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I
n 1942, Greer Garson broke a record 
that will now - thankfully - never be 
broken. Garson’s Oscar acceptance 
speech, as Best Actress for her role in 

Mrs Miniver, ran to nearly six minutes. This 
was the longest in Oscar history. Since 
then Oscar winners have been limited 
to just forty-five seconds of ‘I’d like to 
thank...’ type stuff. Should the winner 
run over time the stage mike is switched 
off, stirring music swells and they’ll find 
themselves gracefully, if firmly, guided off 
stage and back to their still-warm seat.
 That all said... I’d now like to thank a 
few people. Firstly Stephen Neale, not 
only for the fact that he edited OF for 
the past three years, but also for being 
so generous with his time in helping me 
take over the role. I’d also like to thank 
the regular contributors to OF, as well as 
those who voluntarily agreed to contribute 
to this issue.
 OF needs you however and 
contributions for the next issue will be 
warmly received. One new feature of 
OF is the themed photography gallery. 
Next month’s theme is ‘A Friendly Face’. 
Pictures of people snapped showing 
their good-natured side, in Britain or 
abroad, will be ideal. If you’d like to 
submit, contact me for further details. The 
deadline for all contributions is 1st May.
 Until then, enjoy the current issue...
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On a warm spring afternoon in 2008 I was sitting 
on the steps of an old Buddhist gompa when 
I was approached by a Nepali lad of about 
fourteen, who told me he was having trouble 

with his school work. 
 Having asked if I could help, he ran down the slope to 
a group of simple, stone-built houses, and returned a few 
minutes later clutching a well-thumbed textbook opened 
at a page on which was printed a poem by Ted Hughes. ‘I 
do not understand what this means,’ he said. 
 I read the poem, then read it again, and tried to explain 
that the writer was describing a wind raging through 
heavy-leaved trees in such a way that it recalled the sound 
of the sea. But living at almost 4,000 metres among 
some of the world’s highest mountains, the boy had no 
experience of deciduous trees, nor 
had he ever seen nor heard the 
sea, so understanding the poem 
was an uphill struggle.
 � en he turned to another 
poem; this one by Seamus Heaney. 
‘I like this,’ he enthused. ‘I’m 
confused, but I like the music.’ 
 � e music, yes! Heaney’s verse fl owed with a rhythm as 
musical as any written in crotchets and quavers. As for its 
meaning, that again was outside the boy’s experience, but 
he was eager to learn.
 I was impressed by that bright-eyed lad, and by the 
demands of his school work. Not only was he studying 
a diff erent language, he was trying to unravel meaning 
from what must have seemed at fi rst a jumble of letters in 
awkward shapes on uneven lines. On top of that, woven 
into the texture of each poem was a culture of which the 
boy had no fi rst-hand knowledge.
 It led me to consider the power of language and the 
beauty of words.
 Once a year the BBC celebrates the English language 
with a season of poetry. In addition, there’s a weekly 
slot devoted to books on Radio 4, and a regular Sunday 
programme of poetry. Yet when we glance at the television 
schedules it’s hard to believe that programmes given over 
to the written word - other than books to accompany a 
popular tv series – could have a place in our lives. Reading 
aloud (or to oneself ) would appear far too highbrow and 
elitist for a nation embedded in ‘reality tv’ and the cult of 
celebrity. But it’s not. Books matter; they’re full of words.
 Now I like words; the sound of words fl owing in 
streams across the page; words that draw landscape, 
faces, emotions; words that carry echoes of the past, that 
evoke smells and tastes, that transport me to other lands, 

introduce me to people I’d otherwise never meet. I like 
words that entertain and educate and make me think.
 At home I’m never far from books, and at any time – 
day or night – I can reach out, grab a volume and become 
absorbed by its contents. It may be a collection of poems, 
or a biography; a travel book perhaps, or a novel written by 
a friend who lives far away. It could be a collection of short 
stories, or of ideas. It doesn’t really matter, for I’ll simply let 
the pages fall open and be seduced by language; by words 
that roll around the brain like a child’s lullaby.
 � ere are favourites, of course. Any one of John Stewart 
Collis’s brilliantly constructed works will do. He has a 
way of making comprehensible what would otherwise 
be incomprehensible to me; be that the creation of life 
through a potato or a treatise on the human body. 

 Or it could be something by 
Jan Morris. Whether writing 
about the fi rst ascent of Everest 
or the wonders of Venice, she 
holds her reader in a spell. Here 
she is writing of Kurdish nomads 
on the move: …the e� ect of the 
procession, glimpsed in so wide and 

airy a setting, was that of a community of unusually cheerful 
brigands crossing a steppe to commit an atrocity. 
 � ere’s Patrick Leigh Fermor - one of the most 
perceptive of travel writers - who describes sleeping on the 
roof of a Greek house: One sleeps in the sky surrounded by 
stars and with the moon almost within arm’s reach.
 Peter Matthiessen, whose masterpiece � e Snow 
Leopard transports me to a land I’ve travelled in and long 
to return to: I feel at peace among these looming rocks, the 
cloud swirl and wind-whirled snow, as if the earth had opened 
up to take me in.
 � ere are poems by Dylan � omas, whose unmistakable 
voice emerges from the page, its mellifl uous tones licking 
their way along and around phrases that simply have to 
be said out loud - and the verse of Robert Service (still 
bearing the stains of Morocco where I carried his collected 
works into the High Atlas Mountains on my fi rst 
expedition more than fi fty years ago): Have you gazed on 
naked grandeur where there’s nothing else to gaze on?
 Yes, the riches of language are a blessing. I could live 
happily without television, but not without books. For 
the written word can deliver freedom, produce a sense of 
elation, hold history to account, and resonate with a special 
kind of music – just as the Nepali lad had discovered.
 In our own small way, you and I have a responsibility to 
ensure that music plays on.

WORDSMITH
Kev Reynolds, the Man with the World’s Best Job

3

I could live happily 
without television, but not 

without books...
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masterpiece, and our greatest gift to 
the world. And in their introduction, the 
authors take the optimistic view that a 
book celebrating the ideas that saved 
it must, to some extent, mean that it 
has been saved.

 
 
 
 

But the introductory essays by people 
as diverse as Kate Adie and Tony 
Robinson; Simon Jenkins and Max 
Hastings, prove that this is anything 
but the case, and that the need for 
eternal vigilance and vigorous defence 
is as strong as it ever was. 
Take Joan Bakewell’s strident take 
on litter, for example. She appeals for 
more education to teach children that 
it’s just wrong. “Litter is a blight we 
can defeat. And we must,” she says. 
And comedian Jo Brand is equally 
forthright about cutting the clutter 
of garish advertising which is strewn 
along our rural roads. 
 TV wilderness guru Ray Mears 
reckons that the provision of Green 
Belts around our cities was one of the 
most successful acts in the history 
of conservation. But he adds: “The 
moment you dig at it, you put a hole in 
the dyke, and you can’t put it back… 
If anything, we should be trying to 
extend the Green Belt.”

T
his is a revised, expanded and 
redesigned version of OWPG 
President Chris Bonington’s 
illustrated biography, which was 

first published by Diadem in 1989. It’s 
appropriate that Bonington should 
dedicate it to Ken Wilson (see obituary 
OF Summer 2016), who inspired and 
published the first edition and who, 
according to the author, “contributed 
so much to mountaineering as its 
resolute and vocal conscience.”

 

This new edition is, if anything, even 
more visually appealing than the 
first, and yet another fine production 
from Vertebrate. More importantly, it 
brings us completely up to date with 
Bonington’s amazingly active life, 
including the heart-warming story of 
his marriage to Loreto, widow of his 
former climbing partner and good 
friend Ian McNaught-Davis, last year. 
 It also records Bonington’s 2010 
trek to Annapurna Base Camp to 
mark the 50th anniversary of his epic 
expedition which resulted in the ascent 
of its south face, and his extraordinary 
ascent of the Old Man of Hoy at the 
age of 80 in 2014 – 48 years after his 
first ascent with Tom Patey and Rusty 

T
he Southern Uplands never 
really get the credit they deserve. 
By-passed by most hillgoers 
blindly speeding north on the 

A74 (M) to the greater heights of the 
Western Highlands, they are too often 
overlooked and ignored.
 But to those who know them, 
the hills of Dumfries and Galloway 
have some of the most beautiful and 
unspoilt landscapes in the Scotland. 
And the walker can enjoy a rare 
solitude in them which has been lost 
on the greater and more popular 
heights further north.

 
 
 
 
 

The Annandale Way is an exciting new 
56-mile long distance walking route 
which follows the course of the River 
Annan from source to sea. It links 
Moffat with Annan on the Solway Firth, 
taking in such scenic highlights as the 

Baillie. As Leo Houlding, his partner on 
the recent “Young Men of Hoy” climb, 
writes in his foreword: “They say there 
are old climbers and bold climbers 
but no old, bold climbers; save one…. 
there is but one Sir Chris Bonington.”

CHRIS BONINGTON: MOUNTAINEER
Chris Bonington
Vertebrate Publishing £20 / paperback

ANNANDALE WAY
Roger Turnbull and Jacquetta Megarry
Rucksack Readers, £12.99 (pb).

22 IDEAS THAT SAVED THE BRITISH 
COUNTRYSIDE
Peter Waine & Oliver Hilliam
Frances Lincoln, £25 (hb).

Devil’s Beef Tub, where Border reivers 
once hid their stolen cattle, and the 
castles at Lochmaben and Haddom 
and Spedlin’s Tower house. 
 It opened in 2009 after 
development by the Sulwath 
Connections Landscape Partnership 
and local communities with the 
support of local landowners with the 
aims of celebrating and protecting the 
Dumfries and Galloway landscape, 
and promoting Annandale as a new 
area for walking.
 Turnbull and Megarry’s guide, 
beautifully illustrated by photographer 
Lynne Kirton, lives up to Rucksack’s 
usual high standards. The detailed 
route mapping on rain-proof paper 
is at the unusual 1:44,000 scale, and 
does away with the need for any 
further maps. Expect many more 
diversions from the A74 (M).

It brings us completely up 
to date with Bonington’s 
amazingly active life

The guide lives up to 
Rucksack’s usual high 
standards

‘If anything, we should be 
trying to extend the Green 
Belt’

T
his timely compendium of 
twenty-two essays by a 
former chairman and the 
communications officer of 

the Campaign to Protect Rural 
England (CPRE) is enlivened by short 
introductions by some of the country’s 
leading conservationists, plus some 
show biz personalities.
 CPRE president Andrew Motion 
claims in his foreword that the English 
countryside is a great collaborative 

Others...
New and revised editions of the 
following books have also recently 
been published:-

WALKING THE COAST TO COAST PATH
Terry Marsh | Cicerone, £16.95
WALKING BEN NEVIS AND GLEN COE
Ronald Turnbull | Cicerone, £14.95
WALKING THE MONROS: VOL. 1 
SOUTHERN, CENTRAL AND WESTERN 
HIGHLANDS and WALKING THE MONROS: 
VOL 2. NORTHERN HIGHLANDS AND THE 
CAIRNGORMS 
Steve Kew | Cicerone, £14.95
WALKING THE SPEYSIDE WAY
Alan Castle | Cicerone, £16.95

/ ROLY SMITHBOOK REVIEWS St. Cuthbert is one of the most important figures in the history of 
Christianity in Britain. The exact date and location of his birth is 
lost, though it’s probable that he was born in Dunbar at the mouth 
of the Firth of Forth to a reasonably well-to-do Anglo-Saxon family. 

 What is known about the saint’s early life is that he joined the monastery 
in Old Melrose in AD650 when aged about sixteen. St. Cuthbert spent most 
of his life in what is now the Borders region of Scotland and Northumberland, 
first at the monastery in Melrose and then later on the island of Lindisfarne. 
 The St. Cuthbert’s Way walk starts in Melrose and ends sixty-two miles 
later on Lindisfarne, and is generally walked over four days. Along the way, 
the route passes through charming border towns and villages, past many 
interesting historical sites and across much spectacular landscape.
 Leaving Melrose means immediately confronting the Eildon Hills. The 
three peaks of the Eildons dominate the southern views from the town and 
are the first of many steep climbs that must be faced before the end of the 
walk. From the Eildons the walk passes through several border villages 
before reaching the River Tweed, which is crossed at Mertoun Bridge. The 
walk continues along the Tweed to the village of Maxton. From the village the 
path then follows Dere Street, the route of an old Roman road that eventually 
led to York, and on to Harestanes.
 From Harestanes the walk leads to the 
foothills of the Cheviot Hills. On the way, 
the route passes Cessford Castle. Although 
the castle is now unsafe to enter, it’s still an 
impressively grand structure.
 Wideopen Hill has the distinction of being the highest peak on the walk 
(368m) as well as being the half way point of the walk. This milestone is 
generally reached on the second day and is a welcome marker on the way to 
the village of Kirk Yetholm, where most walkers spend the night. Kirk Yetholm 
is the last stopping place in Scotland. About half an hour from the village, the 
walker reaches England, marked by a slightly disappointing border fence.
 Hethpool is the first English milestone. The village lies at the head of the 
College Valley, the most northerly in the Cheviot Hills. The walk then passes 
Yeavering Bell hill, the site of a well-preserved Iron Age fort.
 The third night is usually spend in the town of Wooler. In 1107, the 
first Baron of Wooler noted that Wooler was ‘situated in an ill-cultivated 
country under the influence of vast mountains, from whence it is subject 
to impetuous rains’. The town is far more cheery than that rather grudging 
description would suggest.
 From Wooler, the St. Cuthbert’s Way crosses Weetwood Moor before 
dropping down into the River Till valley. On this stretch the curious can visit 
St. Cuthbert’s Cave, where Cuthbert’s body was allegedly kept safe during 
the 9th century when Vikings raided the coast of Northumberland. 
 Completing the walk involves crossing over to Lindisfarne. Twice a day 
at low tide the sea retreats and the island is joined to the mainland by a flat 
plain of sand and mud, and since 1954, a tarmac road. Although the road is 
the official route of the St. Cuthbert’s Way there is an older marked crossing 
that was the original path for pilgrims who wished to visit the holy sites of the 
island. Known as the Pilgrim’s Way for that reason, a line a tall staves marks 
the route across to the island.
 However one reaches Lindisfarne, there is a sense of achievement in 
completing the St. Cuthbert’s Way. Not as long as the Pennine Way nor as 
dramatic as the West Highland Way, it is a walk of small pleasures. And who 
could fail to be moved by the idea of following in the footsteps of a saint who 
shaped the history of Northumberland and of English Christianity?

The St. Cuthbert’s Way
David Taylor follows in the path of a northern saint

On this stretch the 
curious can visit St. 
Cuthbert’s Cave...
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Gallery A favourite view
This month’s theme:

‘Favourite views’. Hmmm... Favorite photo of a view or photo of a favourite view? Or 
perhaps a view in a favourite place? In the end I’ve tried to pick an image that works by 
whichever criteria, in this Lakeland view over the Tilberthwaite fells and Brathay valley 
towards Fairfield, Red Screes and Ill Bell. I’ve walked and/or biked over almost every bit 
of this view; I’ve even done some scary climbs at Hodge Close Quarry (on a pretty tight 
rope!); yet there’s always more to find.
 Technically the interest lies in the fact that it’s a stitched panorama taken on a full-frame 
DSLR with a 100mm lens (nominally a macro lens and very, very sharp). Eight original 
shots in portrait format were combined in Lightroom, yielding an image over 20,000 pixels 
wide. The horizontal coverage is just about ninety degrees. This is possible in a single shot 
with about a 20mm lens, but you wouldn’t get the same massive file, which does lend itself 
to making monster prints.

JON SPARKS / Tilberthwaite Fells

www.jon-sparks.co.uk

The Cuillin at dawn from The Storr is an image I have craved for a number of years.
The correct time of year, favourable weather conditions and being on Skye at the 
right time had eluded me until last October.
 A fifty minute climb led me to my vantage point just as the sun rose above the 
horizon. Its warm rays clipped the ragged summits of the Cuillin Mountains and 
painted The Old Man of Storr in spectacular, radiant light.
 Such was the beauty of the moment I had to remind myself to press the shutter.

KEITH FERGUS / The Cuillin from The Storr

www.scottishhorizons.co.uk
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Whitehorse Hill -  OS ref: SU 300 864 (access from the Ridgeway National Trail) - the highest point 
in Oxfordshire at 262m, is home to the remains of an Iron Age hill fort and the galloping outline 
of the Uffington White Horse. Although first mentioned in a medieval manuscript, recent dating 
techniques have shown that this remarkable chalk figure was carved around 3000 years ago 
during the Bronze Age.
 We may know the age of the carving with some degree of accuracy, but as to its purpose, we’ll 
probably never really know; however, it’s a magical spot to sit a while and wonder who has been 
this way before.
 The views stretch north across the Vale of White Horse; north-east to the distant Chiltern 
Hills; south-east over the rolling Lambourn Downs; and south-west to the Iron Age hill forts of 
Liddington Castle and Barbury Castle. Just below is the small, flat-topped mound of Dragon Hill, 
where St George is reputed to have killed the dragon; the steep-sided coombe, or dry valley, just 
to the west is known as The Manger, and legend has it that the White Horse goes there to feed. 
And in case you’re wondering, the best view of the white horse is from the air.

STEVE DAVISON / Whitehorse Hill, Oxfordshire
The first time I saw this view in the eastern Lake District, it literally stopped me in my tracks. I 
was following the trail that hugs the eastern and southern edges of Gowbarrow, enjoying the 
occasional glimpses of the lake and loving the way the ground drops away in places. “What a 
great path!” I thought. But then I rounded a bend above Yew Crag and this jaw-dropping scene 
to the south-west was suddenly revealed. What had gone before paled in comparison as I 
looked along the western expanse of Ullswater, blue and inviting, with the dark, craggy Helvellyn 
range forming a sublime backdrop. Rock and water: the perfect combination.

VIVIENNE CROW / Ullswater

www.viviennecrow.co.uk 

www.steve-davison.co.uk

A friendly face
Next issue’s theme:
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T
here’s 800 of you applying, and 
only one’s going to get through. 
First they line you up in sixes, 
and discard anyone who’s too 

tall or whose hair is red. If your size 
and shape are right, they give you 
45 seconds to show what you can 
do. You display your best smile, and 
choose a routine which swoops from a 
gentle crooning start to a full-throated 
belter of a climax and still leaves a 
moment at the end for a few steps of 
your special tap dancing. And they go 

PITCH PERFECT...
Ronald Turnbull plays his audition tapes to publishers

0 / the Research

1 / the Pre-pitch

2 / the More Research

3 / the Blurb

4 / the Cover and the Title

6 / About You

5 / Shape and Size

7 / Sample Material
no thanks next one please goodbye…
 Okay, getting your book past 
a publisher is a bit easier than 
auditioning for musical theatre off -
off -Broadway in New York like my 
daughter-in-law has to do. But not that 
much easier. You’ve got two minutes 
of some publisher’s time, and lucky at 
that. Within page one of your Word fi le, 
you’ve got to make them want to read 
pages two and three. 
 The good news? You don’t need to 
do any tap dancing.

Your intended victim may be one who 
already published something along 
your line, by an author you respect. 
An old fashioned paper-and-coff ee 
bookshop is a great place to pick 
things up and see who published 
them. Then you go back on the 
Internet and fi nd out who the editor 
is in the Outdoor section. Or ask the 
boy on the switchboard or the other 
members of the OWPG. Ms Info@ can 

be a casual email-answer; Mr Explicit 
knows you’re going to hate him by 
name when he trashes your message 
unread.

I like to start with a short email 
explaining what my book is, and who 
I am, and asking if it’s something they 
might want to do and would they like 
to see a Proposal? Maybe they’ve got 
Bear Grylls on a big advance already 
doing it. Maybe they just closed down 

the Outdoor section and sent them all 
to beef up Cookery.
 But don’t do this until after all the 
other stages that make up the Outline 
itself. Cos if they mail back okay send 
in the book proposal, you need to 
send it in right then.

Hunt the corners of the publishers’ 
website to see if they have author 
guidelines. They hide them in the 
menu second in from the right hand 
side, third from bottom sub-menu. 
This is a way of working out whether 
your an author who does her research.

You think the publisher writes the 
back cover blurb once the book’s all 
fi nished. Write it yourself, before you 
even begin. There’s no better way of 
working out what your book’s about. 
Your blurb will be about 150 words 
long (except however short you make 
it it’s going to overrun a bit). In the fi rst 
sentence it’ll have the reader intrigued; 
by the second sentence they’re 
hooked; sentences four and fi ve hint 
at the depth and richness to come as 
you chase the opening idea over the 
hilltops and rush it barefoot across the 
wide white sands. Along the way you 
deploy all the poetic weapons in your 
verbal fi ling cabinet. You zap them 
with a metaphor, scramble their brains 
with a conceit, seduce them with 
rhyme, with pun, with alliteration, with 
assonance. If they’re still trying to get 

away after all that, snare them with 
a cunning semicolon.

Write the blurb and get it right. Then 
write the title. Go out at dawn and 
catch the picture for the cover. And 
your book’s half done! In fact it could 
be even more than that.... Cover, back 
cover, spine: that could be it, as far as 
most people in the bookshop are ever 
going to take it.
 Title, cover, blurb: these are going 
to persuade the reader to open up the 
inside and maybe even buy it. If they 
work on the reader, they might even 
work on your prospective publisher as 
well. If they work on the publisher, they 
could even persuade you, the author...

Can you write? With luck, your 
beautiful blurb has convinced them 
you’re Oscar Wilde with big boots 
on. But almost as important, can you 
write a book? Because there’s more to 
that than just writing the writing. Will 
it arrive on time, at the agreed word 
count, properly fact checked and with 
the spelling corrected?
 You convince them of that by 
listing books you already wrote: if you 
did three for one publisher, the fi rst 
two anyway must have been on time 
and without any obvious mistakes in. 
No books? Then tot up your magazine 
articles. No articles? Well you’ve got a 
blog you can mention, maybe…
 Do you know what you’re 
talking about? Mention any relevant 
qualifi cations (eg you work for Scottish 
Natural Heritage) and awards.

Suggest an approximate shape, size, 
and word count. How important are 
the pictures, and are you going to 
supply them yourself? The general 
format might well match some things 
already in their range.

They’d like a list of the contents. 
They’d like to see a bit of the 
Introduction. Enough to show that 
your beautiful blurb can continue into 
further swathes of killer prose. But 
not enough to get them bored. 1000 
words could be enough.
 They’ll want a sample route (if it’s a 
guidebook) or chapter. Even if you’ve 
written the whole thing, just send in 
the best bit.

continued overleaf....

 Will your stuff  sell? This is for them 
to work out for themselves, but try to 
plant hints that it might. Publishers 
hope that your book will go viral, and 
save them the expense of marketing 
it. So many of them look for 10,000 
Facebook followers, on the basis that 
if 20% of them buy the book that’s the 
fi rst print run sold straight away. (Okay, 
so 0.02% of them actually buy the 
book... ) TV appearances make you 
seem even more like someone who 
might sell some copies.

The comfort that comes from a well crafted pitch.

The soggy prose

The pool of difFuse waffle

The finely crafted BLURB

The stunning COVER PHOTO
The intrusive CLICHÉ

THe incisive title

The finely crafted BLURBThe finely crafted BLURB

The stunning COVER PHOTOThe stunning COVER PHOTO
The intrusive CLICHÉThe intrusive CLICHÉ

THe incisive title

The pool of difFuse waffleThe pool of difFuse waffle

Along the way you deploy 
all the poetic weapons in 
your verbal fi ling cabinet...

Don’t give them 75 full-res 
images to clog up their 
inbox



Mary Welsh, whose fi fty 
books, and countless 
published walks led 

thousands of walkers over 
mountains and through the 
countryside for 35 years, has 
died at the age of 88. 
 Mary wrote her fi rst book in 
1982, at the age of 53. She had 
moved from Islington in central 
London to the Lake District. A 
Country Journal – The diary of a 
Cumbrian Naturalist charted her 
delight in the nature she saw 
as she explored the village of 
Broughton-in-Furness, where 
she had moved to, and wider 
Cumbria. 
 Her latest walk appeared in 
the December 2016 edition of 
Country Walking. 
 Starting with the publication 
of A Country Journal, and fi nishing 
with her last book Walking Fife, 
The Ochils, Tayside and Forth Valley 
in 2012, Mary wrote thirty-eight 
books and twelve substantial 
booklets.  Many went into third, 
fourth and even fi fth reprints, 
selling more than 200,000 copies. From 1985 
to 1989 the Westmorland Gazette published her 
four-book series A Naturalist’s Guide to Lakeland 
Waterfalls throughout the year. 
 In 1990 Cicerone started publication of a two-
part series of Walks to Yorkshire Waterfalls, followed 
by Lancashire Canal Walks and Waterfall Walks – 
Teesdale and the High Pennines.
 By now she was an established columnist 
for the Westmorland Gazette and in 1995 the 
newspaper published Welsh Walks in Cumbria
 – a compilation of her walking columns that had 
appeared in the newspaper. 
 In 1995 Walks with children in Swaledale and 
Wensleydale was published, the fi rst in a series of 
substantial booklets of Mary’s walks published 
by Questa over the next fi fteen years. In 1997 
Dalesman started publications of ten of Mary’s 
walks, each under six miles, with Walks around 
Coniston and Hawkshead going into a number of 
reprints. 
 In 1996 Cicerone published Walking in Lancashire, 
and Walks from the Leeds-Liverpool Canal while 

Sigma published Country Walks 
around Kendal. 
 In 1998 came North Lakeland 
Walks with Children, and Walking 
the Howgills, both Sigma, while 
Dalesman published her Tea 
Shop Walks in The Lake District. 
Walking the Lakeland Fringes was 
published by Sigma in 2000. 
 Mary shared walks in 
Cumbria, Yorkshire and 
Lancashire beyond her books, 
with the readers of publications 
such as the The Times, The 
Express, and the Westmorland 
Gazette for whom she wrote 692 
columns, for many years taking 
and providing the accompanying 
photos as well. 
 Between 1989 and 2012 Mary 
worked on her magnum opus: 
21 books covering the whole 
of Scotland in a series called 
Walking Scotland. Published 
by Clan Books each volume 
contains forty walks, exploring 
every part of the Scottish 
mainland and main islands. 
Eight books into the series, Mary 

was joined by walking companion and illustrator 
Christine Isherwood with whom she worked on 
several of her books about walks in England, 
and they completed the series together. Mary 
described it as their ‘wonderful, magical task’. 
They covered nearly 6,000 miles to complete the 
series. 
 Mary was meticulous about checking and noting 
every stile and waymark, determined to ensure 
that her readers didn’t get lost. Her joy was in 
sharing the sights and sounds of the countryside 
she discovered. She had extensive knowledge 
of fl ora and fauna, and a passion for ornithology, 
identifying and delighting in birdsongs wherever 
she went.   
 Mary grew up in Hemel Hempstead, the third 
child of Walter and Ethel Croker who had moved 
from the West Country before WW1. She spent her 
childhood exploring the local countryside and once 
into her teens started youth hostelling, eventually 
exploring and falling in love with Scotland. 
 It was on a youth hostelling trip to Devon 
in 1947 that she met her future husband, Tom 
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You don’t have a degree in graphic 
design. Okay.
 

• Don’t centre your headings; 
align them on the left to 
match the text.

9 / Presentation

8 / Research some more

10 / Stop!

11 / Play Patience

If their author guidelines disagree with 
Ronald T, redo everything following the 
author guidelines. In particular, if they 
indicate 2000 words, do 1800–1999 
words. Above all, don’t do 2200 
words. If your book, when you write it, 
comes in 10% over the word count, 
their editors will hate you. So show 
them you can count words.

Before pressing ‘send’, visit your own 
website. If they’re at all interested, 
your website is where they’re going to 
go. Make it look lively and make it look 
like you update it rather often. Make 
sure the images on show are all good 
ones.

 As well as your cover pic, give 
them a couple more. Don’t give them 
75 full-res images to clog up their 
inbox or go hunting around on your 
Dropbox. • Don’t underscore your 

headings. That’s horrid. Use 
bold.

• Do you know how to put 6pt 
space after your paragraphs, 
rather than hitting the return 
key twice? Then do that.

• Don’t use Times Roman, or 
imitation handwriting. Arial 
is okay.

• Run the spellchecker.

After a pre-presentation quickie (Item 
1), give them 10 days or a fortnight 
before sending a reminder. After a full 
book presentation, a month could be 
soon enough to send a reminder. Don’t 
sound in any way aggrieved (they’re 
doing you a favour by even opening 
your annoying email). Explain politely 
that if they do feel it’s not for them, 
you’ll appreciate being told that.
And when the rejection email arrives 
– even patienter! Tell them you 
appreciate the time they spent looking 
over your submission, curse them out 
roundly for not reading it with proper 
attention, and tell them just how 
stupid, ignorant and insensitive they’re 
being.
 Then delete the second two parts 
of that... But who knows, your book 
proposal might even get accepted.

www.ronaldturnbull.co.uk

Small but perfectly formed: Helm Crag, or the blurb for your book about Lakeland

T H E  B O O K
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Mary Welsh

continued overleaf....

She had extensive 
knowledge of fl ora 

and fauna

Make sure the images on 
show are all good ones

The BLURB
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We all have them don’t we? 
Items of gear that are used and 
abused, battered and bruised, 
but we can’t bear to throw 
them away. They have buckles 
missing, broken zips, fraying fabrics 
and leaking holes – deformities that 
render them in need of an upgrade.
To the beloved owner however 
these imperfections become quirky 
characteristics. And DIY repairs can 
patch up any major flaws, ensuring 
the devastating prospect of the bin is 
avoided for the foreseeable future.
 But why do we go to such lengths 
for our favourite items of kit? We do so 
because they are trusted comrades.
They are solid performers who rarely, 
if ever, let you down. They fit snugly, 
work properly and keep you warm, 
dry and on the right path. In other 
words they do their job. You are used 
to them and they are used to you. 
You’re a good team. But most of 
all  – as the sentimentality kicks in – 
you’ve been through a lot together. 
As a partnership you’ve reached 
mountain summits, braved storms and 
conquered challenges. To throw away 
the kit would destroy part of that bond 
and tarnish some of those memories – 

so you keep the gear.
 Or at least that what I’ve done, 
especially with my rucksack. The 
cheapo Karrimor bag has a broken 
buckle, a zip that catches, pouches 
that invariably eject their contents, 
a lack of space for all my gear – 
and I love it. I love it because it’s 
comfortable, like it has moulded to 
my back after all these years, and 
because it’s lightweight, durable and 
I know where everything goes in it. I 
love it even more because it’s been 
a constant on my adventures in the 
great outdoors, both at home and 
abroad, and been by my side through 
so many great (and tough) times.
 As a self-respecting outdoors 
enthusiast I really should invest in a 
newer, sexier rucksack – perhaps an 
Osprey Talon. But I’m not going to. 
Sentiment and loyalty are trumping 
logic in my decision-making process. 
I love my rucksack and that’s that. 
Maybe no-one else thinks the same. 
Maybe I’m coming across as a 
Scrooge who won’t fork out for a new 
piece of kit.
 But I bet other outdoorsy folk feel 
similarly sentimental about their gear – 
don’t you?

My hotshoe spirit level is 
an ever-present companion 
when I’m out-and-about with 
a camera. Admittedly it’s never 
going to make the difference in a 
life-or-death situation. (At least I 
don’t think it will....) It doesn’t even 
get used for every shot. However, 
when it’s needed it’s invaluable.  
 A hotshoe spirit level has one 
simple role in life: to help judge 
whether a camera is perfectly 
straight relative to the horizon. For 
some types of shot this doesn’t 
necessarily matter. However, there 
are certain subjects when care 
needs to be taken with how a 
camera is either held or set up on 
a tripod. Architecture is one such  
subject. Large bodies of water - 
lakes and oceans for instance - are 
another. When shooting at the coast 
you really don’t want to have the 
camera skew-whiff; water doesn’t 
slope and it’s usually immediately 
noticeable when it does in a photo. 
 Now, it is possible to correct 
orientation errors in post-production 
but frankly I think I’d rather spend 
less time staring at a monitor and 
more time outdoors by getting it 
right in-camera. Which is why I’m 
staying on the straight-and-level 
and keeping a hotshoe spirit level in 
my camera bag.

MY SPIRIT LEVEL
David Taylor

www.jamesmforrest.com www.davidtaylorphotography.co.uk

www.outdoor-girl.com

Welsh, who became a journalist 
and editor of Essential Law for 
Journalists. Mary trained as a 
teacher at Furzedown Training 
College in Streatham and taught 
at Chandos Secondary Modern 
Girls School in Stanmore, and 
Highfield School and Mount 
Carmel Girls School in Central 
London.  Her passion and her 
subject was biology, and in 
the early 70s she returned to 
study, part-time, to secure a 2:1 
from the Institute of Biology in 
Ecology and Animal Behaviour.  
 In 1979, Tom was appointed 
editor of the North West Evening 
Mail in Barrow-in-Furness 
and Mary took up a teaching 
post at Whitehaven Grammar 
School, moving later to John 
Ruskin School in Coniston. They 
uprooted from their home in 
Islington to move to Broughton-
in-Furness. Mary absolutely 
loved it – her joy in village life 
in the middle of breathtaking 
countryside sings out from every 
page of A Country Journal.  They 
never wanted to leave, but after 
Tom’s death in 2014, Mary moved 
south in March 2016, to be closer 
to her four children in London. 
 She continued to walk after 
the move, delighting in the 
forests of Essex, the hills of the 
Chilterns and the hidden gems of 
London, and had already started 
preparing a portfolio of walks in 
the south. Mary died of a heart 
attack on January 11 2017. 
She is sadly missed by her two 
daughters, her two sons, their 
partners, and six grandsons, all 
of whom had often accompanied 
her on her walks.
Cheryl Campbell

In the good old days, the 
Outside outdoor shop in the 
Peak District would run a 
bank holiday weekend sale 
from a marquee in their car 
park. The rails were packed full of 
clothing and equipment, many of 
which were sample lines at cut price 
costs. The marquee sales were 
renowned for grabbing yourself a 
bargain and many a bank holiday 
weekend was planned on the basis 
of being in the area.
 It was at one such event that I 
came across a Mountain Equipment 
waterproof jacket for the princely 
sum of £10. I was looking for 
something a little lighter than my 
full-on technical waterproof and so 
the purchase was made. I bought 
the jacket around ten years ago 
and, at the time, little did I expect 
that this bargain basement jacket 
would become one of my most 
utilised pieces of kit.
 I’ve used it for climbing, walking, 
trail running, mountain biking and 

even when gardening. It’s been 
thrown into the bottom of my 
climbing rucksack on all but the 
warmest days at the crag and it’s 
travelled abroad with me on many a 
trip. It’s acted as a waterproof layer, 
a windproof layer and an extra layer 
of insulation on top of my down 
jacket for those really cold days 
belaying.  
 It’s not the most technical piece 
of clothing I own. To be honest, it’s 
not even the best fit. Add in the 
battered condition and fraying cuffs 
(despite previous attempts to stitch 
them back up) and you may wonder 
why it’s not been retired long ago.  
However, it just seems to work. I 
bought a replacement a few years 
ago, but this is still the one which 
gets picked off the coat hook first.
 This jacket has seen some 
adventures and has been with me 
through thick and thin. The day it 
finally falls apart will be a sad one 
indeed.

I really couldn’t do without... OWPG members wax lyrical 
about their cherished items of 
outdoor equipment

MY MOUNTAIN EQUIPMENT WATERPROOF JACKET
Jacquie Budd

James Forrest
MY OLD, TATTY, HALF-BROKEN RUCKSACK

She continued to 
walk after the move, 

delighting in the 
forests of Essex...



Carlisle

Perth

inverness

BalnAkeil

Manchester

Birmingham

winchester
Isle of Wight

pitlochry

Alderley Edge

Stratford-upon-Avon
Rollright Stones
Uffington

Belinus Line
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R
egular readers will know of the Michael line or Dragon 
ley spanning the width of Britain between Cornwall 
and Norfolk (focal point: Avebury). At 549 miles 
it’s a midget compared with the giant north-south 

counterpart, the Belinus Line. Read about this in The Spine 
of Albion by Gary Biltcliffe and Caroline Hoare (2012). 
Notice where these two great leys intersect and you’ll 
realise the significance of the area surrounding the White 
Horse of Uffington, Oxfordshire.
 Once again I’m trying to hammer home 
to you that there are lines of force running 
through our living planet. Straight ones 
are called leys, while the wandering 
serpents come in both male and 
female form. Acknowledging this is 
the only way to find hope in our time. 
Is that important enough for you?

 We can work with the spirit and 
the spirit of the land can work with us. 
If we escape the city, the boxes (home, 
office, car, TV, computer) and walk in the 
countryside. You have a responsibility to 
release people from urban hell, to be in a 
position to achieve this. So, be aware, read the 
books I recommend. Go on the pilgrimages, and 
be open to the spirit.
 Answers to these many questions may 
appear, such as: why is there an Irish round tower 
in Sandown on the Isle of Wight? Who made the 
labyrinth on St Catherine’s hill in Winchester? Where is 
Tolkien’s Lost Paradise? Where is the Navel of England? 
What links Cloud Hill and Alderley edge? What was Shap 
Serpent Temple? What converges on Carlisle? What makes 
Dunfermline so special? What’s the point of Fairaid Head?
 If you would like to explore the Staffordshire section 
of the Spine of Albion with the authors Gary Biltcliffe and 
Caroline Hoare and myself plus a coach-load of ley hunters 
apply now for a free ticket for the Network of Ley Hunters 

Moot, based at Lichfield, over the long weekend of Friday 
8th September, Saturday 9th September and Sunday 10th 
September. Seats on our bus are at a premium, so this 
offer is restricted to the first two OWPG members only to 
contact me using the details below.
 I’m trusting you will attend and not waste a seat. Please 
send me your press cuttings etc. consequent to this trip, 
mentioning the Network of Ley Hunters.

ainM Man...
Laurence Main discovers the Spine of Albion

Laurence Main
Network of Ley Hunters
9 Mawddwy Cottages, Minllyn
Dinas Mawddwy, Machynlleth
SY20 9LW, Wales
Telephone: 01650 531354.

Go on the pilgrimages,
and be open to the spirit...


