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JK relays. Your Editor doesn’t let a little thing like having an
arm in a sling put him off.

Club picnic and Nostalgia Event

see page 2

Club picnic and Nostalgia Event
Saturday 12th July
Hyning Scout Wood SD503735
(on the road N out of Warton, S of Yealand Conyers)
As part of our 50 year we will be putting on an event in the style of the 1960s. This may
be nostalgic for some of you and a novelty for younger members. You won’t need your
dibber but you will need a poly bag (which we will supply) because the map won’t be on
waterproof paper. Control cards and needle punches will also put in an appearance and there
will be an element of handicapping based on age.
th

Please see map on page near end of Newsletter for location and parking
information. Please park neatly.
Entry is free !! Please bring something for the picnic.

Editorial Ramblings
A couple of years ago I included an article about the possibility that the Forestry
Commission might sell off all their forests. That would have serious implications for
orienteering.
The Assistant Editor (Jane) is completing a Masters degree, essentially concerned with
trees. She has received a letter from the House of Commons from our local MP in which he
comments that the Government set up the Independent Forestry Panel in 2011 to advise on
the future direction of forestry and woodland. The panel concluded that we have, as a
society, “...lost sight of the value of trees and woodland and need to grow a new appreciation
of their value.”
As a result, a £30 million Government investment will see 4 million trees planted, creating
two hundred thousand hectares of new woodland. In the longer term the Government is
committed to setting up a new public body to hold the Public Forest Estate for the nation.
This is all good news for orienteering, although it will be a few years before the new
woodlands are usable for orienteering.



It is good to see that our former members are alive and well. During the recent Royal trip
to the antipodes Gerald Vinestock wrote a letter to The Times as he was concerned that
there had been no pictures of the Royal couple (or Prince George) in the previous edition and
“... were they alright?”.


At the last Committee meeting the question of which of the two versions of the new O-top
should be chosen.
The choice was between red and orange for part of the pattern. Everyone went for red,
except Alex Finch. I realised later that Alex is the only person that I know
who wears a bright orange pair of O-trousers.



The Men’s England lacrosse team have asked us to arrange an O event for them at Lancaster
University.



Regarding falling membership numbers nationally, Bristol OK had 131 runners competing in
the JK.



We have a new Club tent. It is still green and has name and logo on the side.


Northern Champs
This was the flagship event of our 50th year. Excellent organisation by Tony Marlow and his
team ensured that it was a great success. David and Miriam Rosen planned courses for
almost 1100 competitors and a lot of favourable comments were heard on the day.

British Night Champs
Belated congratulations to Quentin Harding (M50) and Zoe Harding (W20) who are both
British Night Champions. Good results also for Miriam Rosen, 2nd on
W65 and Sue Harding 3rd on W50.

JK 2014
Good performances by many of our members.
At the Sprints on day 1 at Swansea University Zoe Harding won W20E.
On Day 2 there were 2nd places for Rowena Browne (W50L) and Kira Browne (W20S) and 3rd
places for Zoe Harding (W20E) and Martyn Roome (M60S).
On Day 3 Martyn Roome was 1st and Matt Cochrane 2nd on M60S, Zoe Harding was 2nd on
W20E and Kira Browne 2nd on W20S.
Overall: Zoe Harding was 2nd on W20E,Martyn Roome 2nd and Matt Cochrane 3rd on M60S,
Kira Browne 2nd on W20S, David Rosen 6th on M60S, Helen Ockenden 6th on W18E and
Miriam Rosen 8th 0n W65L.
In the Relays our W120+ team of Zoe Harding, Mary Ockenden and Sue Harding came 1st.
Congratulations to all.

Two Reminders - make sure that your diary is up-to-date !
50th Anniversary Celebration Evening Sat 6 Dec
CompassSport Trophy Final Sun 14 Dec

European Championships 2014
– Pamela, Portugal
The European Orienteering Championships are held every two years and took place this
April in Pamela, Portugal, around forty minutes south east of Lisbon. EOC is seen by many
as tougher than WOC, with qualification races still used and each nation able to enter up to
six athletes in every race, the field is very strong.
As a member of the Elite Development Squad I was given the opportunity from October to
compete in one discipline at EOC, the aim was to have a guaranteed race come the spring,
to provide real motivation and consequences to the winter’s training, and provide much
valuable international race experience. I choose to focus on the Middle distance, partly due
to the timing of EOC in relation to the rest of my season and because I wished to sharpen up
and focus on my technical forest orienteering.
Being still a junior and EOC my first senior international, there were no expectations upon
me in terms of results; it was all about preparing so that I could deliver my best possible
performance on the day. Physically I knew I was running stronger than ever before, despite
an ITB injury which lost me around six weeks running early winter; I was fully recovered
and had twelve weeks solid training in the bank. Technically I felt confident about the
terrain I was going to face, having visited Portugal the month before and my orienteering
technique held up well in these previous races. I was therefore excited to see how it would
go on race day, in the past I have struggled to perform when it really matters, but these races
were a fantastic opportunity and I had absolutely nothing to lose!
The Middle Qualification race took place on the coast, Meco North; sand dune terrain with
very fast running, sparsely forested rolling contours inland and bushier, more intricate detail
on the coast. After a small shaky start (far too much adrenaline going to control one), I had
a very solid run, technically clean, but not fast enough compared to the big girls, finishing
23rd in my heat. As only top 17 qualify for the A final, I was therefore in the B final,
however it was at this point that it all started to go pear-shaped from the organisers point of
view.
In total there were ten separate protests regarding the race, the most serious regarding three
controls being in the wrong place. The jury decided that in two cases the controls were in
the right place, but the mapping in the area was dubious; but for one control, affecting only
one men’s heat, the control was 30m out; this left the conundrum of what to do about the
finals? After many protests, and protests at protests, first all the men from heat one were
able to run the A final, then all the men, then after three days and a new jury (the original
jury resigned) it was decided to void the qualification race totally and allow everyone a start
in the A final. This was quite a saga for all involved, but for me who had not qualified it was

a bonus, a golden ticket to run against the best in the world in my first senior international
final.
The Middle Final was held further inland, near Marateca, the terrain consisted of very open,
clean woodland, made up of widely spaced mature cork and pine trees, with undulating
contour shapes, the kind of terrain orienteers dream about. The large features, high visibility
and good runnability meant the course was technically straightforward; and going straight
was generally the only viable route choice. Again I had a clean run and was happy with my
performance, but I did not have the speed that is required in this sort of terrain. I finished in
52ndposition, in a time of 37:20 for the 6.4km course with 140m climb; however the winner
from Denmark, Signes Soes was over 6 minutes faster, orienteering at below 5min/km
through the terrain; showing just how physically adept you must be in elite orienteering.
Overall it was a great experience to run at EOC, it is impossible to replicate the feelings and
emotions of standing at the start line of an international competition. I met what I set out to
achieve and learned a great deal from the opportunity. It was wonderful to be part of a
friendly and supportive Great Britain team, and inspiring to watch team mates perform,
most notably Cat Taylor’s bronze medal in the Long distance and Kris Jone’s 6th place in
the Sprint. Many thanks to everyone who helped and supported the team.

Zoe Harding


Want to be one of the first NWOA Sprint Champions?
The rise of sprint orienteering has resulted in several regions running their own sprint
championships. Not to be outdone, we in the North West are joining in on the fun with the
first NWOA sprint championships to be held as part of MDOC's Twin Peak weekend on
Saturday 14 June.
The format is 2 races - the first on the flat, fast Platts Field and the second on the more
complex Fallowfield Campus on the University of Manchester.
The races are open to all as part of the Twin Peak weekend but only members of NW clubs
are eligible for the NW Sprint Champs medals.
Find out more at <http://www.mdoc.org.uk/twinpeak2014>
The second 2015 Sprint Champs is already organised. It will be part of a DEE UK O League
sprint weekend in October.


A Few Old Orienteering Memories part 2
by Roy Woodcock.
This offering is second hand-it came from that wonderful champion of Scottish
orienteering-Bob Climie - almost certainly from the 1960’s.
Bob loved to tell this tale - so I hope I have recounted it here as accurately as he would
have wished.

Bob and his friends devoted much of their time introducing children to the sport of
orienteering. They gave up their time willingly like so many others have done through
the years.
On the day in question, in a Scottish forest, they would be expecting nothing
extraordinary to happen.
As it turned out, it was to be an amazing day of discovery.
The group of children had been painstakingly given the basics of the sport, at that early
stage probably dealing with the huge importance of map reading skills and only very
basic compass work.
Three courses had been set up - a short, easy course, a medium course, and for any
whom Bob and his friends thought ready, a longer course.
When the children disappeared into the forest, Bob and his friends no doubt settled
down for a rest by the side of the start when one of the boys re-appeared.
“What’s the matter lad, is there something you don’t understand”
“No sir - I’ve finished.”
“No son - you need to go round the whole course”
“I have sir”
At this point Bob was intrigued. “Show me your card”
Bob’s heart missed a beat - the lad had correctly
collected all the controls.
Bob then reasoned in his mind that the course was easy - so he sent the lad straight
out again on the medium course - same result - now almost unable to contain his joy in
unearthing such raw talent - he sent him on his final test - the longer, testing course.
The result was another speedy, faultless run.
That boy was Geoff Peck, who, just a few years later in 1976, represented Great Britain
at Darnaway Forest in Scotland in the World Orienteering Championships. He was
placed 20th.
This is a strange tale of the wild beast of Anglezarke Moor!
I can only repeat what I saw.
When I embarked on the mapping of Anglezarke Moor about 1980, the sheer vastness of
the area was staggering-probably over 20 square kilometres. It more than doubled the
area of the White Coppice map.
The area was being surveyed as a result of events in 1976 when the brave decision was
made to use an open fell area for the first time at a major event.
WCOC produced a superb map of the open fell area at Dalegarth and the NWOA put on
the JK there at Easter 1976. There were many sceptics before the event took place but
the event was a huge success and the worries that mass following would result never
materialised. A small doubt remained in the minds of a few because on the day of the
race the cloud base was below the fell tops, limiting visibility. It still remains one of my
favourite events of all time.
It seemed logical, therefore, to produce our own club map of a large open fell area-and
the choice of Anglezarke Moor was made.
The western side of the new map, effectively the area of the previous White Coppice
map, contained the popular walkers’ routes up to the summit of Great Hill-either from
Wheelton and Brinscall, or White Coppice. There were usually always people about.
The eastern side of the new map was a complete contrast. From Black Coppice up to
Grain Pole Hill and Hurst Hill, then further east to the great watershed areas of the
moorland to the south of Great Hill, one is hardly ever likely to meet another soul.
When I was surveying this part of the map, it could seem at times a desolate, lonely
place. Even the Ordnance Survey map which I was using as a base map seemed to have
niggling inaccuracies.

I usually worked steadily and methodically on the totally silent moorland but one
evening I stopped abruptly.
I had a most powerful instinct that something or someone was watching me. The
strange thing was that I turned round and looked directly at the presence which I had
felt.
A few hundred yards away, watching my every movement was a large, black, panther
like animal. I was glued to its presence - I tried to apply reason as to what kind of
animal it was. The only animals on the fell were sheep and it was certainly not a sheep.
Could it be someone’s large black dog? There was no human being in sight. Was it a
dog which had strayed on the moorland on its own? It did not resemble a dog at all with the shape of its head and its powerful build I could only continue to liken it to a
panther. Very quickly, my interest in the mapping diminished greatly - It was uncanny
that it never moved nor took its eyes off me.
I was close to finishing my surveying session anyway-so first of all I reasoned that if I
called it a day and descended it may be emboldened to make a charge-it would
undoubtedly outrun me-but surely it would not attack me! I then thought the opposite why should I not approach it to get a closer look and gauge its reaction. This latter
course of action did not appeal to me for very long - it looked a very powerful animal - if
only I had my binoculars with me!
I finally decided to move out of its line of sight for a few moments-then return to see
what it had done.
As I slowly edged my way back - the thought did cross my mind that I may come face to
face with the beast if it had advanced but when I looked across to its original position it was gone. I carefully covered with my eyes the intervening ground but it was gone without a trace.
Over the next few weeks, evening surveying continued but the large, panther like
animal never re-appeared.
Happy Days!!

HUNGARIAN RHAPSODY by Martyn Roome
In 2013 I was lucky enough to go to Eastern Europe twice, an area I had never been to before. The first
time was to the Czech Republic, to the JWOC public races with Quentin and Sue Harding and Graham
Watson. Since Quentin has the copyright on that trip (watch this space for the article!), I will concentrate on
my trip to Hungary with my Sue, for the Hungaria Cup.
Every 2 years, Andy Thornton of MDOC organises a foreign trip for the parents, children and coaches of
NWJS. This year it was to Hungary for their annual 5 day event.
Our first challenge was to find our hire car – we had to phone a number when we arrived, and despite
researching how to do this on our mobile (what digits do you leave off etc) before we came, it was only
when a taxi driver took pity on us and made the call for us that we managed to get through – we did wonder
if he was calling a mate and we would be kidnapped but that was an unworthy thought.
The second challenge was navigating the streets of Budapest to our hotel. Being miserly by nature, I had
not updated the maps since we bought the TomTom, so the device was not only trying to take us through
the very centre of the city but also down many one way streets that were now the wrong way! Aiming off
well to the north and crossing the Danube a bit higher up did the trick.
We spent the evening enjoying the heat and exploring the old fortified town of Buda, since our hotel was
situated right by the old walls. The next morning we spent exploring Pest, on the opposite bank, sampling
the delights of an old café but finding that Hungarian coffees were very small! We then made the trip west
out of the capital, to our destination some 2 hours away near the city of Veszprem. At least our journey was
easy, one group in the party declined to purchase a toll pass for the motorway and spent the day weaving in
and out of no doubt interesting, but definitely slow, towns and villages on the way.

We arrived first at the accommodation and had to communicate with the receptionist who spoke no word of
anything but Hungarian, which made it a tad hard! Hungarian is an ancient and very difficult language,
having some roots in common with Finnish. We found that only a few people, and not especially the
younger age groups, spoke any English, and German was slightly more commonly spoken (cue my O Level
Grade H Fail). However, we managed and were introduced to what we knew would be fairly basic chalets,
with loos and washing facilities in a nearby toilet block. However, the setting was lovely, in a shady valley,
and there was a small kitchen where we made breakfast and cooked some evening meals. The others,
mainly Thorntons, Fellbaums, Hindles and McCanns from MDOC and the Owens from DEE, arrived later
in the evening, and we repaired to a local restaurant where, as well as the well known continental dish of
chicken fritters and chips, there was wild boar (wild? it was flipping furious) and catfish on offer.
Luckily, we had brought our own breakfast ingredients, so avoided the site cafeteria offering of bread,
cheese and weak hot chocolate (what, no caffeine?!) that some of the others took. So it was that we set off
in convoy to the Event Centre to register – this was in an army camp (as evidenced by armed soldiers on
the gate) on a very flat and sandy plain surrounded by days 4 and 5 terrain. After that, we decided on a
caffeine top up in historic Veszprem, a city with the oldest part situated on a hill/spur and providing the day
3 urban terrain. We then toured the old city, looking out for features useful for day 3 and decided that
minimising height climb was a must.
In the afternoon we went to the training event, which was close to our accommodation. The first thing we
realised was that it was extremely hot, in the 80’s. The second was that the forest had lots of summer
vegetation in it, which often obscured copious brashings. It was also very steep in parts – a bit like an
overgrown Forest of Dean. I told everyone that training areas always were awful, otherwise they would be
used for the actual event, and hoped I was right.
Going to Day 1 at Bakonybel, we met flashing lights at the level crossing close to our chalets – it was on a
tight bend in the railway and we could not see down the line at all. We waited there for 5 minutes or so,
and then, assuming that this was Hungary and things were not as well ordered in Britain, drove across
(there being no barriers). As we looked back, there was the train!
On the way we encountered some of the rural roads – these could be 1.5 cars wide, with gravel strips down
the outside. The technique, when meeting another car, we quickly gathered, was to drive at breakneck
speed and swerve on to the gravel with the inside wheels. The problem was that the gravel was very uneven
and loose, so the car (coming towards you) tends to crab sideways in an unnerving fashion. We tended to
the technique of slowing to a crawl or stopping, which annoyed drivers behind.
The parking fields were themselves extremely steep, like nothing you have seen used in the UK. They
would have been unusable in the wet. The entrance and exit to one was like a ski ramp, but luckily we
avoided that one. The assembly area, close to a hotel, was wonderfully shady and scattered over a large area
for the 1500 or so competitors. There were small scale O traders, mostly out of vans or cars, hot and cold
drinks, and various local stalls selling a wide variety of local grown fruit. Being over 60, we could have
caught the motor driven train up the steep hill to the start, but decided that the walk was nothing compared
to events in the Lakes, though it was considerably hotter! The forest was very continental in type, rolling
hills with some steep valleys but generally runnable (almost 100% “white”) with a strong track network.
The majority of runners were from Hungary, with a smattering of Scandinavians, Germans and Czechs.
There was 1 other Brit in my class and an Aussie. Afterwards, some of the party went on to Lake Balaton to
go swimming. The lake is about 80km long and 6 km wide, and is entirely within Hungary’s borders. It is
interesting to ponder as to why Hungary has a navy on the Lake. Vanity? A bit like us having destroyers on
Windermere.
We, meanwhile, headed for the air conditioned heaven of the local superstore in Veszprem – Tescos! They
are everywhere in Hungary (as they were in Czech) and are the only really large store around. Everything is
amazingly cheap in Hungary (their economy is in a bad way) and we ate a good meal for £3 a head. Tesco
became our second home after events, where we had a cold beer and a cake.
Day 2 was back to the same assembly and the forest on the other side of the road. The bad news was that
we were in the ski jump car park. The forest was one of the nicest I have ever been in, again very open and

runnable, but only undulating and with many subtle stream valleys with lots of tricky erosion gullies. The
4.2km with 180m takes me 48 minutes (9th position) with the winner taking 37 minutes. This sort of length
is normal for all multi day events, apart from in Britain – course lengths are reasonable!
Day 3 was the urban day. Parking was a bit chaotic, there being no one large parking area, so all of a
sudden the queue in front started to park itself – we had no idea how far away we were. However, we were
very close to assembly, which was in a beautiful linear park with a stream running through it. Definitely the
best urban assembly we have been in. There had been much discussion in our party as to whether this was a
sprint or a middle distance urban. M60 was 2.9km and 45 m (quite how they measured climb that I don’t
know!), so it could have been a long sprint or a short middle! It was now in the low 90s, as it was growing
in heat each day – just what you want for an urban! With some hugely hilly parts, deep valleys and
impassable cliffs, it turned out it was a middle really.
There were a cluster of controls to begin with, twisting and turning round alleyways and the attack point for
one of the controls was the café we had been at during our previous visit! Then coming out of control 7, I
was faced with the huge, cliff bedecked, spur between me and no. 8 with steps zigzagging up and down. It
looked forbidding, but then the round the end option looked a very long way, and not straightforward
navigating. After changing my mind several times in the course of a few seconds, I opted to play to my
perceived strength and run round. Close to the run in (almost stagger in, I was so overheated by this time)
we had a control pick amongst children’s play equipment with many controls in the small area– not
checking the codes would have been very annoying! I have never been a great fan of long urban events in
the UK, but this was just fantastic – the heat, the architecture and the route finding all being really special. I
was amazed to finish 5th out of the 40 or so on my course, 30 minutes with the winner doing 27. I must
have got that route choice right, though I was not at all sure at the time. Sue, however, showed her true
colours and won, getting a T shirt for her trouble!
Day 4 was back to the event centre and the large, mainly flat plain around it. The program called it the
Veszprem Battlefield, but a google search failed to find any record, so we think it was just a military
training area! A walk around the training event there, showed that it was a large sandy plain, with some
woodland on it and lots of very spiky bushes mapped as green which definitely were green! It was now in
the mid 90’s and with little shade I ran with water bottles in my belt holder, taking swigs when I could.
Sure enough, the 1st control was in the middle of a maze of green bushes. Having been to the French 6 days
at Aveyron, I knew that the technique was to map read all the way in and out, as every bush had been
mapped in its correct place and losing your place meant disaster, impossible to relocate without losing huge
amounts of time. Approaching No. 5 (a gully) I navigated carefully over the top of a small hill with a pit on
the top. I noticed that there was a control in it and ran past it, only to find a number of shallow gullies but
no control. Thinking I must be in the wrong place, I went back up to the top of the small hill, disinterestedly
checked the control code – and it was mine! It was quite clearly in the wrong place (the only problem all
week that we knew of) but neither I nor anyone else protested so there was a moral 2 minutes I was owed!
The walk back from the finish to the event centre was a bit like a trek across the Sahara, I have never been
hotter!

Day 5 was the other side of the plain, similar but even fewer trees. This was a chasing start, and my target
was to take 6th place from an Australian who was just over 2 minutes ahead of me. I lost a few seconds
finding the right way in to the green bush maze for control 1, and then zoomed out thinking about catching
the Aussie. Running on a bearing to No. 2, I could not make anything fit at all, but saw a control (goodness
knows what it was on) and – it was mine! Phew! Calm down and start navigating again. As the course
progressed, it became more open and fewer bush mazes and I knew I was slowly catching the Aussie. To
give him his due, he was doing well. A few controls clustered together near the finish, and he slowed a lot,
allowing me to catch him quite quickly – but not quite quickly enough as I ran out of course and he finished
14 seconds ahead of me. Still, that gave me 2nd place on the day, just behind my Portuguese friend Manuel
who took the win. Sue also got 2nd place!

Hungary is a very interesting country (and we managed to do loads of sightseeing too), one which still
shows much evidence of Soviet influence, with derelict factories occurring randomly in the countryside and
brutalist modern architecture in stark contrast to some superb old towns. We would thoroughly recommend
going abroad to a foreign O event; it’s a great way to really experience the country and the people.


SROC Social / Family Bike Ride
Sunday 8th June 2014
This year we will (weather permitting) take in the delights of the Preston Guild Wheel. It is a 21 mile
surprisingly green 'greenway' circling Preston, built to commemorate the 2012 Preston Guild. It mostly uses
off road tracks, with some roadside cycle lanes and minimal time on minor roads. At a leisurely pace
suitable for families, and with a couple of stops, we will probably take about 3 hours, meeting at 10 for a
10:15 start. For anyone wanting a bit more I can suggest one or two 'extensions', and all are invited to tea
and cake afterwards at Jane's.
You will need a cycle helmet, bike lock and your own bike maintenance equipment. A bell and hi-vis are
also strongly recommended as the route can be busy and it's best to be seen and heard! Please let Jane or
John know (Preston 865876 or email djanthony624 at btinternet.com) if you're interested and we'll advise
of any further details including meeting place!

Jane Anthony / John Brewer
(A motley selection of SROC cyclists is shown below on a recent trip - Ed.)

The
Orienteering
Foundation
The ‘O’ Foundation is an independent Charity established to support Orienteers and Orienteering.

It makes grants at the discretion of the Trustees to encourage


the enhancement of events



innovation



or the alleviation of hardship.

In the recent past it has made grants to support


National Schools teams to attend The World Schools’ Championships



The Ward Junior Home internationals



Junior Inter- regional competition.



Junior regional squad training overseas and in the British Isles.

The Trustees are committed to widening the support they can give to the Orienteering community beyond
junior participation.

To sustain the present level of activity and to widen the scope of the Foundation’s support requires
money.
The Orienteering Foundation fund raising Campaign is gradually accumulating much needed capital to
make increasing grants possible.

CAN YOU, WILL YOU HELP US?
For further information contact:
The ‘O’ Foundation administrator, Viv
Macdonald
(viv.macdonald@btinternet.com)
or visit the British Orienteering Website
(www.britishorienteering.org.uk)

Secretary’s report
Recently we have had 2 new families join the club, Lucie and James Todhunter and their 3
children, Ben, Lucie and Maisie. Also Carl and Heather White and their 3 children, Kianna, Jamie
and Eloise.
If you have any change of details please do not hesitate to get in touch.

Jeff and Vicky. Email - chinditcoy@yahoo.com or 01524 858176

The new O-top - back and front.

A big thank you to David Johnstone who has tirelessly been
responsible for the duplication and distribution of the Newsletter for
many years. Now that we have gone electronic he will have an
easier life. Many thanks David !!

Club picnic event (see page 2). The map above shows the locations of start etc.. Parking
is mainly along the east side of the road. Please park neatly.

Fixtures
See www.sroc.org for details
WAROC/LOC event in aid of MacMillan Cancer Support
Wed 28 May Bishops Wood GR 394169
Mass start 18.15 £5/£2
Summer Sprint Series Prologue + Final £6/£3
Prologue starts 6.30 – 7
Tue 3 June
Williamson’s Park, Lancaster
Tue 17 June Clitheroe castle
Tue 1 July
Stanley Park, Blackpool
Tue 8 July
Chorley and Astley Park
Scout and Guide Champs + colour-coded event
Beacon Fell Wed 25 June 6 – 7.30 pm £4/£2
Club picnic and Nostalgia event 12 July Hyning Scout Wood

see pages 1,2 and previous page.

John Richards with the M80 trophy.

