THE CUMBRIAN WAY

We all set off on the eighth of May

To endeavour to walk the Cumbria Way.

The four men were billeted at Sefton House

Quorn sausages, veggy sheets gosh did they grouse.

At Virginia House the ladies stayed

Its past glories had begun to fade.

We set off from Ulverston

Full of glee and trepidation.

Off we went making tracks

And in no time at all we were looking back

At Hoad monument and Morecombe Bay 

Which we had passed along the way.

On we went to Broughton Beck.
It was blowing a gale but what the heck.

Jack was the leader on the day

Determined to do his best to show the way.

Robin joined us on the walk

And added interest to our talk.

Horses slobbered on Linda’s flask

To get away was quite a task.

At last Coniston Lake so deep and long,

The walk by its side went on and on ….and on.

The sheep came in at Coniston Hall

Which looked imposing with Chimneys tall.

In the rain our spirits were down

But lifted when we saw The Crown.

Day two crossing streams, roads and styles

Roy was adding up the miles

Past Coleworth and the Kirkstone force

Bluebell woods and yellow gorse.

The tranquil waters of Tarn Hows

The bleating sheep and grazing cows.
The rain came down our spirits too

Cold, wet and desperate for the loo.

Water cascaded from a corrugated roof

We all wished for home –and that’s the truth.

We stopped for lunch beside the stream

Sodden clothes and shattered dreams.

But the rain soon stopped and the sun came out

The smiles returned without a doubt.

On we went past Wainwrights Inn

Jet fighters causing such a din

Apart from this the only sounds 

Were bleating sheep and poles upon the ground.

We all continued on the hike

With stunning views up Langdale Pike.

The sun was warm, our spirits high,

Dungeon Ghyll in the distance we did spy.

With swollen feet, aching limbs and sore knees

We stopped to rest beside some trees

On rocks we piled up all our kit

Except Sylvia who dropped hers in the shit!

Ahead a shortcut we did see,

But this was not for our Laurie

“On the tough hill climb we must stay

If we are to complete the Cumbria Way.”

At last the pub we all could see

And we hurried down to have some tea.

Day two complete we had survived

And to top it all the taxi had arrived!

The church clock struck nine the taxis here
Off we set all in good cheer.

A bad knee means that we are missing Jack

We hope tomorrow he will be back.

Lots of walkers we did pass

Some were moving very fast,

They had forty miles to go

A sponsored walk from Keswick to Barrow.

Ahead Stake Pass loomed high and large

Mike rushed on he’s turbo charged.
Half way up and still going strong

With those batteries that last twice as long.

Up up we went to reach the top

Every now and then we had to stop

Collies searching down below

A training exercise you know.

At the top we looked around

At boggy marsh and burial mounds

Then of two cyclists we became aware 

We stopped and gosh did we all stare!

Over the top and starting down

A slow decent that made us frown

A slippery rock, a fall we did fear

Then around the hill David did appear.

At last across the bridge we swung

In memory of Gordon aged twenty one

Who died of exhaustion in the dale

It was such a sorry tale.

Eventually we got down to Rosthwaite

A pint of tea…we couldn’t wait

Laurie got a lift back home

Seven souls now left to roam.

Linda was certain the end was in range

And lead us on the path to Grange.

Placid waters flowing by

We walked through the woods under a pale blue sky.

Colourful campsites by the road

A cuckoo calling lightened up our load.

Soon we saw Grange in the valley ahead

Good job too we were almost dead!

A hearty breakfast, a good nights rest

And again we are ready for the test

Grange to Keswick is our aim

It shouldn’t cause us too much pain.

On the road to Grange cyclists passing by

In Lycra shorts on hardened thighs

Yellow poppies by the road side grew

Bluebells white and every shade of blue.

As a seagull soared above and screamed

Roy told of us his Decadent Dreams.

On through clearings studded with magnificent trees

The boardwalk easy going on the knees.

Near Otter Island we stopped to rest

White sails billowing like heaving breasts

On the lake baby ducks and sight of the ferry

Helped to make our journey merry.

Past rhododendra yellow and gold

Conifers so tall and old

On the narrow path we did stay

Heavy branches of beech hung over the way.

Over the noisy suspension bridge

Hang gliders leaping ahead off a near by ridge

Gina said she’d do it if she can

Providing her arms were wrapped around her man.

Into Keswick to visit the shops

Masses of walking boots, trousers and socks

Plenty of tea shops with cakes and iced buns

Knee supports, innersoles and pills for bad tums.

Next day we left Grrenbank in the car

It didn’t have to take us very far

We discovered Lesley had played host

In room six there was said to be a ghost!!

Excellent walking on grassy tracks

Our ruck sacks heavy on our backs

We looked for red squirrels in the trees

Instead saw bracken, heather and trickles of scree.

Sylvia lying in the gorse

Jack ripped her trousers off of course

But with ten miles still to walk

She decided Jack was just all talk.

Earlier Sylvia had looked nine months gone,

A rock pipit sang a lovely song

The youth hostel appeared upon the crest

An opportunity for us all to stop and rest.

Ruins, shafts and spoil heaps from a tungsten mine

A gurgling and writhing beck looked just fine.

Heather covered hillsides everywhere

But we had no time to stop and stare.

At 2157feet we climbed High Pike

It was certainly quite a hike

Immense panoramic views were at the top

An absolutely essential place to stop.

The highest point on the Cumbria way

But so cold and windy we couldn’t stay.

Views of Scotland were left behind

Membership of the 2000’ high club declined

To the bottom we needed to go

To where east and west route reunite at Nether Row.

Past baby lambs ready for slaughter

We headed west of Caldeck beside the water

Swathes of wild garlic growing along its banks

At last Swaledale Watch we all gave thanks.

Later that evening at the pub

Whilst tucking into hearty grub

We all recalled the highlights of the day

The bits that in our memories would stay.

The panoramic views, the steep climb up

Visiting the lonely hut

Roy’s ball billiards, Laurie sinking to his knee

Fallabella ponies, Ginas delight and glee

We all agreed and on this you can bet

It had certainly been the best day yet!

The last day now 16 miles to go
The muddy track made the going slow

There was no breeze the trees stood still

We passed The Howk, a Bobbin Mill

Past the external staircase of Seberglan church

Along the river we did lurch

Past Rose Castle destroyed by Robert the Bruce

Surrounded by trees, elm, larch, oak and spruce.

By the roadside giant poppies we did see

It was here we split into six and three

Six would press on and stop for tea

The others a taxi for our Laurie

Whilst the boys were having a pee

A red squirrel we did see

On we went past Lime House School and Hawksdale Hall

Past trees standing straight and tall.

White May blossom looking like snow

As all along the path we go

Sheep’s wool on the wire was a delight

Garlanded like Christmas lights.

At Dalston village we saw the church

The factory and the sewage works

Following the Caldew all the way

To Carlisle, where that night we would stay.

Like Linda we’re all barking mad

But now its over we’re feeling sad

Whilst pushing onto the B&B

The two we left behind we see.

We jump for joy, we scream and shout

Arms in the air waving frantically about

Hugs and kisses we all share

Our joy complete at getting there.

Tears were shed, we’ve been in pain

Both emotionally and physically it’s been a strain

But we’re all her because we want to be

…suffering this misery.

Looking back at the week

I’ve been so tired I can hardly speak

My limbs have ached, my blister burst

You’ve seen my hair at its very worst!

But I’m so glad I was asked to come away

With such good company to walk the Cumbria way.

Christine Dee-Crowne

May 2007

This poem is dedicated to Laurie who showed such determination to try and finish the walk.
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