dave Cowley, John Probert, Moira and Peter Rickards,
Celia and Ernie Bishop, Pauline and Pete Barnett, Eileen and myself. Clem
Bishop and her mobile bean bag a l so accompanied us. There was ample room for
all the luggage, and Clem had the whole of the centre aisle to herself and her
bed. At one stage, quite early on, Peter tried to impress us with efficiency
of the v e h i c l e ' s brakes and a r a t h e r s u r p r i s e d Clem s l i d gracefully forward
from her position at the rear to come to an abrupt stop against the back of
the d r i v e r ' s s e a t !

Steady (or should it be s t a t e l y ? ) progress was made on the way to Portsmouth.
A great cheer went up when Peter eventually got the ambulance up to a reasonable
mph, and we overtook our fi r s t vehicle on the M25. After t h i s bout of e x c i t -
ment we returned to the slow lane for the remainder of the journey. It was
quite an achievment that we managed to get to Portsmouth without stopping
for food (for Pete Barne t t ) or a 100 (for me)!
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When we got to the ferry car park, Peter carefully parked alongside an artic-
u l a t e d l o r r y, out of s igh t of the booking o f fi c e . He then went to the o f fi c e
and explained that he had a party of eight elderly disabled and two attendants.
This resulted in us getting half price fares. Clem got across free! The f e r r y
c r o s s i n g was very p l e a s a n t ( e s p e c i a l l y at half p r i c e ) wi th calm water and
bright sunshine.

Once on foreign soil, we headed for "The Mount" guesthouse where we fi l l e d the
a v a i l a b l e p a r k i n g space with the ambulance and the house wi th our bodies and
baggage. Mrs Skea t s , the p r o p r i e t r e s s , was somewhat taken aback by the
ancient ambulance and i t s ' p a t i e n t s ' . Her joy was not enhanced by the sudden
appearance of Clem in her e s t ab l i shmen t !

In the afternoon we fil led in time in Newport with some last minute shopping
and a f t e rnoon tea. Later that evening we had a good meal in a local I tal ian
res t au ran t before dashing c ros s country to Whitwell to pick up the route
d e s c r i p t i o n for the event the next day. Back at the guest house, we s e t t l e d
down for a moderately early night - only to be disturbed by a steady banging
noise which I was sure came from Moira and P e t e r ' s room! I commented to Ei leen
that I admired the energy of some people cons ider ing it was the night before
a hard walk, and then a l l was q u i e t . Five minutes l a t e r the no i se began again .
My admirat ion inc reased! We d i scove red the next morning that the noise was
caused by the Vi c t o r i a n plumbing system of the e s t a b l i s h m e n t .

After an early breakfast (or two for some people) we drove into Newport for the
s t a r t at the bus s t a t ion . There was a s p r i n k l i n g of famil iar LDWA faces
who had come over from the mainland for the Vec t i s Marathon. The w e a t h e r
w a s r i n e a n d a f t e r the mass s t a r t we made our way out of the town and in to the
pleasant I.O.W. countryside.

Because of an injury problem (old war wound!) I had been having, I planned to
saunter out to the fi r s t checkpoint at 6 miles and then r e tu rn by the same
route to Newport to pick up the ambulance and take it to the fi n i s h at Whit-
wee l l . This turned out to be a convenient arrangment for a l l concerned.
Peter had given me permission to d r ive the veh ic le but I had not had the
opportunity to familiarise myself with i t . I t was parked adjacent to the one-
way system in the town centre, so to be certain that I knew exactly how to get
out of the town, I approached a local man and asked his advice. He gave me
instructions and then, as I got into the ambulance (to find out what all the
knobs,etc were for) he held up the busy t r a f fi c and waved me out of the car
park. I turned the ignition on, stamped on the clutch and waggled the gear
lever in the general direction of what I hoped was fi r s t gear. The ambulance
lurched forward over the pavement and into the one-way system. I think I drove
the two miles out of town s t i l l in fi r s t g e a r , t e r r i fi e d to let go of the
s t e e r i n g wheel. Once in the coun t ry, I pulled into a lay-by and sorted things
out. Never did find the switch for the blue flashing lights! I then continued
on my way, occasionally doing a bit of unintentional hedge trimming along the
narrow lanes , to Brook where checkpoint 4 was in the v i l l a g e h a l l .

Ernie and the two Peters had gone through before I arrived, but it was not long
before Moira, Celia, John and Dave came in together. John was suffering from
some v i r u s i n f e c t i o n ( w h i c h we a l l went down w i t h a week l a t e r ) and s o was
taking th ings easy. Dave was glad of John's company, he said that it prevented
the two ladies from molesting him.

Paul ine and Ei leen - who take a much more re laxed a t t i t u d e to cha l lenge events -
came i n j u s t as the checkpoint was c l o s i n g , having stopped for the odd i c e -
cream here and there along the rou te . S i n c e t h e y w e r e w e l l down on t i m e t h e y
decided to complete the rest of the journey in the ambulance. The th ree of us
made o u r way back to Whitwell, v i a the scen ic to fi n d that the th ree fast
men had finished before the marshal had arrived. T h e i r ea r ly a r r i v a l was q u i t e
convenient, since we could use the ambulance to shuttle them back to the B&B
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where they could get washed up and thereby alleviate the strain on the ancient
hot water system. The party of four stayed together and finished in good s p i r i t s
to give the Kent Group seven finishers and a ce r t ifica te for the team award.
We l l d o n e a l l ! In the evening energy reserves were well replenished at a local
fish restaurant where a table for ten had been booked for us in advance.

After another spartan breakfast we set out on Sunday morning in the van for
Freshwater Bay, stopping off at an antique fair on the way. We parked at Fresh-
water and had morning coffee in a small cafe where we took the opportunity to
book an evening meal for the ten of us. We then walked the c l i f f t o p path along
past the Tennyson Memorial and out to Alum Bay and the Needles. Back a t Alum
Bay we sampled the tourist delights- cockles, welks, warm beer, a ploughman's
lunch and gigant ic ice-cream corne t s ( i n t h a t o r d e r ) Then the boldest took the
c h a i r l i f t down to the beach while the rest of us wandered up to another cafe
for yet more food and drink. This was followed by a gentle walk back to Fresh-
water just in time for the evening meal! The in t ake f o r the day was probably
around th ree mi l l i on c a l o r i e s .

Monday saw us on the return ferry - our proud ambulance parked hard alongside
a Parkhurs t p o l i c e van complete wi th p r i s o n e r s and escort. We a l l wanted to
see the Mary Rose Exh ib i t ion and so we headed for the dockyard a r e a . There
was an American c a r r i e r in harbour and s e c u r i t y was f a i r l y t i g h t . P e t e r w a s

going to park his ambulance at the dockyard entrance, on double yellow lines
and among the 'No Parking' cones which were t h e r e for the s p e c i a l occasion. We
even tua l ly persuaded him to move in to a s ides t r ee t . The ambulance, with its
p i l e of bags and suitcases, would probably have been blown up by the security
forces had we l e f t it where Peter fi r s t s topped.

The exhibition was magnificent. It is well worth a day out- especially as the
D-Day museum is also nearby. The Mary Rose itself is in a covered dry dock,
where it is constantly sprayed with water to prevent premature drying out of
the timbers and resultant damage through shrinkage.

The journey home from Portsmouth became something of a saga as we struggled
to survive the increasing pollution from exhaust fumes which were i nfi l t r a t i ng
the interior of the vehicle from a leaky exhaust manifold. We e v e n t u a l l y
arrived back at Dave's coughing and spluttering and with running eyes. However
the suffering was soon forgotten as Iris made us welcome with plentiful food
drink, while we each settled our debts with Dave who had financed the whole week
weekend.
Our s i n c e r e thanks to Dave for h i s arrangements and to Peter for the t r a n s p o r t
(we enjoyed the fumes, honest!)

The Mount




