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INTRODUCTION 
 

 

This small booklet is the collected works of Roger Edwards, as published in whole or in part, in Strider 

Strider is the magazine published 3 times a year by the Long Distance Walkers Association (LDWA). 

Details and information on the LDWA can be found on their web site at: . 

http://www.ldwa.org.uk/ 

 

Roger Edwards was born in Cornwall, travelled around the world as a young boy and got into long distance 

walking with the Boy Scouts in Harrogate. He joined the LDWA more years ago than he cares to remember 

and was co-erced by the then editor Steve Clark into writing an article for Strider, which became a regular 

column which amused a few people, upset a few more and continues to provide the editor a small solution as 

to what to fill a blank page with. This booklet is a collection of those articles plus the story of some events. 

 

Profits from this booklet will go to the Tunstall Special Needs Club  

 

Tunstall Special Needs Club started life as Tunstall Handicapped Youth Club in 1980. It was founded by 

Roger’s wife and her sister, and his eldest son was a founder member. Its aim is to provide outings and 

holidays for all ranges and ages of disabled people in the North of Stoke-on-Trent. It also meets once a week 

on a social basis and regularly puts on concerts to entertain other people. It is a purely voluntary organisation  

and raises funds by all kinds of methods. 
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Ramblings of a Plodder 
 

 

 

Sweepers 
 

Being a chronologically challenged challenge walker (as described by the editor) and having finished last in 

more events than I sometimes care to think about, I have had a lot of dealings with "sweep" teams. I have 

even acted as a sweeper myself on some occasions. Sweep teams are the unsung heroes of events, most 

participants will never see them and may not even know that they exist. 

 

What is a sweep team? I have never seen an official job description for it. My own version would be that it is 

a person or group of people who follow the route after the last participants to pick up the clippers, waymarks 

and other paraphernalia, and to make sure all the walkers have arrived at the checkpoints. On longer events, 

such as the hundred, there will be more than one sweep team and they will change places every so often. 

 

I am not sure what can be done if all the walkers have not arrived, but at least the checkpoints are given a 

preliminary warning that all is not well. I can remember on one event where the route to a certain checkpoint 

was waymarked with tape and arrows, which were duly collected by the sweep team on their way past at 

about midnight. When they reached the checkpoint, two walkers were missing. What made matters worse 

was that one of them was a "celebrity", the oldest walker in the event. I was told later that they eventually 

arrived an hour afterwards, having got off the route and when they got back on to it, they couldn't find the 

waymarked route to the checkpoint. Panic was starting to set in, on both sides, before they arrived at the 

checkpoint. 

  

Sweep teams appear to fall into three distinct categories. The first category is the mechanised sweep team. 

These tend to appear on events that have no set route, the walkers having to find their own way from one 

checkpoint to the next. The sweep team uses a minibus or van to travel from one checkpoint to the next and 

is just responsible for making sure that all the walkers have reached the checkpoint before it is dismantled. 

 

Of the teams on foot, there are those who will walk along with you, chat with you, let you carry on at your 

own pace and generally enjoy the day with you. I have come across a sub-category of those who will walk 

along with you and totally ignore you, but still let you do it your way. 

 

Then there is the other category. These are the people who keep reminding you that you are last, that you are 

dropping behind the rest and shouldn't you be going faster, or if you don't get a move on there won't be any 

food left at the finish. I have come across the odd ones that even try to persuade you to retire at the next 

checkpoint, even if you are within the time limit. They assume that because you are last, you must be 

struggling. In my case it is just because I can't walk as fast as the others, not because I am not as fit as the 

others. 

 

The sweepers do perform a valuable service on events, but sometimes they need to remember that they are 

there for the benefit of the walkers, not the other way round. To those sweepers who enjoyed their day with 

me, nice to have met you along the way and hope to see you again in the future. 

 

 

The Loneliness of the Long Distance Walker 
 

On television recently was a film called The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner. I didn’t see it then, or 

when it first came out either, but it did give me an idea for this article. As you probably all know, when I go 
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walking I do it by myself as nobody else seems to walk as slowly as I do, so I thought The Loneliness of the 

Long Distance Walker would be more suitable for me. It can get very lonely on occasions and to keep myself 

sane (or insane depending on your perception of Long Distance Walkers) I let my mind ramble as well as 

well as my feet. 

 

I let my mind wander and paraphrase songs into a walking context. One example is the golden oldie 

“Bubbles”. Once when I was attempting the Fellsman this became “I’m forever going uphill, Uphill is the 

way to go”. There was a minor hit in the sixties for John Leyton called “Lone Rider” about motorcycling. 

One verse of this is very easily paraphrased for the walker into 

 

Cross fields, cross farthest through city and town, 

I will ride(walk) for my journey is endless(100 miles), 

Risks for kicks will bring you 

Nothing but tears and pain(oh my poor blistered feet), 

Just like me you’ll be riding(walking) 

Through the wind and the rain. 

 

I have lost count of the number of different versions of Rod Stewart’s Sailing that I have come up with in 

days gone by. I am walking, I am rambling, I am climbing, I am plodding, I am stupid, etc. Baby Come Back 

becomes Norma Come Back or Bobby Come Back when I lose contact with my partners on the Wheeldale 

Tandem or the Tour de Trigs. When I get lost I think Always Look on the RIGHT Side of Maps, 

alternatively Always Walk on the Dry Side of Bogs. And when I am approaching a checkpoint with the 

sweep team, there is always Save the Last Cake For Me. 

 

Then there are the films. I wonder about titles appropriate for walkers. The start of a 100 (and a lot of other 

events) brings to mind The Wild Bunch. Trying to get fit for the 100 is The Battle of the Bulge. When you 

are on the 100, it becomes The Longest Day for some and 48 Hours for the rest of us. If I am having a bad 

time, 2001 comes to mind as when I am likely to finish. When I do get to the finish, I reach El Dorado and 

become Superman. Occasionally, My Fair Lady is there to meet me. Those who don’t make the finish and 

ride back in the body wagon become an Easy Rider. When I hear somebody say “Never again”, there is 

Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade, but when they turn up again at the next event, James Bond’s Never Say 

Never Again is recalled. Those people who avoided the black ram on the 1995 Wellington Boot made The 

Great Escape. 

 

One of the other things I have done is to select suitable music that should be played at the LDWA AGM 

dance. The first piece to be played would of course be the old Ventures hit Walk Don’t Run. We would then 

carry on with Walk Tall, Walk Like a Man, Walk on the Wild Side, and especially for London Group 

members, Lambeth Walk. A special request for anybody trying to get on one of Alan Castle’s lists would be 

Climb Every Mountain. The closing number would have to be These Boots are Made for Walking. Strictly 

forbidden of course would be Dancing in the Street. We wouldn’t tolerate such unseemly behaviour at one of 

our functions. 

 

Songs for the walk on the AGM weekend, depending on the weather, could be Walking in the Rain or 

Walking in the Sunshine. If the pub was closed at lunchtime on the walk, we have Walk On By, but if it 

opened 5 minutes later, Walk Right Back and Walking Back To Happiness will be included. If the pub had 

been open to start with, Walk Right In is suitable for a lot of walkers I know. I discarded You’ll Never Walk 

Alone as it isn’t true in my case. I also recall a couple of songs by Richard Anthony, one titled Walking 

Alone and the other 100 Miles. Also appropriate, remembering some of the routes I have walked, would be 

Duane Eddy’s 40 Miles of Bad Road which I have been known to hum on a few occasions. 
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Morticia 
 

Let me tell you a little story. This is a true story. Only the names have been changed to protect the 

guilty. I had persuaded my wife Morticia (she used to be a member of the Adams family before she married 

me) to let me go walking in the Yorkshire Dales while she had a day out in the Lake District. So I planned to 

knock off some more miles of the Dales Way. She would drop me at Dent and pick me up later at Buckden. 

We decided to do it on August Bank Holiday Monday. Quite simple really. 

 

The day started badly. It was drizzling when we left home and the rain got heavier as we went 

northwards. Then it stopped just before we arrived at Dent. A good omen I thought. Then as I was getting 

ready, my watch strap broke. I muttered under my breath and stuffed my watch into my mapcase. I kissed 

Morticia goodbye, extracted her teeth from my neck and said I would see her in eight hours. I started walking 

just before 10am. Just after 10 it started raining again. I stopped, donned my waterproofs and continued. By  

the time I reached Ribblehead House, it was raining quite heavily and I hadn’t seen another walker. Then as I 

started the climb up Cam Fell, I met a couple of walkers going the other way and they warned me of what 

was to come. 

 

The going was diabolical. It was a quagmire that looked as if it had been churned up by having 4wd 

races over it or the Army using it as a tank training course. I would seriously advise anybody doing the Dales 

Way, or the Pennine Way, in stages to consider giving this section a miss for a year or two. I carried on. The 

monsoon carried on. I then discovered that the Dales Way was not very well signposted in this area and went 

slightly astray. But I found my way back on to the correct path and carried on down into Langstrothdale. 

 

When I reached Beckermonds, I should have followed the River Wharfe down the valley. However, 

it had been raining so hard (typical Bank Holiday weather) that in places I was walking in the river rather 

than beside it. Of course, I could have followed the road instead of the riverside path, but that would have 

been cheating. Some of the views on the river were spectacular. I was now starting to get a little worried that 

I wouldn’t make Buckden in time, so I upped my pace as best I could. I eventually made the car park at 

Buckden in 7 hours 58 minutes. How about that for timing, but what did I find when I got there? More to the 

point, what didn’t I find? No Morticia. I sat around for 20 minutes, wet, cold, angry. It was still raining. 

 

After another 20 minutes I started to worry. Perhaps she had broken down, or had an accident. In 

which case she would ring me. She had bought me a mobile phone as a Christmas present. It was for use in 

an emergency because she didn’t like me doing all this walking by myself. I got my phone out and there in 

large letters on the display were the words “NO SERVICE”. This I had discovered was quite normal. I knew 

that in the past I had managed to ring home from Cray, which was a couple of miles up the road and higher 

up the hill. So I set off up the path to Cray for as far as I could whilst still keeping the car park in sight. But 

the phone still said “NO SERVICE”. It was now 7pm as I headed back down to the car park whilst 

formulating and rejecting Plans B, C, D, E, F and G. I was working on Plan H when she eventually drove in 

just after half past, swearing blind that I had said meet at eight o’clock, not in eight hours. 

 

On the way home, I stopped at Charnock Richard services on the M6 for a call of nature. After I had 

gone, everybody else decided to go too. So they got out and locked the car. When I got back, I asked who 

had got the car keys. Nobody had, they were still in the car in the ignition. Mutter, curse, mutter, curse. I 

thought my self-restraint was admirable. So I got my mobile phone out again. This time it worked perfectly. 

A call to the AA and they soon arrived and opened the car. 

 

The moral of this story? With all the publicity in the last year or two about walkers getting lost and 

search parties being able to find them quicker if they had a mobile phone, some walkers may be thinking of 

getting one. My advice to them is not to look at the price/cost but to look at the area covered. My phone 

works perfectly well in the built up areas, but I don’t go walking in the built up areas. I suspect most 
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members of the LDWA don’t normally do it either. My phone doesn’t usually work in The Peak District, 

Yorkshire Dales, North Yorkshire Moors and on Dartmoor that I know of. I guess that it will be the same of 

the Lake District, Scotland and Snowdonia. It is all right on the tops, but not in the valleys. I can be rescued 

on top of Kinder Scout, but not in Dovedale. I can be rescued on top of Wild Boar Fell, but not in Garsdale. 

So those of you thinking of buying a mobile phone, don’t be tempted by all the special offers that you see 

around. Make sure that your main criterion is that it will work where you want it to work. 

 

 

 

Route Descriptions 
 

How did you fare on the Yorkshire Hills 100? This was definitely one for the fell-walker, not the fen-walker. 

How anybody from East Anglia trained for this I don't know. Being a Plodder rather than a Peakbagger, I 

haven’t spent so much time over 2000 feet for years. 

 

Participating in the 100 brought to mind a few thoughts on the suitability of routes and route descriptions for 

various events.  On a normal challenge event, almost anything is acceptable on a route. For events with  

sections to be completed in the dark a bit more care is needed on the designing of the route for the parts that 

may be walked at night.  

 

For instance, rocky tracks should be avoided if possible. When trying to negotiate these by torchlight, it is 

very easy to fall and sprain an ankle, or worse. The section from just before Stalling Busk to Marsett on the 

100 was bad in this respect, but not many of us did that section in the dark, so it was probably acceptable. 

Also bad was the section into Okehampton on Dartmoor 100 (fortunately it was daytime when I negotiated 

that bit).  

 

Steep downhill sections should also be avoided for much the same reason. There is no problem going steeply 

uphill, because you go slowly (very slowly in my case), but steeply downhill in the dark can be dangerous 

when you can't see where you are going.  

 

Also to be avoided at night is having to follow a compass bearing to a specific point. If it has to be done, 

then an alternative method of finding the end should also be given in case the participant loses their way. I 

can remember one walk where the instruction was to follow a compass bearing for 800 yards across a moor 

to find a stone cross. In the dark, I never did find the cross and eventually worked out a route of my own to 

the next checkpoint. It is not so bad having to follow a bearing until you reach a road or a wall, you have a 

chance of finding these in the dark. 

 

Another type of section to be avoided at night is long stretches of road without a pavement. A car coming 

around a corner may not even see, much less avoid, a torch walking up the side of the road. I remember an 

event in the Peak District which had a three-mile stretch. Not only was it dark, it was also raining. When I 

reached the end of the stretch, I was very wet as well as fed up with jumping into the hedge. I cursed the 

route designer, but I still went back to have another go the following year. They say only a computer makes 

the same mistake again and again. Does that make me a computer? 

 

These comments are not solely for route designers. There are many events where the only route description 

you get is a list of checkpoint map references and you have to find your own way between them. You 

become the designer and should  take into account these points when planning your route, although in 

daylight you could always follow the people in front. However, if you are like me, you wouldn’t be able to 

see anybody in front. 

 

When it comes to climbs, unnecessary long climbs should be avoided so as to give the fen-walker as much 

chance as the fell-walker. For typical challenge events it doesn't matter as there are enough events around so 
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that you can choose one that suits your taste. But the 100 is only once a year, and therefore should be made 

suitable for all members of the LDWA, be they runners or plodders, fell-walkers or fen-walkers. For 

example, was it really necessary to go over Old Cote Moor a second time on this years 100 instead of around 

it. Don’t let me give you the wrong impression. I thought it was a great route, I just wonder about the 

suitability of parts of it for a 100. 

 

Route descriptions are a closely related topic. As I mentioned, some are just a list of checkpoints. At the 

other end of the scale is the mass of details and maps provided on the Shropshire 100. These were the best I 

have come across. (PS did anyone else notice the OS map and the route description went different ways 

around Much Wenlock). Whatever the detail, I can cope with them all.  

 

One thing I would ask of the people who write the descriptions is provide some additional information, e.g. 

map references. I did one walk where the description didn't have a single map reference and half the 

checkpoint names were not on the map. It would have been difficult to get back on route if you strayed off it. 

 

Terminology can be a problem. One week I did a walk and the description used the abbreviation "tr." for a 

track. The following weeks walk used the abbreviation "tr." for turn right. “Pass barn on left” can also cause 

head scratching when you are not sure whether it means on your left hand side or on the left hand side of the 

barn. Sometimes, confusion occurs when 2 different people write parts of the description and have 

completely different styles.  You have to keep your wits about you in this game. 

 

I realise that it is not possible for every point to be applied to every walk, but I would ask that people 

responsible for designing the routes and writing descriptions think about them. Always remember these 

people are volunteers and don’t have to do it. The points I have made, and doubtless you can think of others, 

are not meant as criticisms, just as constructive comments as to how the good job they do can be improved in 

some respects. 

 

 

 Roger full of energy after the Downsman100 

 

Speed Kills 
 

The other week when I was out walking, I passed a road sign that said “SPEED KILLS”. As I trudged along 

in my usual fashion, I got to thinking that perhaps it applied to the LDWA as well. The same thought was 

brought back to me a week later.  My darling wife Morticia was having one of her periodic clean-up 

campaigns and I, being the ever-obedient husband, was showing willing by clearing out my den. Well, 

appearing to clear out my den. I tend to put everything back so it looks as if I have been doing something 

without actually throwing anything out (but please don’t tell her that). 
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What has this to do with the LDWA you may ask? In the clearout I found a results list from a challenge 

event I did in 1990. I have done the same event every year since. This year my time was 5 minutes faster for 

the 25 miles than it was in 1990, but the main difference was in 1990 there were 43 people behind me 

whereas this year there were 2. I seem to think there were more entries this year as well, but I don’t have this 

year’s result sheet to hand to check that. To paraphrase the old song, Where Have All The Plodders Gone. 

 

This is also a problem I have come across on group walks. I only turn up for 4 or 5 group walks a year, but 

very rarely finish them with the other walkers. Quite often the walk leader has a word with me part way 

round and everybody else shoots off and leaves me to finish the walk by myself. If I wasn’t so thick-skinned, 

I might get the impression that the LDWA doesn’t want me as a member. Or they will accept my 

membership as long as I don’t take part in anything. But you are not going to get rid of me that easily. I 

intend being around for a few more years yet to plague walk and event organisers. 

 

To come back to my heading for this article, I am left wondering if speed is killing off potential new recruits 

to the LDWA. How many prospective new members have turned up for a walk but have been put off 

because they have been unable to match the pace of the other members on the walk. They may have been 

quite capable of walking 25 miles, but in 10 hours rather than the 6 hours plus pub stop that seems to have 

been the norm on the group walks I attended. A similar sentiment also applies to challenge walks. If 

somebody takes part in a challenge walk for the first time, but spends most of the time on his own near the 

back, he/she may well be discouraged from entering any more. At least if they were at the back, they would 

have the sweepers for company. 

 

I am not complaining about the runners, or wanting to get involved in the runners versus walkers argument. 

That is an entirely separate issue. I may come back to that sometime in the future. What I am saying is that 

local groups should take more notice of the slower walkers and newcomers rather than the speed merchants. 

Just because Fred wants to get home for 4 o’clock to watch the football on television doesn’t mean the rest 

of the group have to keep up with him (I don’t know if Fred made it that day, I was left behind long before 

we were halfway). The speed should be geared around the slowest member, not the fastest. After all, if you 

keep the newcomers happy they may become your walk leaders or even group secretaries of the future. At 

the very least they will be persuaded to part with some of their hard-earned cash and become members of the 

LDWA. 

 

An alternative proposal might be on the group events list to put timings as well as distance similar to the way 

most challenge events do. Something along the lines of 22 miles in 7 hours, or 25 miles in 12 hours. That 

way us plodders would know which events to avoid. It would also tell the speed merchants which events 

they can avoid. Ideally of course, groups would do alternate events for plodders and speed merchants, but 

probably only the Utopia group would do this. It may perhaps  encourage more people to turn out on group 

walks if they knew they what they could expect. We may also encourage a few more people to join the 

LDWA by not discouraging them on the first walk or challenge event they take part in. 

 

The local groups are the backbone of the LDWA, an integral part of its structure. I have noticed over the last 

year or two that a number of groups have been in trouble, even folded. Perhaps if they had treated their 

possible future members better, they might have survived for longer. Who knows, but it is worth thinking 

about. If the groups look after their members, then the members will look after their groups. 

 

 

 

Gunsmoke - A day in the life of Marshal Dylan 
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The alarm rang. And it rang. And it rang. I turned it off, wondering vaguely why I had set it for 5 am. As 

consciousness slowly returned, I remembered that I had promised to help out on the local groups walk, the 

Manifold Marathon. I got up, had some breakfast and set off. 

 

I arrived at the control centre just before seven. There were a number of other marshals already there. They 

had all been doing it for years. There were a number of other people there who had slept on the floor 

overnight, so that they didn’t have to have an early start. 

 

Geoff, the walk organiser, wandered up to me and said Fred has had to cry off, would I mind doing the 

Hector Hill checkpoint. No problem I said. Then I remembered, Hector Hill was the only checkpoint on the 

route that couldn’t be reached by road. It was set on top of a hill (the biggest on the course apart from the hill 

at the finish) to add some extra distance.  The checkpoints either side of it were only about a mile and a half 

apart by the direct route. 

 

Eight o’clock arrived and the walkers set off. I use the term walker loosely as some of them were walking 

faster than I can run. I heard later that some of them complained because they were made to wait at 

checkpoint 1 until the official opening time. Serve them right I thought. After the walkers had gone, it was 

all hands to the pump, well kitchen. Everybody was making sandwiches for the checkpoints. 

 

Nine o’clock arrived and the runners set off.  Then the cars were loaded up and people set off for their 

checkpoints. I was being given a lift to the checkpoint before mine and walking it from there. It was 

discovered that Mick, who had the checkpoint after mine, had left his paperwork behind. “Mr.Dylan, 

Mr.Dylan” was the plaintive cry. Could I make a detour via Mick’s checkpoint and give him his paperwork. 

No problem I said. So off we went. I was dropped at checkpoint 2, walked to checkpoint 4, then climbed, 

and climbed, and climbed until I reached my checkpoint. I sat down and had a rest. It was a good job it was a 

nice day. This spot would have been pretty exposed on a rotten day. 

 

I settled down to await the first participants in twenty or thirty minutes time. The views were superb. Not a 

person in sight. Well, just one and he was half a mile away, but he was coming my way. I didn’t have to 

worry about him though, he was coming from the wrong direction so he wasn’t on the event. When he was a 

few yards from me, he said “It’s Matt Dylan isn’t it. What are you doing here?” It turned out to be Tom 

Brown from Coventry, who I knew from the Chess and Bridge scene. I hadn’t recognised him because a) I 

didn’t know he was a rambler so I wasn’t expecting him so far from home, and b) he is normally such a 

dapper dresser that I couldn’t place him in scruffy old rambling gear. We passed the time of day for a few 

minutes and then he continued.  

 

Shortly afterwards the first walker appeared. Thirteen miles in three hours was very good going for a walker 

in this terrain. The first runner arrived about fifteen minutes later and after that there was a steady stream 

until Keith the sweeper arrived. A few had needed pointing in the right direction, but a quick check made 

sure everybody was accounted for and then we were off to Mick’s checkpoint. We were ten minutes behind 

the last walker and they had all left by the time we arrived. A quick check, everything OK, quick drink and 

on our way.  

 

After about one and a half miles, we met one of the walkers going the other way. She was returning  to 

Mick’s checkpoint to retire. We told her she couldn’t as Mick would have packed up and gone. So we agreed 

that Keith would carry on sweeping and I was to accompany the young lady through to the next checkpoint 

about 4 miles further on. Lucky me. So on we went, Keith was soon out of sight. 

 

We got to Jack’s checkpoint and Keith was still there. One walker was missing. What made matters worse 

was that it was Keith’s boss. My young lady (as she had become) had perked up a bit now and decided to 

carry on. Perhaps the news that she was no longer last had inspired her. Unless you have been last as often as 

I have, then it can be pretty depressing. Anyway, there was now only eight miles to go (although the last 
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couple are the hardest finish I have come across) so I set off again with MYL. Keith caught us up a couple of 

miles later, still with no sign of his boss, and then we caught up with another group of walkers. MYL was 

flying now and stormed past them. We let her go and nursemaided this other group to the finish. 

 

A quick bite to eat, then help cleaning up. You can’t even begin to imagine how much litter 200 walkers can 

leave behind in a village hall unless you have had to clean up after them. Heroes all of them these checkpoint 

staff and don’t you forget it next time you feel like complaining because they only have strawberry jam 

sandwiches and you wanted blackcurrant. I dread to think how much more there would have been if it had 

been a wet day. 

 

MYL had finished and already gone home by the time Keith and I arrived. Keith’s boss had been tracked 

down by Jack. He had decided to give up, so stopped at a hostelry on route, rang his wife up to come and 

collect him and take him to the finish. Didn’t think about telling the checkpoint people 400 yards down the 

road. We can usually find out these things on the hundreds and other longer walks because there is usually 

some means of contact between checkpoints and HQ. But not on your normal weekend challenges. That is 

why a lot of events say that participants should only retire at a checkpoint. And a good rule it is too. 

 

The alarm rang. And it rang. And it rang. I turned it off, wondering vaguely why I had set it for 5 am. As 

consciousness slowly returned, I remembered that I had promised to help out on the local groups walk, the 

Manifold Marathon. I got up, realised that the event was yesterday, went back to bed cursing the fact that I 

had forgotten to reset the alarm. 

 

 
 

The view from the top of Ecton Hill, Roger’s favourite checkpoint. 
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Jack ready and waiting to serve at a checkpoint. 

 

 

Cheats 
 

I know that it may be a controversial proposal, but I would like to suggest that the LDWA should look at 

replacing the 100. I say this not because my wife keeps nagging me to stop trying to do them, but because I 

believe there are fewer people who really want to do them. I know that entries are down from the heady days 

of Cleveland, but that is not the real reason. It has been noticeable over the past few years that there has been 

an increase in the number of participants who deliberately take short cuts. 

 

Steve Clark wrote a good article after the Yorkshire Dales 100 about the leaders who went the wrong way. I 

myself was given a good indication on the Downsman 100 how the walkers at the other end of the field 

followed their example. I saw participants take short cuts in 3 different places during the first 10 hours. I did 

not see many people after that other than checkpoint staff and sweepers (but not forgetting my friend Val and 

her friend Neil who kept me company for 10 miles towards the end). I was also told that there was a place 

with about 3 miles to go where several people had deviated from the route to take a shorter and less arduous 

way through Friston Forest, but I did not see it happen although I am definitely prepared to believe it. Don’t 

get me wrong, I am not getting at the people who genuinely become lost and have to do some creative route 

finding to get back onto the right track. I am getting at those who deliberately leave the route just so that they 

can have an easier time than the rest of us.  

 

Are these people cheats, or are they just posers who want the glory of having done the 100 without the effort 

of having to do the 100. Perhaps they get some perverse satisfaction from telling their friends that they did 
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100 miles, knowing full well that they only did a mere ninety-eight and a half. My own personal opinion is 

that they are posers. They cannot really be cheats as they get no material gain at the end of it. Who would 

they be cheating? Only themselves. 

 

There have been debates in the past about what to do with these people. My feeling is that they should be 

excluded from the event, but that is unlikely to happen as it needs somebody to report it (and be able to 

identify the culprits). Also, I may be a bit biased in that respect as it is probably the only way I would be 

placed in the top half on the results sheet. On the Downsman I might even have made the top third. So, 

administratively speaking, disqualification is a non-starter. So therefore I would propose to scrap the 100. 

 

But the LDWA needs a “flagship” event. On that basis I would suggest the 100 is replaced by an Annual 

LDWA Challenge Event. This would be organised along the same lines as the 100, but would be of varying 

distances. One year it could be 120 miles, the next it could be 80 miles. This would also cut out one of the 

organising groups' difficulties, which is to get within a few hundred yards of 100 miles each time. It should 

also cut down on the posers need to cheat as it sounds just as impressive to have completed 86 miles as 87 

miles. Also, as the events will be of differing lengths, there will be no incentive to take a short cut to get a 

PB. I know I got a PB this year, but that was because the 101 miles I did on the Downsman 100 was easier 

than the 107 miles I did on the Dartmoor 100. 

 

Talking of the Dartmoor 100, another possible solution that appears to have been successfully used by 

George Foot on the Dartmoor 100 and the Wellington Boot is to liberally sprinkle the route with self-clip 

points. On the other side of the coin, there was another event that tried this policy, but half the clippers 

appeared to be missing when I got to them. The sweep team may have passed me and collected them, but I 

don’t think so. Other possible ways of cutting out the competitive side of the 100 would be not to publish a 

result list and not to put the times on the certificate. I feel that these are probably likely to aid the posers 

cause as nobody could then disprove anything they claim. 

 

I did not even manage to finish last on this years 100, so I must be improving. My friend Val (and her friend 

Neil) managed to finish after me. She tells me that my reputation is now shot to pieces. Morgan the Post 

didn’t finish too far in front, so watch out Morgan, I shall be after you next year and climb a further place up 

the leader board. Or am I getting too competitive and will I be tempted to take short cuts to improve my 

position? Anyway, congratulations to all of you who finished the Downsman legally, and to those of you 

who didn’t, go back and do it again. 

 

 

 

Roger Rules OK 
 

Some time ago when I was walking with a couple of friends of mine I told them one of my unwritten rules 

on how to save energy. This was to the effect that when walking in a group approaching a gate, then always 

keep to the middle of the group. The reasoning behind this being that the first person always opens the gate 

and the last person always closes the gate. And some gates (at least around my way) take a lot of opening 

and closing. 

 

This became known within our group as the “ROGER Rule” - Right Order Gate Entry Routine. There are a 

few other ways of legally “cheating” to save effort which no doubt we have all done at one time or another. 

The most obvious one is when the route description says cross a stile, which happens to be right next to an 

open gate. No person in their right mind is going to cross the stile. Mind you, I have yet to hear anybody 

admit that active members of the LDWA are in their right mind, but not many of us are that daft. 

 

Another way is to lend your spare jumper to another walker. That way he carries it around for you. There are 

two slight drawbacks with this one though. Firstly you may have to put up with the cold and secondly you 
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have to remember to ask for it back just before the kit check or the finish, whichever comes sooner. But as I 

said, these are only minor inconveniences. Then there is the torch. If the walk is all or partially in the dark, 

the rules usually state that you have to carry a torch and spare battery. But they don’t usually say what size 

torch. I have seen people carrying a torch that is so small that it is only just about useful for reading the map 

or route description, but not any use at all for seeing where you are going. I always wondered how they 

managed it, but then I found you can almost guarantee that during the night section they will be walking with 

the guy carrying a small searchlight. 

 

That reminds me of a chap I used to go walking with about 30 years ago. He used to carry a motorcycle 

battery in his rucksack and a motorcycle headlight to see where he was going on a night hike. Another chap 

in the group used to carry a portable battery operated record player so we could listen to the latest pop music 

on top of some mountain or other at 3 o’clock in the morning. The LDWA didn’t exist in those days, but we 

were certainly daft enough to be members if it had existed. I have met a large number of characters in my 

time, these are but two of them. I think a lot of the fun is having a laugh at (or with) the characters. It helps 

takes your mind off the blisters that would otherwise be crippling you. 

 

Whilst on the subject of legally “cheating”, have you ever wondered how the runners get past the kit checks. 

The rules on events usually state that kit must be carried or worn. The kit is usually something along the 

lines of waterproofs, map, compass, route description, first aid kit, mug, emergency food and drink. I set off 

on an event with a rucksack stuffed full and a couple of hours later I am passed by runners with nothing 

more than a bum bag tied around their waist. How do they get all that kit in a bum bag? 

 

Another way I have seen of people thinking that they are not cheating is when they deliberately find 

alternative routes. I don’t mean short-cuts, but I have come across people who follow the road from one 

point to another rather than cross 3 fields, 2 stiles and 1 bog. They may not be doing any less distance, but 

they are certainly having an easier time of it than us die-hard stick-in-the-mud fools who are probably stuck 

in the mud because we insisted on going the right way. There are occasionally times when a bit of creative 

route finding is allowable. I know a young lady walker who is absolutely terrified of cows. When we come to 

a field full of cows, then she always shelters amongst the other walkers. But if she is on her own, then she 

will almost always try to find an alternative route around the field. This I don’t mind, but I do object to the 

deliberate (probably pre-meditated) route changes. 

 

So there you have a few tips on how to make your life easier on walks. No doubt you all have your own 

energy saving devices. As I am always on the lookout for ways of making my life easier, then I would be 

interested to hear of them. 

 

 

 

Value for Money 
 

In a recent edition of Strider your editor wrote about a "Back to Basics" movement. Whilst I like that idea, I 

am much more concerned about a "Value for Money" philosophy. 

 

I have taken part in a couple of events where I feel that I have been ripped off. I should point out that I don't 

enter an event with the intention of winning anything. I usually finish near the back (if not at the back), but I 

do like to get my badge and/or certificate so I can go around posing to my mates. 

 

One event I entered was overwhelmed with entries on the day. Consequently, when I arrived at the 

intermediate checkpoints and the finish, the were little or no refreshments left. I had to rely on my own 

supply of "emergency rations" on the route and the hot meal promised at the finish turned out to be cold rice 

pudding (all they had left), but they did give me a hot cup of tea. To cap it all, they had also run out of 

badges. To alleviate my disappointment, they gave me last years badge as they had some left over. Naturally, 
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I already had last years badge. I have no arguments with an event only providing "Basics" and having to 

carry my own food and drink. But I would like to know about it prior to the event and not when I reach the 

first checkpoint. I definitely thought I had been ripped off and will have to think seriously before entering 

again. 

 

The other event where I was somewhat disillusioned was slightly different. They did say that you had to 

provide your own food and drink, so I did. Hot soup was provided at the finish. However, the cost was the 

same as the other event, but all you got at the end was a certificate. If you wanted a badge, you had to pay 

extra for it. In this case the event did provide what it said it would, but I felt what it provided was not worth 

what I paid for it. I do know that some events do charge slightly over the top with the extra going to a 

worthwhile local good cause and I have no arguments about that, but there has to be a limit as to how much 

extra can be charged. 

 

The moral of these two events is that organisers should make sure that they can supply what they say they 

will, and that they charge the walkers a reasonable price for it. Charging £25 for the "100" is well worth it 

when you consider what you get for your money. Charging 50p or £1 for a route description for something 

that is virtually an anytime challenge is also worth it, but there seems to be a growing number of events 

where you pay a lot and get almost nothing. So event organisers, please provide value for money. Also 

walkers, don't expect too much. If you only paid £4 for entering, you shouldn't expect a 3-course meal at the 

finish, although I have done one event where it was provided. 

 

 

On a lighter note, has anyone else noticed that despite what the water authorities say, there seems to be an 

awful lot of water around. So far this year I have done walks on the North York Moors, in the Yorkshire 

Dales and the Yorkshire area of the Peak District. In all cases virtually every path I walked on was a stream, 

apart from those that were knee deep in mud, and it rained for part or all of the day. Yet all the reservoirs 

still only appeared to be two-thirds full. Maybe the opposite has occurred somewhere else, dry paths and full 

reservoirs. The place is called Utopia I think (or is it Uttoxeter?). 

 

Being a plodder rather than a peakbagger, I am more interested in walking long distances rather than 

climbing great heights. In fact I get scared stiff on some hills. We now have registers for people who climbed 

all the Munros, or all the 2000 footers (or whatever the metric equivalent is), climbed all the county tops 

(until they change again under local government re-organisation). All these are for peakbaggers. How about 

a register for plodders? Something along the lines of a list of all the people who have walked the main 

LDP’s. I have completed a couple and done bits of many others (only 178 miles of the Pennine Way still to 

do). 

 

On the same principle, we keep being informed who has completed the most 100's. How about a list of those 

people who have spent the most time walking the 100's. I suspect Michael Bennison would be at the top, 

although there are others who have completed more. Uncompleted 100's could be included and a special 

"Plodders" badge given to those who have spent say 500 hours walking 100's. I have still got a long way to 

go before I get any award. 

 

One of my other interests outside of walking is railways. As a trainspotter in my youth, Dr. Beeching was 

never forgiven. These days, I have more of an interest in railways themselves than in trainspotting. One of 

my favourite journeys is the Settle - Carlisle route and I think it is wonderful that this years 100 follows it in 

places.  

 

 

 

Equipment 
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Now I am not a rich man. My accountant and bank manager see to that, not to mention Morticia and the kids. 

But I am not a poor man either. However, when I buy one of the commercial outdoor/walking magazines 

they are quite often full of adverts (masquerading as reviews in some cases) of what I would class as 

expensive equipment. 

 

You will all know the sort of thing I mean, boots at £100, anoraks costing £200, etc. Well out of range of my 

pocket. I know that theoretically they are probably better, but not necessarily so. I have had some “better” 

equipment on occasions and have not noticed any improved comfort or performance from it. 

 

As far as boots are concerned, I spend about £40 every couple of years on a new pair. I found this model of 

boot about 10 years ago, found it suited what I did and was comfortable for me. So I have bought a new pair 

every two years or so. In that time I have seen the price rise from £35 to £40 but I can live with that. I was 

lucky last year when I was on holiday in Scotland, I found a pair in my size in an end of season sale in Oban 

for £25. So I snapped them up even though I don’t really need another pair yet. The same also applies to 

trainers. I spend £25 on a make and model that is still in production after goodness knows how many years. I 

used to wear them when I ran marathons on the road in my younger days. They served me well then and they 

still serve me well now. 

 

With anoraks it is a similar story, although this time I haven’t kept to the same make. But I usually buy them 

from one of the “Army and Navy” stores, without spending a fortune on them. Now I suffer quite badly from 

sweating and I usually finish the walk soaked to the skin even on the nicest day. A friend of mine lent me a 

Gore-Tex jacket for one of the 100’s a few years back, but it didn’t make any difference. Everybody else was 

soaked on the outside from the weather, but I was still wetter on the inside. Quality and price did not have 

any effect in my case. 

 

Despite buying equipment at the cheaper end of the market, I still like to get my full use out of them. 

Twenty-five years ago I bought a tent for use on family holidays as that was all we could afford in those 

days. The tent is still going strong and still sees some use. Those of you who did the White Peak 100 and 

were still awake may remember seeing it at Crowdecote as you ran/walked/stumbled past. 

 

The moral of this story is that just because it is expensive, it doesn’t always mean it is good. And even 

though it may be good, it may not suit you. So if you can, look before you leap (or at least test before you 

buy). And wouldn’t it be nice if the magazines did a review on the less expensive items every so often. I may 

be a stick in the mud and keep buying the same things over and over again, but it would be nice to know 

what else is available. One final thought on the subject, I keep buying the same type of socks as well and it 

does have the advantage that I never have an odd pair. 

 

On a completely different topic, how well do you know your local footpaths? The question doesn’t have a 

point if you live in the centre of London, but the rest of you should ask it of yourselves. I was looking at the 

OS 1:25000 map of my local area the other day and I estimated I had walked less than 25% of the footpaths 

on it. Some of them have even disappeared for one reason or another. So my New Years resolution was to 

walk 4 30-milers this year from home, at least 10 miles to be on paths I have never trodden before. I have 

two routes currently worked out. I will let you know how I get on (if I succeed, if I fail I may just let it drop). 

Perhaps some of you would like to try the same thing. Instead of dashing off to Snowdonia or the Lake 

District or wherever, try a little exploring in your own back yard. It may also help to save the odd path from 

disappearing. 

 

My brother Philip says the photo of me in the last issue of Strider did not show me in the best light. So he 

has included one of me at the end of the Downsman 100 which shows my normal laid back style. Very 

flattering. 
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Off-Road 
 

I was strolling through the park one day. 

 

Well, Exmoor actually, but that is a sort of park isn’t it. 

 

In the merry merry month of May. 

 

Well, end of April, but I am not quibbling. 

 

When to my surprise 

 

It nearly gave me a heart attack. 

 

A pair of roguish eyes 

 

came charging towards me at what seemed like 100 miles an hour.  So I got out of the way quick. The light 

had faded and these roguish eyes turned out to be the headlights of an off-road vehicle charging along a 

bridleway. I may have exaggerated the speed slightly, but it certainly seemed to be going faster than I would 

drive on the motorway. It was followed at short intervals by seven or eight others, all of whom had a total 

disregard for any other users of the route. I don’t suppose there were many other users at that time, but it still 

made me cross. I don’t know if these vehicles were actually allowed to use this route or not, but even if they 

were, it should have been done with more respect. 

 

This incident was followed by a couple more about a month later. This time I was walking in the Yorkshire 

Dales. Early on in the day I was near Hawes, this time on a footpath, when I was “viciously” attacked by 3 

motorcycles, whose riders got most abusive when I didn’t get out of the way. This time I knew I was in the 

right, so I wasn’t going to move. I can get stroppy too. Just ask Morticia. Later on the same day, dropping 

down to Stonehouses, I was passed by 3 Land Rover type vehicles going fairly sedately. Although I still 

didn’t approve, I thought they were behaving themselves. Until I got to a gate under the railway viaduct 

which had been left open. It also appeared that the gate had been chained and padlocked, and the chain 

looked as if it had been cut. There was a stile beside the gate, just in case anybody thinks the farmer was 

illegally blocking the route for walkers. 

 

I am sure there must be some nice people around who drive off-road vehicles. They are probably the ones 

who just have them for posing and only drive them up and down the local housing estates. The ones who 

drive/ride their vehicles off-road appear to be all maniacs and the quicker they get banned, the sooner I will 

be happy. If anybody is organizing a campaign to sort out where these vehicles can legally go without 

offence to other countryside lovers, then they can have my support. It’s not the farmers or landowners or 

other land workers that I am getting at. They probably have more traditional rights to be in these places than 

I have. The ones I object to are the “joyriders” who bring no joy to the other countryside users.  

 

On a similar but entirely different subject, there are some people who are using there vehicles lawfully, but 

are still a pain in the neck (or some other part of the anatomy). Not too far from me are the Tissington and 

High Peak trails. These are old railway lines converted for use by walkers, riders and cyclists. However, the 

cyclists appear to have taken over, especially at weekends. I went over part of the Tissington Trail mid-week 

and never saw another person. The following Sunday I was on the same part, but on a different walk, and the 

trail was overrun by cyclists. A lot of them, especially the younger ones, were behaving very irresponsibly. I 

don’t know if they were actually using the trail as a racetrack, but that is what it seemed like. Anybody who 

was walking along there was definitely taking a big risk. As for the riders, I think they must have abandoned 

these trails a long time ago. 
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I was strolling through the park one day. 

 

Well, this time it was the Peak District actually, but that is a sort of park isn’t it. 

 

In the merry merry month of May. 

 

Well, I think it was June, but I am not quibbling. 

 

When to my surprise 

 

It nearly gave somebody a heart attack. 

 

A pair of roguish eyes 

 

these belonged to a dirty great bull, and he was sat right across the footpath. Well my friend Stormer Norma 

is absolutely terrified of bulls and if she had been with me we would probably have made a three mile detour 

to avoid it. But the gentleman I was with is versed in the ways of the countryside. He said this bull was 

alright and just walked around it. I tiptoed behind. Anyway, what I want to know is, is there any cast iron 

100% accurate, method of telling a bull that is alright from a bull that may charge you, gore you, flatten you 

and may do all sorts of other nasty things to you. If you could pass this on to Stormer Normer as well, then it 

may save me a few unnecessary detours when I go walking with her next time. But there again, the walk 

could lose some of its more interesting moments. 

 

 

 

Green 
 

With apologies to Jill Green, who I think does a wonderful job, I do not classify myself as a “green” person. 

Not that I am one of the anti-greens, it is more that I am one of the apathetic millions in this country. I have 

not tried to Save the Whales, or even Save Wales, demonstrated against new roads, joined Greenpeace or 

CND or anything like that. I just like to go out and do my walking, stick to the country code (more or less), 

and try to enjoy myself without causing too much bother to others. I have taken part in walks over the years 

designed to keep little used rights of way open, but that is the closest I have come to protesting about 

anything environmental. 

 

One reason that I don’t join these “crusades” is that I don’t believe some of the claims that come from them. 

A report I read in a newspaper recently said that because of global warming etc., the sea  level was rising and 

would rise by another 70 metres (230 feet to old fogies like me) in the next 300 years. On the basis of simple 

mathematics, does that mean people who climb Ben Nevis have 23 feet less to climb than when I last did it 

30 years ago. No wonder they continually have to revise the list of Munros. But then I think, hang on a 

minute. If that was the case then half of Fort William would be under water, which it isn’t. Although it does 

seem like it on some wet winter afternoons that I have been there. So therefore I don’t believe the report. It 

may well be true in the long run, but for me to believe it, it needs to be better presented and more 

convincing.  

 

Subconsciously, I do believe that some sort of global warming is taking place, but this is based on personal 

experience rather than wild claims. As an example, we don’t seem to have very severe winters any more, 

nothing to compare with 1947 or 1963 anyway. I don’t actually remember 1947 as I was living in Egypt at 

the time and they didn’t have much snow there. But I have been told by relations who live on the edge of 

Dartmoor about how bad it was. I do think it is a lot wetter now though. If you recall a few years ago when 
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there was supposed to be a drought in Yorkshire, I mentioned in one of my articles that every time I went 

there it rained. Things don’t seem to have improved much since. 

 

Another of the groups I am sceptical about is the anti-foxhunting brigade. I would point out that I am not a 

pro-foxhunter, just before somebody puts me in the wrong camp. Based on personal experience, I would 

guess that a lot more foxes are killed by traffic than are killed by hunting. So if they are genuine about saving 

the fox, they should be campaigning to ban traffic. That is an impossible task of course, so go for the soft 

option instead. I have nothing personal against foxes except for the one that keeps knocking my bin over and 

spreading rubbish all over the back garden.  

 

If we are talking about stopping suffering to living beings, then there are some things that would come a lot 

higher up my list than fox-hunting. Cruelty to pets for a start, but that doesn’t come within the scope of a 

countryside article. One thing that does is fishing. I don’t mean the trawlermen who risk their lives day in 

and day out to catch food for us, what I do mean is anglers. I have read that there are a million anglers in this 

country, but I don’t know if it is true or not. Just think of it, a million people trying to cause suffering to fish. 

Now that seems to me to be a lot higher priority than a few thousand people trying to cause suffering to 

foxes. Now the government can ban fox-hunting, they will only lose a few thousand votes and that won’t 

make any difference. But if they were to ban angling, they would lose a million votes and that would make a 

large difference. So they take the soft option as well. 

 

You would probably guess that I don’t like politicians and journalists. I do have some friends who are 

journalists and one who is a politician. They know my views. It is not that I don’t like them, it is just that I 

don’t believe anything they say. One could argue that I am a journalist by writing this column, so therefore 

you shouldn’t believe anything I say. Well, please yourselves, as Frankie Howerd used to say. 

 

 

 


