A National Knees Up! Wirksworth 2018
One of the main items on the agenda at the
National Committee meeting in Liverpool in
November was a discussion about how to make the
RR AGM more attractive to members. In recent
years it has become unusual for an AGM to be
quorate. This requires 10% of the membership of
about 300 to attend the meeting. The actual
number has often been in the low 20s.
I had sent a message to the national RR email list
asking for suggestions and Janet Saunders sent a
survey, devised with Sherry MacLiver, to all regions
to establish what might attract more members.
Some attendees at the Liverpool meeting felt that
Gill Cox had summarised what a lot of members
think in her message which said, ‘Many people are
put off by the idea of having to attend a long
meeting - this would probably apply whatever the
subject matter. When going away for a weekend
most people want a decent walk on both days.
If we are trying to attract people who do not
normally come to the AGM some of these are going
to be people who enjoy going out on day walks
with others leading (at least in the W. Midlands) in
areas where there is not much danger. Some do
not want to learn to map read and any idea that
the AGM is going to be encouraging all members to
do so is likely to put them off the AGM and possibly
the club.
As regards the meeting itself I thought that the
suggestion that all reports, accounts etc. should be
sent out before the AGM and as many questions as
possible answered on-line was a good one.
Everyone should not be obliged to attend the
meeting. I think the main point is that people are
encouraged to see the AGM as a weekend to go on
some good walks and socialise and not mostly as
wasted time sitting in meetings (I do not personally
regard the meeting as a waste of time but I think
many people might). I doubt if having the AGM in
a city would work - then it would be even more
focussed on the meeting.’
I have abbreviated Gill’s comments but they did
reflect what many people who completed the
survey said, although quite a few also said they
enjoyed the existing format.

However, bearing the these idea in mind, it was
decided to revert to holding the meeting between
4.30 and 6.30 pm on the Saturday, as was the case
a few years ago, and to keep it to a maximum of
two hours. This would be helped by officers’ reports
being distributed by email two weeks in advance to
all attendees. It would also mean there would be
enough time for decent walks on both days and
that members living closer to the venue could just
come for the Saturday.
The meeting would be followed by the communal
meal and, given that this year’s venue has a hall
and stage, we will try to book a ceilidh or folk band,
which might engender some colourful (?) dancing.
There are also many small spaces to have a chat.
As usual fruit juice, real ales and wizard wines will
be on sale at cost price! There will be two led walks
on each day, one modest, the other less so, but
you would obviously be able to devise your own
routes in an area with so much to offer.
The event will be at the Glenorchy Centre in
Wirksworth in the Peak District, close to Derby, on
the weekend of Oct 5 - 7. It would be very useful if
you could let us know via secretary@redrope.org.uk
by April 1 if you will: a. want a place/s, or b. are
likely to attend but won’t need accommodation, as
we may need to book another small bunkhouse
nearby. It will also give us an idea of how many
revellers to expect - the Centre even has wi-fi! Many
thanks to Don Kinniburgh for suggesting this venue.

David Symonds

The Glenorchy Centre is situated right in the heart
of historic Wirksworth which has great shops and
hosts a Farmers’ Market with local stall-holders on
the 1st Saturday of the month. It’s a Grade II listed
building with 3 star accommodation and is ideally
placed for exploring the Peak District.
The centre sleeps 26 in 4 bedrooms, 3 dormitory
style with 4, 8 and 12 beds and a 2 bed room.
There are 2 blocks of showers and toilets plus a
separate disabled/leaders wet room. All bedding is
provided.
The fully fitted kitchen enables you to cater for your
group and the large main hall can be used for
recreation, conferences and performances from the
large stage. For entertainment a TV, DVD player,
snooker and table tennis table are all provided.
Many walks are available in and around the town
and just a few minutes stroll will find you in the
rolling Derbyshire countryside. The local Black
Rocks beauty spot is especially attractive. This is
on the High Peak Trail, a 17.5 mile traffic free route
through some of Derbyshire's most
beautiful
countryside. Following the route of the former
Cromford and High Peak Railway, the trail is
suitable for walkers and cyclists and joins the
Tissington Trail at Parsley Hay.
Photos on this page are by Kieran Harrod
Photo opposite by Barbara Segal

Another topic which came up at the NC meeting
was ‘Better Financial Support for Regions’.
This led to the following announcement by
Assistant National Secretary, Steve Wright:
‘In response to a motion at our last AGM, it was
decided that we should clarify how regions are
eligible for financial support if their reserves are
inadequate to cover the activities and events that
they wish to provide for their members. This could
include deposits and/or a float for trips, hiring
meeting rooms, publicity or even for excess travel
costs for day events - any legitimate use of club
funds could be eligible.

To apply for extra funds a region should contact the
National Treasurer with a description of why they
need the money and how much is required. This
can be before an event - particularly useful where a
deposit is needed for booking a hut or venue - or
after the expenditure has been incurred. There is
no specific limit to the amount a region can apply
for but they must be must be realistic as the club
doesn’t have infinite funds! Our current policy
limits regional support to 10% of the club’s total
income each year, but the National Committee can
overrule this depending on the circumstances.
For an application to be considered, the National
Treasurer must have a copy of the region’s
accounts for the most recent complete financial
year. The region will also need to send a copy of an
up-to-date bank statement to the Treasurer. Every
case will be considered on its own merit. It’s not
expected that all regions will need to use this
facility and some regions may need more than
others. For further information or guidance a
regional representative should contact the National
Treasurer via treasurer@redrope.org.uk
Note that this support does not replace that already
available to reimburse losses incurred on regional
trips due to disproportionate numbers of low band
members. Details of this are described in H(ii) and
H(iii) of our Club Policies on the Red Rope website.
Finally, in line with our principles of cross-subsidy,
we urge those regions with a financial surplus
greater than that needed to provide a satisfactory
margin to fund their activities to contribute some or
all of this to national funds.’ SW
Minutes from the NC meeting are on the RR website.

Days of Hope?

Meanwhile, in Oregon...

A perennial topic which was also discussed at the
AGM and November’s NC meeting was to do with
recruitment. Publicity Officer, Janet Saunders and
East Midlands member Pete Watson put together
the following thoughts:
‘The S word is back! Socialism is popular once
again. Wherever Jeremy Corbyn goes large crowds
follow. The Labour Party now has hundreds of
thousands of Corbyn-istas as members. The ideas
of public ownership, an end to privatisation and
austerity are back on the agenda.
Red Rope, as we know, is the biggest (and best)
socialist walking group in Britain but we could be a
lot bigger if we tap into this change in mood.
Do we seek people who are in existing walking
groups as potential new members of Red Rope
or do we try to approach socialists who also like
walking? Walkers who are already in walking
groups are usually loyal to those groups and are
less likely to join Red Rope. However, there are
potentially thousands of people in and around the
Labour Party and in other socialist and green
groups who like walking. There are thousands of
young people connecting and meeting up through
social media too.
Some suggestions that came up at the Red Rope
annual gathering were: What about leafleting major
public rallies such as when Jeremy Corbyn speaks
in your area?
What about enhancing our Facebook profile and
exploring social media more? Get active on our Facebook site, share and ‘like’ pages.
How about wearing the Red Rope T-shirt when
going to socialist events or taking some Red Rope
leaflets along to your next political meeting –
or any other suitable clubs or events you go to,
socials, choirs, yoga classes and leaving them on
chairs or giving them out?’
Please send other ideas which have worked in your
region to publicity@redrope.org.uk where you can
also order leaflets and cards. JS/PW
(Some regions don’t have a detailed programme of
walks with named walk leaders. My suspicion is that
this would not impress potential joiners! DS)

...anti-capitalist hiking duo, Ed and Ann Ferguson of
Portland, rest at Chanticleer Point in the Columbia
River Gorge to proudly display their Red Rope
T shirts. The Columbia River originates in Canada,
separates the Pacific Northwest states of Oregon
and Washington, and empties into the Pacific
Ocean. The canyon is up to 4,000 feet deep and 80
miles long. For millennia it was the heartland of
numerous Native American peoples who thrived on
the abundant salmon of this huge river. Today the
indigenous peoples are engaged in daily struggles
to regain and retain fishing rights. Ed and Ann send
fraternal greetings to fellow hikers in England,
Wales, Scotland and Ireland. Ed Ferguson
PS If readers want more information on the Gorge go
to https://gorgefriends.org

Ed has been aware of Red Rope for some time via our
website. He seems to know more about the bulletin than
most Red Ropers! He got in touch when he saw the
T shirts advertised. The T shirts are now happily living
in Europe, Australasia and North America. We need to
colonise another continent for the next edition!

Membership Payments
This year sees the launch of our new WebCollect
online payment system - everyone’s membership
will run from Jan. to Dec. This will help us manage
our BMC affiliations payments more easily and
make our membership admin much simpler. The
new system was launched in late January, thanks
the hard work of membership sec. Linda Goss,
helped by me (!) Sherry MacLiver and Steve Wright.
Everyone should have renewed by the end of Jan.
or a.s.a.p. failing that. Just follow the email from
redropewalkingandclimbing@webcollect.org.uk
Once you’ve set up a password it’s really easy to
renew or join online, where you will see an option
to pay via GoCardless or by posting a cheque.
In this first year anyone whose existing renewal
date falls from February to September will be
refunded by cheque from the club after renewing,
to cover any period for which they have paid twice.
This will only happen during the first year. See the
RR website or membership@redrope.org.uk if you
have any problems. Welcome to the 21st century!
Janet Saunders

bulletin@redrope.org.uk
bulletin@redrope.co.uk
Mark Wallis, after many years as editor of the MIS,
has stepped down. Steve Wright has thanked Mark
for his diligent work and wished Jon Marsden of
East Midlands RR, who is taking over, the best of
luck. The club can’t function without volunteers!
Mark lives in Sheffield where he arranged for the
bulletin to be printed by A & R Trade Print Ltd. who
have recently upgraded their machines. They can
now produce full colour editions of the Bulletin at
the same price as before and won’t charge to send
them to Liverpool where they will be posted from.
This means that artwork, designs and photographs
can be displayed more effectively. I expect to
receive lots of colourful items for the next edition,
deadline July 22! So, along w ith thanking all
contributors, I must thank Clive at the printer’s for
allowing us a more colourful read. I was wondering
if we should provide sunglasses with every copy!
It was a challenge to plan how to use colour
without throwing it at every page – some pieces
still look better in black and white. I also designed
the front cover and the illustrations on page 15
(trumpet, blow etc.)
T shirt info this way >
>

Several women members have said they
would prefer a lower neck-line than the one found
on traditional T shirts. If you would like to order
one similar to the above, or an RR singlet, please
get in touch via the bulletin address by April 1 - the
design has been simplified so you don’t have to
have an image of 2 mountain tops on your chest!

I’ll then get back to you to say if we can go ahead
and, if so, what the price will be. There will be
more info on the club website, including an update
about the previous design. Some of these are still
available and we could have more printed if there
is enough demand.
It won’t be worthwhile unless at least 6 are
ordered. If that is the case they won’t cost more
than £12 with p&p and £10 without. They should
be available in cerise, red, grey, black or white.
The lettering comes in white, red or black - the
ideal garment for a National Knees Up. See you
in Wirksworth!
David Symonds

How It Works:
The red rope new year trip

by Pamela Case, O.M.G.
‘I like to go up high’, said Grace.
‘I like to stay down low’, said Dot.
‘I like the valleys’, said Polly.
‘We like the peaks’, said Damien and Sean.
‘I'd like a comfy bed’, said Helen.
‘I'd like one too’, said Steve.
‘We'd like to play games’, said Pam and Don.
‘I'd like to play Bananagrams’, said Andrea
‘I'd like to play ping-pong’, said Dermot.
‘I'd like to play bridge’, said Pat.
‘I like to draw and paint’, said Trudi.
‘I'd like to say my party piece’, said Dave.
‘I'd like to finish the treasuring’, said Mike.
‘I wish I was there’, said Tony.
AND WE'D ALL LIKE TO GO OUT WALKING !
So now you know who was there, here's a bit more detail: the venue was at
Swarthbeck House on Ullswater, a short ride from Pooley Bridge in the Lakes.
Most of us had the luxury of actual beds with pillows and duvets supplied, and
the house was warm and cosy, especially the big sofa-filled sitting room. The
games room had a ping-pong table and space for early morning yoga sessions.
Many of us went up by train and then bus. We then had lifts from the drivers
for the last 3 miles, as our taxi let us down. Sadly Tony, who had planned to
cycle a lot of the way, had too bad a cold to come.
The weather wasn't great, although nowhere nearly as bad as forecast. Every
day we had to wait and see before making plans. It was wet, muddy and
slippery underfoot with sprinklings of snow higher up. Luckily ‘Storm Dylan’ a hard rain is gonna fall, indeed - happened overnight but high winds did not
stop high level walks on some days. One day the sun shone, the skies cleared
and there were views of distant snowy tops, including Helvellyn.
A lovely walk alongside the lake directly from the house led to Hallin Fell and
then two churches at Martindale, one with interesting stained glass, one very
simple with old wooden beams and benches - and both used several times for
eating lunch out of the rain. Damien and Sean got up onto High Street and
Trudi and Sean managed to get halfway up the waterfall route. Damien's
favourite walk was Beda Fell on New Year’s Day.
As usual we ate well, had lots of interesting talk, fun and games AND
celebrated New Year at the European time of 12, as we are still in the EU –
just! At midnight fireworks were audible (and visible to those still up and brave
enough to go outside) across the lake. Generally speaking a good time was
had by all and we strongly recommend a stay at Swarthbeck House!

Illustrations from top: Safety Training, Navigation Training, What To Do When
the Ullswater Ferry Suddenly Shrinks When You Are Halfway Across Training.

View west from Hallin Fell, Ullswater, Oct. 2015

David Symonds

SEVERAL Go BONKERS IN Bosigran
National trip to the Climbers Club Hut, Bosigran,
Cornwall, 14-21 October 2017
When I first enquired about this trip, the organiser,
Pravin, described it as a great hut in a stunning location.
With this in mind I travelled there from London by car
with Sherry, Trudi and Pete. On arrival I found that the
hut was just as described - a wonderful building on a
very quiet coastal road south west of St. Ives. Gathered
there were 14 of us, from London and the South East,
Leicester, Gloucestershire, East Anglia, and Sheffield.
For a decently sized gathering activities varied and
included climbing, walks along the coast path,
swimming, cycling, running and, specific to the area,
pottering around disused tin-mines and pre-historic
structures.
My highlights included scrambling to the top of some
rocks at Gurnards Head on the coastal path, ascending a
tor called Carn Gulvar close to the hut, where the gorse
covered moor opened out revealing such points of
interest as the disused 'Ding Dong' tin mine and 'Nine
Maidens' stone circle. This was on an extremely windy
day when the west coast of Britain was being battered
by gales. I ripped my over-trousers struggling between
granite tors and thick gorse. One companion, Nigel, lost
his hat, whilst Prav walked ahead, hands in pockets
looking unbothered, and engaging in the art of 'physical
navigation'! We finished off viewing the waves crashing
in against the Bosigran cliffs. (See photo on back page) On
other more pleasant days I visited Cape Cornwall and

Porthcurno, the former including the Levant Mine run by
the N.T. and the latter including the very interesting St.
Levans Church. Every evening people knocked up great
meals, Pete Clark excelling with a lasagna mountain that
lasted over two days - a remarkable event with Nigel in
the vicinity!
Trip memories for other people included - Deena:
'walking with Trudi from Zennor across fields with
unusual stone stiles'; Trudi: 'swimming in the sea while
Grace looked on aghast’; Pete Clark: 'sunny, windy
coastal walk on the day of the storm, and swimming';
Nigel: 'being escorted through a field of horned cows
with Damo, by a very considerate farmer'.

Towards the end of the trip Grace had an unpleasant
encounter with some granite on the coastal path which
meant she had to leave the trip – she has happily fully
recovered.
There was one issue that divided me from some of my
companions - on a very wet day a large party of us went
to a small, delightful cinema to see ‘Bladerunner 2047’.
The verdicts of two of my companions included, ‘Well,
that was a load of rubbish’ and ‘Hmm... Ryan Gosling
clearly didn't need to do much acting’, to which I
haughtily replied, "Well, I thought it stayed true to the
spirit of Philip K Dick". Discuss! In summary, for
location, stunning granite tors, cliffs and coastal
scenery, Bosigran is well worth a visit ... it could
even be described as ‘boss’!

Damien Connor

Bergluft macht schlank!
Theresa May’s a busted flush and Trump is off his chump.
The atmosphere is gasping for air – the sea’s a rubbish dump.
Ghastly ghostly gases haunt our cities’ streets let’s step aside from this turgid tide and use our own two feet
to stride towards a future where we’re glad to be quite green
and not every face is stuck in front of a frantic, flickering screen.
Let’s grab a sack of solace, let’s fill it to the brim.
You’ll never look more sensational - mountain air makes you slim!
Meander through a meadow with your very own pet cloud,
there can hardly be a better way to escape the madding crowd.
Strap on a pair of sturdy boots, just like that nice Bear Grylls,
with a Gore-tex gown and a meaningful frown you’ll withstand whatever the hills
throw in your direction, be it fog, smog or purple rain.
You’ll be all about when your clothes dry out - there’s no gain without some pain no longer a passive consumer, freed from sofa and screen,
a brand new you, through and through, ideal for Twenty Eighteen!
If that sounds rather rigorous, somewhat OTT,
you could always watch ’Countryfile’ once a week on the TV
to tickle your tender taste buds, to get you in the mood,
it’s a little like ‘The Archers’ but considerably less lewd.
It won’t leave you hale and hearty; it will not make you fit don’t take an age, it’s all the rage, revive your threadbare kit,
and wash those posh galoshes, caress your crumpled cagoule,
polish your favourite bobble hat and repeat this golden rule:
‘I will free myself from the sofa; I’ll embrace the Great Outdoors.
My hi-tech garb will keep me dry, even when it pours.’
This is, of course, inaccurate - so what, it seems to rhyme but it must be better to have loved and lost than play safe all the time.
Take a shuffle in your duffle, you may not hit the heights,
that doesn’t mean you won’t have seen some quite remarkable sights,
almost as if you’re flying (is this why birds sing?)
and you’ll be an outward bounder who has earned their walker’s wings!

Poem by David Symonds, illustration c. Peter Betts: for ’Bergluft macht schlank’, see second half of line 8.

London Red Rope’s Dynamic Day Walks!

Red Rope is not just about heroic vacations in remote
locations - the bread & butter of the group is the day
walk. In London we endeavour to put on one of these
every Sunday of the year, and with constant chivvying
from Damien & Annie we usually get pretty close there's probably two dozen members who'll lead at least
one walk a year, and if it's looking like we might have no
volunteer, Jonathan or Don, as often as not, will step up
to the plate late in the day, like Moeen Ali used to in the
England batting line-up, or Nigel Farage for UKIP every
other day of the week.
After the initial meet and scramble for tickets and
coffees at the designated London terminal, a train
journey ensues allowing for drinking of said coffee,
mislaying of said tickets, completion of crosswords, and
premature consumption of packed lunches before arrival
at our leafy destination in Kent, Berkshire or wherever.
Here the group will traditionally subvert Gore Vidal's
directive to "Never pass up a chance to have sex or
appear on television" by substituting, "Never pass up a
chance to use a public convenience.’’
There have recently been reports that in order to
thoroughly dispel germs, one should wash one's hands
with soap for 20 seconds, and it was recommended to
sing Happy Birthday twice to measure out the time.
However, sung with tempo, the main verse and chorus
of the Red Flag also comes in at the prescribed time.
Hearing this anthem belted out from station lavatories
across South East England should have Tory train users
wetting themselves for fear of entering.
Ablutions performed, we then gather on the station
concourse in a circle (this being the most egalitarian geometric shape) and each say our name, because most of
us are getting to the age where unless we repeat it
regularly we're liable to forget what it is.

Numbers can vary from as many as a rugby union team
to as few as a Simon & Garfunkel tribute act. Sometimes
a prospective new member will turn up in our midst, but
we usually manage to put them off with references to
expanding the Red Rope gene pool, and enrolling them
into our captive breeding programme.

One such ingénue joined us for a walk in October; she
told us she was a theoretical physicist doing a PhD in
quantum gravity, so I immediately explained to her how
IMHO we'd all be much better off without gravity
(no falling off bikes, no crumbs in the bed, no dropped
catches or bombs) and that BluTak could adequately
substitute where necessary. She objected that BluTak is
inherently unreliable as things she's stuck to the walls
often fall off, but I pointed out this is only because of
gravity. By the time we reached Ivinghoe Beacon I think
I'd demolished her entire academic raison d'etre.
Anyway, it makes sense to deter new members, as it's
very unlikely real people would want to hang out with us
and much more probable that they're moles sent by MI5
to infiltrate our cell and keep the Establishment up to
speed with our whereabouts.
Then we boldly go, and sub-groups of twos and threes
usually form, mostly engrossed in gossiping about the
members who haven't shown up, or about the weird folk
from other regional groups encountered on RR national
trips. Tittle-tattle aside, I have only two topics of
conversation - my celebrity death list, and China, but
these remain riveting subjects even when visited for the
94th or 95th time. If there's been a subject other than
the menopause on Woman's Hour, we might talk about
Woman's Hour; so we never talk about Woman's Hour.
Sometimes we will be diverted by encountering an item
of roadkill, which we traditionally scoop up and FedEx
back to Trudi, often bundling in a bushel or two of
stinging nettles to boot, for her culinary pot.

Occasionally we will run into large groups of walkers,
previously unknown to each other, who apparently meet
up through some London walking app and set off on ad
hoc, leaderless rambles. We always make a point of
feeding them misinformation about the route they should
follow - that'll teach them to think their laissez faire
anarchism can succeed over strict Bolshevik discipline.
At least one member of our party will always have the
appropriate map of the area, retrieved either from their
personal collection, or from an ancient, mythical
institution called a public library, or downloaded from the
internet and, in accordance with the recent literary
fashion, diligently coloured in during the long empty
hours of the preceding week.
Lunchtimes can, it is true, sometimes highlight a rift
within the group, between what might be termed the
Beerites, who prefer refreshment in a pub, and the Carob Bean-istas, who favour a healthy sweetmeat and hot
drink in a Tea Shop. But the division is normally
resolved amicably with the conclusion that neither
bourgeois establishment will allow we horny-handed
sons and daughters of toil to eat our plebeian homemade lunches on their premises, so we dine instead in
some corner of a Home Counties field, fondly imagining
it to belong to a collective farm.
Long-forgotten factions can sometimes reappear, too,
should we encounter herds of livestock, with the
Clement Cattle-ees, who view such animals as essentially
benign, facing off against the Nay Bovine-ites, who
regard them as potentially dangerous. More recently,
new sub-sections have emerged in relation to these milkbearing creatures; Moo-mentum, who support the Cow
Ban; Pro-grass, who are sympathetic to the Ed Bulls; and
others who line up on opposite sides of the proverbial
hedgerow, the Lactositers and the Ruminanters. But
then someone drops in the name Eric Heffer and we're
all friends again.
After seven or eight miles we usually find ourselves at
our original or adjacent railway station, to the relieved
surprise of the walk leader, and the surprised relief of
the perambulatory peloton. Sometimes we even find we
have the same number of people we started with. And
so we climb, tired but content, on board a London-bound
train as the sun sets over the western horizon, and wake
up in a dark and freezing siding having fallen asleep and
missed the last station stop.

Mike Shearer

illustration c. Peter Betts
Pistyll Rhaeadr is an enchanting waterfall in the Berwyns,
15 miles west of Oswestry. At 240ft (80m) high it is Britain's
tallest single-drop waterfall. The B&B ‘Tan-y-Pistyll’ is at its
base with a tea room and a great view from the garden or,
when it's colder, from inside, by a log fire. It's a scenic area
but with Cadair Berwyn at 832m it isn’t a doddle! Merseyside
RR will there on March 11. See MIS for details if you fancy
joining us. Photo by Ian Walker

Beddgelert: hut good, weather *%#!
amid the fallen pines was on hands and knees!
Dealing with such adversity is thirsty work and as good
fortune would have it, the walk features a pub almost
exactly at its midpoint.
The larger group headed up the Nantlle Ridge from Rhyd
Ddu but the conditions frustrated every step with so
much slipping and sliding that, after a few kilometres,
the collective decision was made to abandon the walk
and return.

For a Leicester regional trip the March 2017 weekend at
the excellent LMC ‘Cae Ysgubor’ hut in Beddgelert, - in
which RR is a junior partner - had a remarkably
‘National’ feel to it, with members from all over the shop
gathering on a rather changeable weekend to try to find
some mountains to go up. We had been told there are
some quite big ones nearby…
Unfortunately the Welsh weather made the deciding call
on what walks were possible and though there was not a
whisper of wind and the temperatures were very mild,
the recent heavy rain had left the ground very boggy
and rocks greasy.

That said, there is no shortage of things to do near the
hut and on the Friday afternoon, my stroll up the river to
Llyn Dinas was rewarded by the company of a kingfisher
as I sat admiring the reflection of the mountains in the
lake that was as still as a millpond. Sadly, I’d not got my
towel and swim gear with me as the water was warm for
March. By the time I returned to the hut the kingfishers
were in bed, but the tawny owls were out to play with a
chorus of twit-twoo. Inside the hut, there was the
equally agreeable sound of a wine cork popping. The
drinks were poured, the maps were pored over, and
plans for the following day took shape.
Saturday saw the group divide into three with Ralph and
Prav hitting the crags and doing a climb called Christmas
Curry on Craig Bwlch y Moch at Tremadog. It’s very
popular and even with damp conditions there were two
groups in front of them at the outset. As both Ralph and
Prav were recovering from injury, the route was selected
because it had the least amount of walk in.
A small party did a circular route (incorporating part of
the Wales coast path) through the Vale of Ffestiniog
which ran alongside the historic railway for much of the
way. The views were frustratingly brief between breaks
in the cloud but snow was clearly still visible on the higher slopes and the estuary was spectacular. What should
have been a pretty straight-forward walk required a
surprising amount of map-reading as many of the walk
markers were hard to see or not obviously positioned. In
addition, the wind-print of Storm Doris was still much in
evidence and at some stages the only way to weave

Everyone was suitably revitalised by a large, hearty nut
roast dinner with coconut rice for afters and talk turned
to Sunday. Unfortunately, a rainy morning was forecast
so, once again, the weather ruled out some options. In
the event a 6km hike up around the copper mines and
returning via the river proved a popular choice. Others
relaxed at the hut while I continued to bore with
recollections of my childhood holidays at Morfa Bychan
as part of a 10km stroll along another section of the
Wales coastal path.
Typically, the sun came out more or less as we pulled
away from the hut to begin our journeys home but, as
the saying goes: “there’s no such thing as bad weather,
just the wrong clothes” and fortunately we were all
sufficiently well-dressed to enjoy our fantastic weekend
of comradeship in the Great Outdoors.

Simon Skerritt
As with the Wales coast path sometimes there are only two
options, in this case ‘to pub or not to pub’ - some people!

Occupy Kinder Scout: the mass trespass

The 1932 mass trespass onto Kinder Scout is
an event that has immense significance in the
history of working class struggle and continues
to resonate through campaigns such as those
by the Occupy movement today.

The very idea of trespass, and the implied
concept of ownership, goes to the heart of all
class struggle and there is still much we can
learn from the 1932 action – not least because
it was spectacularly effective. On the 75th
anniversary Roy (Lord) Hattersley described it
as ‘the most successful act of direct action in
British history’. It is widely seen as having
given a crucial impetus to the creation of the
national parks and still acts as a rallying point
for the whole right to roam movement.
The mass trespass was part of a long campaign
to gain access to moorland appropriated by the
landed gentry during the enclosures. The main
target for generations of campaigners was
Kinder Scout, the dark, brooding plateau of
rugged moorland lying between the industrial
conurbations of Manchester and Sheffield.
It was this proximity to large populations of
young and politically aware factory workers
that made Kinder the symbolic battleground for
the struggle between the feudal landed gentry
and a militant working class, a struggle that
began in earnest in the late 19th century and
continues to this day.

Individuals had long trespassed on the moors,
often walking long distances from Stockport
and the outskirts of Manchester just to get to
the hills, where they faced constant
harassment and often violence from the gamekeepers. Lengthy negotiations had been taking
place between the Ramblers Association and
the landowners, but many were becoming
impatient with this process. Members of the
Communist British Workers’ Sports Federation
in Manchester became increasingly frustrated
and decided to force the issue. Benny Rothman
organised the event and a young Ewan McColl,
who was later to immortalise the struggle in his
song ‘The Manchester Rambler’, acted as the
self-proclaimed press officer, ensuring full
coverage in the Manchester Evening News
and Manchester Guardian.

Police and protesters
On the day, Rothman cycled to the rallying
point in Hayfield, partly because he couldn’t
afford the train fare and also because he was
concerned that police might try to prevent
supporters from joining the protest. Despite
the efforts of the Derbyshire constabulary,
more than 400 Manchester ramblers did make
it to Hayfield, with a smaller Sheffield group
arriving in Edale on the far side of the plateau.
The leader of Hayfield parish council attempted
to read the Riot Act, while police focused on
what would today be called ‘kettling’ the
trespassers to prevent them gaining access to
the Kinder approach routes. Then, according to
an unpublished interview with Benny Rothman
(conducted by Graeme Atkinson in 1978, used
here courtesy of Kinder Trespass Archive
Project, Hayfield) the walkers broke through
and streamed across Hayfield cricket pitch and
onto Kinder Road singing the Red Flag and the
Internationale. In the same interview, Rothman
says that the police were much less fit than the
trespassers and unable to keep up with their
pace, allowing them to regroup in a quarry at
the foot of Kinder, where Rothman and others
addressed them and outlined their

strategy for gaining access to the top of the
plateau. They then marched past the reservoir,
onto the slopes of Kinder and into the history
books.
There were some minor scuffles with hired
‘gamekeepers’, but most of the hikers reached
the top and briefly met with their Sheffield
comrades, before heading back into Hayfield
and the waiting police, who made five arrests
(a sixth was arrested in a separate incident).
Benny Rothman said that all five were ‘Jewish
or Jewish looking people’, and he certainly
believed that this was deliberately racist
behaviour by police.
The trial of the six took place some weeks
later, with full national coverage, and there
was widespread outrage in liberal and left
circles when all of the accused received prison
sentences. And so the trespass entered popular
folklore, becoming synonymous with the
struggle for greater access to the countryside.
Behind the scenes, of course, there was a great
deal of low profile, day-to-day hard work in
lobbying and negotiating, led by the tirelessly
committed Tom Stephenson of the Ramblers
Association. He and many others initially
resented what they saw as attention-seeking
behaviour that might threaten the painstaking
and precarious progress being made. Tom later
recanted, however, and accepted that without
the mass trespass, progress towards access
would have stalled and the setting up of the
national parks would not have happened.
Even at the time, he was canny enough to use
the event to put pressure on the landowners
and politicians by raising the spectre of further
mass trespasses should more tangible progress
fail to be made.

Why the trespass succeeded
So, why was it so successful? First, it was well
planned, with a careful eye on positive publicity
– the protesters even had a Guardian special
reporter ‘embedded’ with them on the trespass
– and they were able to gain public sympathy
by panicking the authorities and provoking
them into a wholly disproportionate response.
The prison sentences created instant martyrs
and the heavy-handed, patently unjust reaction

exposed the nature of the rich and powerful feudal
landowners to a wide urban audience.
Another key factor was that the actions were very
focused and had a clear objective. Yet it was not
seen as a single issue campaign, either by the
participants or the authorities. For those taking
part, it was consciously and explicitly part of a
wider, revolutionary struggle to overthrow the
capitalist system. Several of those on the trespass
fought – and died – in the International Brigade in
Spain four years later and many of the others
continued a life of political activism in their trade
unions in Manchester and Sheffield.

It is no coincidence then that the first national park
was established in the Peak District, centred on
Kinder. It is now one of the busiest such parks in
Europe, with an estimated 10 million visitors a year.
The park is incredibly well managed by the National
Trust, which has large landholdings, and the Peak
Park and the Ranger Service, who together are
somehow able to balance the often conflicting
needs and demands of farmers, locals, hikers,
mountain bikers, campers and car park tourists
who flock there every weekend.
The Countryside Rights of Way Act (2000) has
consolidated gains in access and helped extend it,
but overall progress towards a ‘right to roam’ in the
English and Welsh countryside has been patchy
(there are different, far more extensive rights in
Scotland). There still remain significant areas of the
country where access is restricted, threatened or
resisted, with landowners such as the late Duke of
Westminster fighting every inch of the way.
Even in Hayfield itself, the gateway to Kinder, the
trespass can still ignite strong feelings. In 2011 the
parish council astonishingly turned down grant
funding of more than £90,000 awarded to set up a
permanent exhibition about the mass trespass.
The trespass was a crucial event that must not be
forgotten, but neither should it be remembered
as simply an isolated historical event.

Dave Toft
The Kinder Trespass Archive Project, Hayfield, is
committed to establishing a permanent archive and
exhibition to commemorate the mass trespass and link it
to the continuing struggle for access to our countryside.
Its website is www.kindertrespass.com

This article was first published in Red Pepper
in 2012. (The Duke of Westminster mentioned here died in 2016.)

The Charter of the Forests
No one appreciates more than us Red Rope folk the

The Charter guaranteed access for the common people

excitement of a good walk through forest and woodland.

to forage, graze animals, build, farm and gather food for

On 6 November 2017, on the 800th anniversary of the

fuel. To this end essential activities were allowed with

1217 Charter of the Forests, The Woodland Trust

delightful antiquated names to the modern ear, such as

launched their new charter for Trees, Woods and People

herbage, pannage, estover, agistment, and turbary, not

at Lincoln Castle – home to one of the two remaining

to mention the collecting of honey.

1217 Charters of the Forest. Its ten point charter aims to
build a ‘People Powered’ movement for trees, and it par-

This meant huge gains for ordinary folk, and for the next

ticularly emphasizes the teeming eco-systems and rich

400 years the Charter helped guarantee basic economic

wildlife of UK trees and woodlands.

rights. The mighty peasant’s revolt of 1381 came out of

the forests of Essex and Kent. The peasants were conBut curious readers may ask what was this Charter of

scious of their rights because of the Charter of the For-

the Forest signed only two years after its more famous

est. Magna Carta dealing largely with political rights of

cousin Magna Carta? No less an authority than the

the elite and ‘freemen’, a minority of the population, only

American Bar Association says “When it appeared in

made a comeback during the English revolution of the

1217, Charter of the Forest – Carta de Foresta – was the

17th century when it was resurrected as a political

first official act to extend essential protections of Magna

weapon by leading Parliamentarians in their run in with

Carta to English commoners against abuse by the

Charles 1st. For instance, Shakespeare does not refer to

aristocracy. Under this charter, access to royal forests

Magna Carta at all in his play King John, and probably

was one of many new rights acquired by the people. It

had never heard of it.

was revolutionary in impact, and struggles to maintain
those rights have reinforced the rule of law for centuries.

The Charter of the Forests did not suit the era of rising

Today, forests remain critical sources of habitat, autono-

capitalism from the 17th century onwards, with its

my, products, and employment, and are essential to

emphasis on private trading of goods and a free market

combating our planet’s environmental crises”.

in the buying and selling of land.

The term ‘forest’ in medieval times had a wider meaning

Yet the Charter continued to be invoked in struggles

than today and included heathland, grassland and

against rapacious land enclosures even in the 19th

wetland and even some settlements. Under the Norman

century, such as in the Otmoor riots in 1830’s

conquerors common folk were unable use large chunks

Oxfordshire. It has echoes in the 1932 Kinder Scout

of land designated as ‘Royal Forests’.

trespass highlighted by Pete Watson in our last bulletin
and in the article by Dave Toft in this edition. It was a

The Charter conceded along with Magna Carter by the

proto-socialist charter and emphasized the collective,

monarchy in the midst of civil war with the barons, and

putting restrictions on private property. It has the

endless

first

honour of being on the statute book longer than any

It

other piece of legislation and only repealed – by a Tory

wars

with

the

French,

was

the

environmental charter forced on any government.

gave commoners rights against abuses by the king, his
sheriffs and the aristocracy and very importantly,
allowed the peasantry access to forests, chases and
heaths, and smallholders the right to farm. It prevented
the King and his agents from continuously enclosing the
common land (afforestation), and forced the monarch,
Henry III, to give up parts of Royal Forest land seized by

government – in 1971.

Nigel Green
To sign the New Charter and to support the Woodland
Trust campaign go to:
https://www.woodlandtrust.org.uk/get-involved/treecharter/

previous Kings, Richard and John, (disafforestation). It

Thanks to Julia Timbrell and the team at ‘Country

ended the use of cruel punishments such as castration

Standard’, which has battled on behalf of rural organised

for hunting deer and the blinding of poachers.

labour since 1935, for source material.

Climbing Kinder (for the 1932 Mass Trespass)
To these slopes
Here on the sides of this great
and ancient plateau’s edge,
Where the curlew sings on a summer's day
Its solitary, swooping note
Like a crystal drop of Kinder water A song far sweeter
Than any music humans ever made The walkers came
To claim for all who'd follow
The right to hear that song
To breath that air with smog bruised lungs
To taste the sweetness of the open space
To pause a moment from the draining race
Of hard industrial existence

And they called those walkers 'trespassers'
As if by claiming back these stolen treasures
By repossessing all these hard won pleasures
It was they who were the criminals.
But when you climb up Kinder now
And feel your legs strain hard against the earth
And fill your lungs with fresh free air
And watch the long white hare
Kicking its legs in the very ecstasy of life
Remember there are those who would have
Kept this from us
And those who even now would, if they could,
Keep us from the silver stream
and open moor and windswept wood.
Dave Toft

What is the colour of the winter’s wind?
What is the colour of the winter’s wind?
What is the speed of the sky?
How many snowflakes would make a lake
and does the camera ever lie?
How do we read a picture?
Is it just a trick of the light?
Can a photo compare to being there
when wild birds take flight?
Icarus fell and fed some fish Neil Armstrong’s men survived.
They expected to see some space debris
but the Man in the Moon was a surprise.
Did they exchange some weightless words?
Were they on a spaced-out high?
If they had stayed for a thousand days
would time have still flown by?
Did the ethereal Earth look lonely,
not exactly one of the guys?
Do birds sing for the pleasure it brings
and was Icarus eaten alive
in the blink of a blind man’s eye?
Neil Armstrong’s men survived.
They took some snaps and then dashed back,
a blur in overdrive.
Ticker-tape, trinkets/
the blink of a blind man/

Icarus sinking/
time and a very high tide.
David Symonds

The pair of photos below are by John
Aldous from his 993 mile cycle tour of the
North West Highlands of Scotland in 2017.
The cliffs are at Bosigran, Cornwall, venue
of the trip described by Damien Connor.
Sarah Thwaites’ beautiful photo of a
stream was remarkably taken on a cheap
phone. Your photos could feature in the
next bulletin! See page 5 for details.

Red Rope: the Socialist Walking and Climbing Club

www.redrope@org.uk

