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“If you go, will you send me back – a letter from America?”   
Thus sang The Proclaimers in 1987. 
My plea is a little less exotic. 
“If you go (orienteering), will you send me back – a letter 

to The Editor?” 
 
You will probably notice that this newsletter has been delayed more than 
normal.  I made an executive decision to hold it back until after the club’s 
AGM, in the hope that by then there might be some news!!!  I had hoped / 
expected that after the summer holidays I would be inundated with 
people’s orienteering adventures from around the globe. (OK if not round 
the globe, at least from Scotland and North Yorkshire).  What did I get by 
the end of September?  Two accounts of the Scottish 6-days, one from 
Jean Platt and one from John Burrows, which was principally designed to 
remind ‘the Scottish correspondent’ (aka Allan Goodall) that he, John 
Burrows, is not only a life member of MEROC, but was also present at 
this event! 
 
Things were getting that bad that I’ve even had to go orienteering myself 
(twice!) in order to write event reports so that I would have something to 
fill the pages of MEROC News with.  Who says it’s only gutter press 
journalists who fabricate the news? 
 
Several club members generously sponsored me in my attempt to 
emulate Bradley Wiggins, Mark Cavendish et al on the Manchester 100 
Mile cycle ride.  I completed the distance in 6 hours 24 minutes, 45 
minutes faster than my previous attempt 2 years ago.  However I was still 
75 minutes slower than David, thus losing the Bolton inter-generational 
handicap challenge (to take less than 1 hour longer than him) by 15 
minutes.  Thanks to generous sponsorship I have managed to raise 
£820:00 for Alzheimer’s Society so far, well in excess of my target. 
 
Thank you very much to club members who sponsored me.  The stiff legs 
and sore bottom the next day were well worth it when I saw how much I 
had raised, and when I realised that I can still cycle at over 15 mph for a 
sustained length of time.  There must be life in the old dog yet, even if 
he’s running more slowly than ever. 
Letters to The Editor or other articles please, to:- 
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Paul Bolton 
12 Moorfield Road 
St Helens 
WA10 6AU    Telephone 01744 608195 
   e-mail  theboltons@blueyonder.co.uk 
 

Sack the Scottish Correspondent 
 

In the August issue Paul pleaded for some event reports. So here is a 
report on the Scottish 6-day event from the member who your Scottish 
correspondent would have you believe was not there.  I have consulted 
my copy of ‘The New First Aid in English’ by Angus MacIver listed under 
Proverbs I find “If you want the facts do not turn to your Scottish 
correspondent”.  Perhaps he/she disowns anyone who lives south of the 
52nd parallel. 
 
This year’s event was in many ways a typical Scottish 6-days, but in 
others quite different from the norm.  For a start there was the weather.  
Mostly it was warm and sunny.  On only one day did we have the normal 
wind and rain. 
 
Using a race course for the campsite and event centre was a first for 
Scotland.  The last time I camped on a race course for an orienteering 
event was at Goodwood, for a JK in about eighteen something or other.  
The facilities were pretty good.  Breakfasts and evening meals were 
available in the race course restaurant, but having sampled the fare on 
the first evening, I decided that pub meals would give better value for 
money.  Banishing the kiddies to the centre of the course well away from 
the rest of us campers ensured that we could all get good nights’ sleep.  
The temporary showers were rather temperamental but very welcome all 
the same.  I was surprised that they did not have showering facilities for 
the jockeys. 
 
I did encounter a few Merocians during the week carrying out such typical 
activities as stealing bucketfuls of hot water (ask the softies who were 
residing in their motor homes about that), drinking in the bar and waiting 
at the starts, flexing their muscles like greyhounds waiting to be let off the 
leash.  Or on one day, observing in terror the start lanes which were up a 
near vertical slope and wondering if their Zimmer frames would get them 
up it. 
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There were one or two longish drives to the events but nothing as 
extreme as we have had at previous events.  And as usual, there were 
some 2km+ walks to the starts.  Three days were held in typically rugged 
Scottish forests with plenty of green on the maps, the first day being the 
toughest.  I particularly enjoyed the two days on areas with dunes.  
Thanks to my experience of Formby my navigation was near perfect on 
those days.  I still did not bother the leaders, or even the majority of the 
runners on my course.  How do M65s manage to go so fast?   They must 
be on performance enhancing drugs.  My medication and advancing 
years are steadily reducing my speed (I am not sure that is the correct 
word for it) over the ground.    On one day a competitor was flattened by 
a bolting deer.  The only wildlife I saw was a snail which overtook me on 
one occasion. 
 
There were some innovations which I would question.  The noise 
emanating from the loudspeakers in the assembly areas, which some 
people claimed to be music, seem designed to encourage us to leave as 
soon as we could after running.  The new scoring system may have been 
easier for the organisers but was definitely less fair for the competitors.  
The day the parking was on what appeared to be a huge bowling green 
was an unusual treat.  It was army property so I suspect that squaddies 
had been sent out with nail scissors to trim the grass. 
 
From a tourist’s point of view I found Perth disappointing.  It was not the 
most exciting place I have ever visited.  However Dundee proved to be 
well worth a visit.  After previous experiences of very high petrol prices in 
Scotland I was pleasantly surprised to find that around Perth they were 
exactly the same as in Cheltenham. 
 
I trust that this report has proved that I really was at the event. 
 
John Burrows 
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Scottish 6 Day-Jean’s perspective 
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We arrived early on the Saturday to position our campervan, though not 
as early as Bill. He was among the first to register, and he secured an 
excellent corner for the MEROC motor home contingent. We were on 
hard standing, with grass to sit out on, and a fence handy for washing. He 
also provided our group with a 5 star dining room, complete with china 
plates and real glass glasses!  
Our days followed a pleasant pattern-orienteering, back to clean up, 
drinks the moment the sun was over the yardarm, meal then social (if it 
was free) otherwise last look at results and nightcaps. Amazingly we 
were able to lounge in pleasant sunshine most afternoons, and sit outside 
without freezing for the MEROC Bar B Q on the Thursday, where Alan 
Riley was our cook as usual.  
 We were glad to catch up with far flung members including Vojtech, who 
managed to be there for the second half of the week, and Allan Goodall, 
who was able to get to Days 2, 5 and 6  
As for the areas…. 
Day 1. Dalruzion . This favoured us tortoises, as the courses went 
straight through dense forest, which reduced most people to plodding.  
Day 2. Kinnoull and Deuchny . The best thing about this day was going 
by shuttle bus, a pleasant local ride with stunning views of the River Tay 
on the way. Not a good run for me, I blame the number of paths; too 
confusing. 
Day3. Tullochroisk . Excellent terrain, the first part of the course was 
through an amazingly good area of forest. I took a long time over this so I 
could savour its complexities to the full. Then I took even longer 
wandering across the open moor soaked to the skin. 
Day4. Tentsmuir . Not as complex as feared, the dune areas were 
distinct ridges.  
Day5 Barry Buddon . My best day, though it did not feel it at the time. 
The first few controls were in an area of deciduous woodland, with 
clearings, then we were out into open areas with controls on dune ridges.  
Day 6. Loch Ordie . This area was very physical, across heather and 
bilberry, with a long steep descent to the finish. 
Came away on the Sunday with memories of an excellent week overall, 
challenging areas, good company, a good event centre,  mostly good 
weather and NO MIDGES! 
We will not have such an easy time when the 6 Days goes to Oban in 
2011. 
 

Dicing with Death* 
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(an offering from the chairman) 
 
By ‘dicing’ I mean ‘panicking’ 
By ‘death’ I mean ‘mild discomfort’ 
 
It all started with my triple Wooden Whistle self-nomination at the JK.  
After the event I started developing a bit of a limp.  And then I got man 
flu.  And I’d been bitten by the usual herd of ticks. 
 
So I put 1 and 1 and 1 together, made 2.3 x 1023 and diagnosed Lyme 
disease.  I looked it up on the internet and decided this was a disease I 
wanted to opt out of. 
 
So I went to the doctor and gave him my symptoms: tick bites, man flu 
and a sore knee.  To be fair he was very nice about it and prescribed the 
antibiotics to kill it off while we waited for the results of the blood test.  
(Because by the time they’ve diagnosed it your legs will start dropping off.  
Or something). 
 
Well you can guess what’s coming, can’t you?  It turns out I had tick 
bites, man flu, and a sore knee.  Ever since then I’ve been working my 
way through the full gamut of NHS diagnostic technology on the knee – 
the physio scratching his head and tutting like a plumber looking at a 
leaky pipe (he was closer than he knew, but that’s another story) – then 
the specialist scratching his head and tutting and saying ‘you want to get 
a scan on that’.  Well thanks, but I’d known that since April. 
 
So last week I had the scan and now I’m waiting for the result.  The 
worrying thing is that it’s been steadily getting better all through August 
and September even though I’ve been running occasionally.  Why 
worrying?  Well I can’t put the NHS to all that trouble and expense for 
nothing can I? 
 
Orienteering doesn’t seem to do it any harm at all, so when we saw that 
there was an event at a place called Cockup, we were unable to resist.  (I 
think the Platts were the only others equally drawn).  The map was 
interesting.  Somebody had drawn a lot (and I do mean a lot!) of 
concentric circles with a pair of compasses and bugger-all else.  Apart 
from a few random blue markings to show where the marshes weren’t.  
There were 11 controls, and it was uphill all the way to number 10, 
followed by a short downhill run to the finish.  How do they do that? 
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Although I had a nice (ish) run, it took ages because all that resting from 
disease has left me hopelessly unfit for hill climbing. 
 
PS can I say ‘bugger-all’ in a family newsletter? 
PPS Twice? 
 

Haslingden Grane Regional Event 
September 27 th  

 
Do any of you associate sporting events or venues with a particular 
odour?  As an erstwhile coarse rugby player I will always associate rugby 
clubhouses with the smell of ‘Wintergreen’ or ‘Deep Heat’.  As a spectator 
at rugby matches my olfactory memories are of stale beer, or on the two 
occasions that I was lucky enough to watch France v England at 
Twickenham, surrounded by hospitable French fans, of strong Gauloises 
mixed with even stronger cognac.  My brief flirtation with soccer as a 
player in the late 1970s brings back memories of ‘the great smell of Brut’ 
as we ‘splashed it on all over’, whilst a visit to a soccer ground conjures 
up memories of the odour of fried onions and cheap hot dogs and 
burgers.  Orienteering, on the other hand, I had always associated with 
more wholesome smells.  Freshly mown grass, damp leaves and natural 
manure, all suffused with a faint aroma of a Wilf’s chilli.  That is until the 
recent SELOC event.  Standing in an orienteering car park from now on 
will be inexorably linked to the acrid smell of burning clutches, as family 
saloons struggled up a steep rutted cart track that “in wet weather might 
be unsuitable for camper vans and minibuses”.  At least I made it to the 
car park, several competitors abandoned at the start of the steepest bit 
and walked the rest of the way. 
 
And what of the orienteering?  I had pencilled in this event as yet another 
comeback after my disappointing ‘run’ at Graythwite back in April.  In 
retrospect I probably shouldn’t have bothered! 
 
Having done a lot of cycling over the summer, culminating in my 100 mile 
odyssey (see page 2) I presumed that I would have the cardio vascular 
fitness and leg strength to cope with a moorland event.  How wrong could 
I be? The tussocks and the steep descent and climb in the middle of the 
course totally sapped both my legs and my energy, to the extent that I 
couldn’t even jog along the path route between controls 12, 13, 14 and 
the finish (part of the White course I believe).    
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As for my navigational prowess, I suppose that anyone coming back to a 
sport after a 5 month lay off should expect to find their technique a bit 
rusty.  I worked on the premise that “what you never had, you wouldn’t 
miss”.   I should have gone with the more biblical “even the little they 
have will be taken away from them”.  The pre-race information talked 
about a highly technical disused quarry.  Not my favourite sort of area.  
Controls 2, 3, 9, 10 and 11 (of 14) were in this area, talk about “in at the 
deep end”.  Still, I rose (or sank) to the planner’s challenge and even 
trumped him, managing my first major error before control 2, heading 
uphill for about 200 metres from a very clear landmark (a b****y great 
chimney), I knew that I had to cross a wall.  I used the compass, headed 
off and after 400 metres decided to cross a wall.  The trouble was, this 
wall was at right angles to the wall I should have crossed, and had a big 
track going through a gate, which ‘my wall’ didn’t have.  At least if it had 
happened later in the race I would have had an excuse (see below), now 
I could only put it down to incompetence.  After acting like a headless 
chicken for a further 5 minutes I eventually found control 2.   
 
Numbers 3 and 4 were picked off quite easily, and I was beginning to 
congratulate myself on my route choice between 4 and 5, where I elected 
to take a long path run (and I did almost run at this stage) around the 
edge of a deep valley, rather than wasting energy going steeply down 
and up on the straight line route.  It was somewhere between 5 and 6 that 
my luck changed.  It was technically a fairly straight forward route, but 
physically quite demanding.  Follow the stream down the (very) steep 
slope, cross it then look for an attack point and or handrails into the 
control, a ditch at the boundary between a patch of dark green and some 
white woodland.  The steep slope was negotiated with difficulty, (I have 
never been the most confident ‘descendeur’), including use of the 
backside on more than one occasion.  A couple of seemingly innocuous 
falls later, including one on rocks at the stream edge, where I needed to 
put out both hands to stop myself coming a complete cropper, and I was 
across the stream. Together with fellow competitors I was slightly 
disorientated at first but was very pleased with myself when I located the 
triangular enclosure that I was looking for, then picked up the path and 
run-able woodland that led me to the narrow open strip and ruined fence 
that guided me into the control. It was coming flooding back to me.  I 
might even go orienteering again!  Leaving the control I used my 
compass to check that I was heading in the right direction. Or at least I 
tried to.  All that remained of my rather expensive thumb compass was a 
jagged shard of plastic strapped to my left thumb.  Somewhere on the 
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descent from number 5 I had obviously caught it on the rocks when I fell 
and shattered the base plate.  It could have been a lot worse, the piece 
that was left had a very nasty point on it, which in the words of Peter Kay 
(and my Gran) could easily have “taken someone’s eye out”, in this case 
mine!.  
 
I was now at the furthest point from the start, in the orienteering 
equivalent of ‘up **** creek without a paddle’, in grotty forest without a 
compass.  I managed 6 to 7 and 7 to 8 without need of a compass and 
then slogged up the wooded slope back to the moorland in company with 
several other competitors.  I’m afraid to say that I then did a bit of 
following, even showing one lady my shattered base plate and asking for 
help, which was generously given. My final time was 1 hour 45 minutes 
for a 4.7 km course. I was a rather disappointed returnee. At least I had 
got my money’s worth, and I wasn’t last on the course. 
 
David also used this event as a comeback after being very disillusioned 
with his run at Graythwaite and concentrating on cycling during the 
summer. He fared much better than his dad.  1 hour 23 minutes for the 
6.7 km ‘Short Brown’ course left him in 5th place overall, the winning 
M21(S) if we revert to old badge classes, and quite keen to go again. 
 
A few other Merocians put in an appearance at Haslingden.  Their 
performances are recorded below. 
 
Short Brown 
5th of 26 David Bolton 83’ 34” 
 
Short Blue 
20th of 31 Andrew Platt 100’ 27” 
23rd of 31 Paul Bolton 105’ 52” 
 
Green 
14th of 39 Jean Platt 85’ 54” 
 
Short Green 
2nd of 15 Alan Meadows 50’ 30” 
10th of 15 Des McGinnity 91’ 26” 

And from our Central (or is it Eastern) European Co rrespondent 
Scenes from a Summer  
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Visegrád, Augusztus 8 
An area called Nagy Villám – 'Big Lightning': there has to be a story 
behind that. Parking at the foot of the ski-slope – a concept difficult to 
visualise at 30°C. The slope itself rose away at ab out 30° to the 
horizontal for the first 200m, 45° after that. I as ked where the start was: 
she just pointed to the top of the slope .... 
Halfway around the course, 40m of steep climb through an open, S-
facing field alongside the summer toboggan track – they were rattling 
down the big gutter whilst I was toiling up past them, sun blazing on my 
back. 
Afterwards, cold fruit soup with cream: bliss. 
The following day, the distribution of freebies from the sponsors: I 
managed to negotiate my way out of the gossip magazines, but not the 
tiny perfume sample and the two thongs. 
 
Budapest (Gellért Hegy), Augusztus 12 
A steep hill overlooking the Danube, dropping into sheer cliffs. So the 
mapper opted for 2·5m contours. Parkland and street orienteering, 34°C, 
and a route-choice leg around the Citadella – I went for the route with the 
stunning view over the city and the Danube. At the finish, my printout 
registered only 4 out of 21 controls; two officials were struggling with a 
laptop – an SI problem, methinks. 
 
Miskolc, Augusztus 20 
Day 4 of the Hungária Kupa: the street event. The World Champs 
runners were at the zoo; we had the city centre. Running at lunchtime, 
with the temperature again in the low 30s, you chose the side of the 
street with the shade. 2·5km, 15 controls, 16 minutes – a thrash. With a 
serious risk of injury by running head-on into another runner coming the 
other way, head in map. And the route-choice problem of whether to go 
around the front or the back of the tram moving diagonally across your 
line from one alleyway to the next. 
 
Miskolc Egyettem, Augusztus 22 
Forget the World Champs., this was the race of the week: the Mikrosprint. 
A 1:750 A4 map – the area was 200m by 100m of parkland (in the 
grounds of the university halls used as accommodation), controls and 
spectators all over the place; legs varied in length from 15m to 100m. 
Eight qualifying heats (four male, four female), 30s start interval – when 
the area looked full they simply stopped anyone from starting for a few 
minutes. In mikrosprint, you do not navigate, you simply run fast in the 
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right direction and pray that the next control you come to is the right one. 
This makes it sound chaotic: the reality is even more so. More runners 
came and entered as they saw what was going on, including many of the 
GB squad – one of whom was seen by Nicholas, trotting around with a 
broad grin, muttering "this is ridiculous!". 
The final was to follow qualification at an unspecified time in an 
unspecified place – on the adjacent bit of ground. No-one seemed to 
know what was going on, including the locals, but eventually some set 
purposefully off so everyone followed. Past a rather large fountain, two 
controls on its edge, one in the middle – the last surely a wind-up, with 
only two courses? Not a bit of it ... This time, all of the spectators were in 
one place: an organiser arrived and cleared paths in and out. The 
preceding control was 30m away; only as they left it did runners realise 
where the next control was, then they looked up and spotted the 
audience. The looks on their faces .... The water remained knee-deep, 
despite the efforts of several runners to redistribute it around the crowd. 
 
Szögliget, Augusztus 23 
The last day (a middle-distance race) of the Hungária Kupa, and the 
classic race for the World Champs., 75 minutes' drive N of Miskolc close 
to the Slovak border. Remarkably, it had rained overnight – was still 
raining as we left. 
Checking out the start, I bumped into Noémi. "So, just how close to 
Slovakia are we?" 
"We are in Slovakia." By about 200m: the border snaked SW/NE across 
the map, marked by boundary stones along a firebreak. My course had 
two butterfly loops, the common control 20m inside Hungary. Thus, I left 
the car park in Hungary for a start in Slovakia; crossed back into Hungary 
on the way to the first control; crossed the border another five times on 
the course; finished in Slovakia, and walked back to Hungary. Including 
the earlier visit to the start that made ten border crossings in less than 
two hours – isn't Schengen a wonderful thing? The World Champs. 
runners stayed in Hungary. 
Driving in, we had been impressed at the arrangements obviously made 
to ensure that the international competitors had a trouble-free journey – 
police everywhere. Noémi disabused us of that notion: "The President is 
giving out the prizes. He said 'no' at first, but his wife's bodyguard's sister 
is an orienteer." 
 
 
London, 12th September 
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A street event on a bright, sunny day, starting and finishing in a square 
overlooked by St. Paul's. 500 competitors. Starts put back by 10 minutes 
when the start boxes had to be moved out of the way for the alleyway to 
be power-jetted. 
A grand run, despite the devious nature of the planning (a favourite 
technique was for the obvious route to be through an alleyway blocked at 
its end with a barely-discernible thick black line on the map), and twice 
finding road junctions blocked off by (unmapped) mobile cranes. 
Bumped into a couple of friends near to the start: "Hello, stranger." 
"Yes, I seem to have run abroad more than here this year." Sixteen 
times, in fact – a good year. 
 

GJN 
3/10/09 

 
MEROC News, and DEE’s newsletter often contain half time and end of 
season reports about the Schools’ League. Dennis Currie came across 
this article on Merchant Taylors School’s web site, giving a competitor’s 
perspective on the league.  It is reproduced here by kind permission of 
the school. 

Orienteering 

This year has certainly been an eventful one, if you would pardon the 
pun. Its ranged from the ridiculous, like searching for non-existent parks 
in the Duke of Westminster’s Estate, near to Chester, to the even more 
ridiculous, swinging around forests like flippin’ Tarzan, in an army training 
camp in Rio de je-Wales. 

This, as you surely must have guessed, is my last year at the school and 
thus last for orienteering here. I have been part of the team since it was 
first made available to me in second year. I’ve gone on to enjoy my time 
immensely over the past six years on those gloriously miserable Saturday 
mornings up and down Merseyside, Cheshire and North Wales. The 
banter’s always been great along with the water fights, odd pieces of 
cake and the occasional medal thrown in to boot. There has, most 
importantly, always been a good team spirit.  

Now for the gory stats. After five events the school’s first team finished a 
highly respectable fourth placing in the table with 104 points out of 125, 
bettered only by a flaming good Sandbach side (who scooped up every 
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available point bar one) and two  very good divisions from Fallibroome. 
Most importantly, however, we beat our most fierce rival at my time at the 
school, which is Wirral Grammar School, who finished sixth. 

As a self-confessed Wigan Athletic fan I know how it feels to be the 
underdog. Sometimes I feel the sport doesn’t always get the recognition it 
deserves, I suppose like the football club, but in time with more and more 
young ‘uns being introduced I believe that the sport will continue to grow 
and fully establish itself as a credit to the school and, who knows, maybe 
bring more silverware the school’s way along with Rugby, Rowing etc.? In 
my time here, the highest we finished in a “campaign” was second to 
guess who, but I hope this is bettered in the not-too distant future. 

I would like to thank the teaching staff of Mrs Casaus and Mrs Plumber, 
as well as Miss Gonzales and Dr Cowling in recent years, who gave up 
their free time to ferry the lads up and down the North-West come hell or 
high water, the parents who were involved, most notable Mr Jones, and 
the organisers of the events. Last but not least I would like to praise all 
the boys who showed total commitment to the cause from all years. They 
were superb. Also to those who demonstrated their Houdini-like qualities 
with bizarre disappearing and re-appearing acts (long story involving a lot 
of sand dunes) who gave Mrs Casaus palpitations after realising no elf ‘n’ 
safety forms had been signed! I’m told they will be auditioning for Britain’s 
Got Talent next year. In all seriousness, though, without the boys’ 
involvement the school, your school, would not be competing for honours 
in this demanding field of sport. 

Abinav Kishere will be installed as the next captain 2009/10. He will be 
rewarded for this achievement with the ‘Orienteering Captains’ Cup’ 
newly presented to the school as my final act as Captain 2008/09. The 
cup will be passed on to future leaders who will all have their names 
emblazoned on it in honour of their blood, sweat and tears. I wish him all 
the best along with everyone else. 

Cheers, the not too-distant past captain, 

Richard Kirby, June 2009 

And whilst we’re on the subject of the Schools’ Lea gue…. 
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On Saturday October 3rd Matthew and I (in the guise of Controller and 
Organiser of our first event at Sutton Manor on November 14th) went to 
DEE’s first ‘SI’ event for schools.  This took place in the grounds of the 
Welsh College of Horticulture at Northop, just off the A55.  We wanted to 
see what the implications were for manpower needs and jobs when we 
stage SI events. What follows are my personal recollections and 
reflections 
 
Before the event. 
As in the past, schools were asked to register, by the Wednesday 
evening before the event, stating how many runs on each course they 
need.   An innovation for this season is that schools have already 
registered the names of pupils who are likely to attend events with 
Malcolm Irvine, and each runner has a unique league ID number which 
they should know.  I believe that these ID numbers are contained in a 
software database and schools have been allocated ‘spare’ ID numbers 
for newcomers during the season. 
On arrival. 
School teams were given a sheet to complete stating how many runners 
they had with them (@ £2.00 each) and how many ‘dibbers’ they need to 
hire (@ £0.50 each).  Individual ‘on the day’ entrants were also given an 
entry form to fill in requiring the usual details (name, club, course, age 
class, SI card number etc.) 
Malcolm Irvine is going to e-mail copies of the paperwork to me. 
Manpower requirement:  At least 1 ‘meeter and greeter’ in the car park. 
Registration 
Team managers and individual entrants took completed forms to 
registration and paid entry fees, including dibber hire fee. Team 
managers collected an envelope containing vouchers (one per pupil) for 
dibber hire.  Other entrants who wished to hire a dibber were also given a 
voucher. White and yellow course maps were issued at registration, as in 
the past.  A major difference to previous events is that start times were 
not allocated, although teachers were asked to ‘stagger’ the stream of 
runners heading for the start, and the start team knew that at least 4 
minutes gap had to be maintained between competitors from the same 
school on the same course. The completed entry forms for individuals 
were passed to the computer team for details to be entered into the SI 
software. 
Manpower requirement:  2 people and well within the compass of our 
usual registration team. 
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Dibber hire – adjacent to computers and download 
A possible ‘bottleneck’. Each individual requiring a hired e-card presented 
their voucher in exchange for a ‘dibber’. Team managers did not collect 
dibbers in bulk and distribute them ad lib.  In the case of Schools’ League 
entrants their ID number was recorded against the number of the dibber.  
In the case of private entrants their name was recorded.  It is important 
that this happens so that dibbers can be linked to individuals, both for 
security in the case of loss and for giving the right result to the right 
competitor.  Newcomers to school teams should be able to obtain an ID 
number from the computer team. 
Manpower requirement:  2 or 3 people, there is likely to be a rush 
between 9:45 and 10:30. 
Start 
This consisted of the usual ‘boxed lanes’; 1 lane for each course and -3, -
2, and -1 minute boxes, together with clear boxes on stakes and a hand 
held check box and clock.  Competitors started at 1 minute intervals, 
using a punching start, with the proviso that competitors from the same 
school, on the same course had to be at least 4 minutes apart.  Matthew 
and I started quite early, before the rush, but I suspect that this will need 
patient marshalling. 
Manpower requirement:  At least 3, preferably 4. One ‘starter’, someone 
with the check box, and at least one person controlling the queue and 
ensuring that dibbers have been cleared.  The start is probably where we 
will need the biggest concentration of manpower, and the most patience 
(so I will stay well away!) 
Finish 
There was a friendly face here to ensure that runners punched the finish 
box. 
Manpower requirement:  See above.  Again, since a friendly face is 
needed I will not allocate this job to myself! 
Download 
DEE used two computers and a splits printer.  They have developed 
software that links the runners’ dibbers and ID numbers to their names 
and calculates Schools’ League scores.  Hired e-cards were collected 
and checked in here too. 
Manpower requirements:  At least one person who understands the 
software, which apparently Matthew does.  The people from DEE who 
have developed the software have offered to run download for us at 
Sutton Manor with our own computer team shadowing them.  I have 
accepted their offer on the club’s behalf, although it does have financial 
implications (see below).. 
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The verdict 
Matthew and I left before 12 noon so competitors were still on the 
courses, but no-one seemed to be going hairless, a full set of results was 
published by Monday evening, my time accorded with what it said on my 
stopwatch and there appeared to be no more ‘mps’ recorded than with 
‘traditional’ events. 
The orienteering  
Having originally said that I would ‘pootle’ around a Yellow or Orange 
course to see how younger competitors coped and how secure controls 
in more public places were, I changed my mind. An 8:30 start and £4:00 
was a high price to pay for 2.5 km exercise, so I entered the 4.4 km 
Green. I enjoyed the ‘run’.  It contained a mixture of parkland, some 
woodland with technical features and even a bit of ‘street O’ amongst the 
college buildings.  With a steep slope down to the river it was also more 
physical than I expected.  I would like to say that I was under the hour, or 
that I made one horrendous error in the ‘technical’ area, but I wasn’t (by 
11 seconds) and I didn’t.  My slow time was down to inability to run, but in 
terms of cost per minute I got 33% better value for my £4:00 than 
Matthew did. 
 
In conclusion 
As Organiser at Sutton Manor, I have two major concerns. 
1.  Control security.  I’m afraid I learned little from attending this event.  
Northop is an enclosed, ‘private’ area and controls were not at risk from 
vandalism; Sutton Manor is most definitely not!   DEE member, Norman 
Hall is apparently designing and making some security locks and posts 
for the SI boxes that cannot be locked to man made features or 
vegetation.   We will be testing them out at Sutton Manor. 
2.  Financial implications.  For the Sutton Manor event we have to hire a 
loo. (approximately £100).  The first 20 control boxes (those bought with 
the grant from BO) come free from DEE, any others have to be hired at 
£0.50 per box.  This was not made clear when SI was first mooted and I 
am led to believe that Malcolm Irvine and others have talked the DEE 
committee down from trying to charge for all the boxes.  By agreeing to 
DEE manning download at Sutton Manor I have tacitly agreed to hiring 
their IT equipment (which we should be able to do without at future 
events, providing they let us have the data base etc of runners ID 
numbers) and their generator, (which we may well have needed anyway).  
There were 147 runners at Northop (28 seniors @ £4:00 and 119 juniors 
@ £2:00 each).  My back of an envelope calculations suggest that 
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income for the event would have been £354:00.  If similar numbers turn 
out at Sutton Manor, I hope that we do not end up running at a loss. 
 
PB 
 

MISCELLANEOUS RESULTS 
The internet’s a marvellous invention isn’t it?  Even if people don’t send 
event reports I can find out how they’ve done. 
 

THE WHITE ROSE WEEKEND 
August 29 th – 31st  

A DOUBLE FIRST FOR ALAN MEADOWS 
I had been expecting a lengthy report about The White Rose from 
Chairman Matt, basically questioning his own sanity for spending August 
Bank Holiday weekend in some dark, dank impenetrable forest planted 
on a precipitous slope in North Yorkshire. However, those of you read 
from cover to cover will realise that his self diagnosed attack of Lyme’s 
Disease gave him an excuse for not going this year.  I believe that baby 
sitting duties kept Jean and Andrew away too, so MEROC’s only 
representative (or at least the only one that I could find in the results) was 
Alan Meadows; and what a representative he was too.  Running M75, 
Alan topped the leader board by over 4 minutes on Day 1 and nearly 9 
minutes on Day 2.  Congratulations on your impressive win Alan! 
 

WCOC CUMBRIAN GALLOPEN EVENT 
September 20 th 

GREAT COCKUP 
I really should go orienteering here, from the sound of it, it would suit my 
navigational style.  However, it was only the Cochranes and the Platts 
who made the journey to the remoter parts of Cumbria this time round. 
 
Jean completed the 3.9 km Short Green course in 65’ 03”, finishing 7th of 
18.  Matthew, Andrew and Jill all entered the 5.2 km Green course.  
Matthew, having risen Lazarus like from his death bed (see page 6), led 
the Merocians home in 60’ 18” (14th of 44). Andrew recorded a time of 64’ 
59” to finish 25th and Jill was 41st in 93’ 42”. 
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Spot the difference. 

          
Reading the most recent version of Focus, I noticed a request for 
orienteers’ comments in regards the use of GPS tracking watches whilst 
on a course. In case people don’t know what these are, they are GPS 
devices that do not have a map on them. They have been designed for 
runners, providing similar information to what you get on a cycle 
computer. They track your position using the GPS system allowing you to 
download your route to a PC and see exactly where you have been. 
(Very useful for an orienteer who gets lost a lot.) From all this data 
collected you can, if you take the analysis seriously enough, identify 
where your weaknesses are and plan training around improving them. 
The question is, “Should these devices be allowed on an orienteering 
course?” 
 
I bought one of these devices about 3 years ago, primarily for use on my 
bike, but also for training. I used it on a couple of small events before 
joining a debate on the internet as to whether they were allowed on 
courses. At the time I decided that by running with it I could potentially be 
accused of cheating and so stopped wearing it for events. However in the 
interim years I have noticed the use of these becoming more prominent 
at events of varying levels, including the Junior Home Internationals on 
the Sefton Coast. 
 
The IOF have now ‘changed’ the rules to: 
 
“Competitors may not use or carry telecommunication equipment 
between entering the pre-start area and reaching the finish in a race, 
unless the equipment is approved by the organiser…”   (Orienteering 
Focus, Autumn 2009) 
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BOF have not yet incorporated this rule into their rules and so the only 
events where it will be enforced (until a decision is made) are World 
Ranking events, however as they said in the article, it isn’t usually long 
before they bring the rules in line with the IOF. This is in total contrast to 
the Swedish Orienteering Federation who announced this year that: 
 
“SOFT assesses the benefit of using of a GPS watch in order to measure 
distance so small, that the basic idea of orienteering is not affected 
significantly.” (http://news.worldofo.com/2009/09/08/gps-watches-
sweden-explicitly-allows-them/) 
 
Basically this allows them to be used. 
 
In addition to the actual rulings, the issue of enforcing the ruling will come 
down to the Start team and race controllers. Hence my initial question, 
one of the above could soon be banned from competition and it will be up 
to us to enforce it. Can you tell which one it is? 
 
In light of this I would urge people who have a view either way on this 
matter to let the rules group know, rulesgroup@britishorienteering.org.uk. 
 
Finally, I would like to point out that it has taken both BOF and the IOF 
over 2 years to get around to debating this, a major decision over the 
future of the sport. If this decision had been made at the time these 
products hit the market, it would have been easy to ban them. However, 
now people have created “route gadget”, and similar software, which 
actively encourages the use of them at Orienteering events, both 
organisations have backed themselves into a corner they will struggle to 
get out of. If there is similar hesitation over the creation of future rules, I 
feel that both organisations will loose control of the sport and we will 
struggle even more to keep hold of current orienteers let alone attract 
more. 
 
By the way, it is the one in the middle that will be banned.  

 
 

David Bolton 
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Committee Matters 
 

Resignation hiatus averted at MEROC AGM 
 

In the editorial I explained that I had delayed publication of this edition of 
the newsletter until after the AGM in the hope that there might have been 
some news, well there almost was, and as David Coleman might have 
said, “What a piece of news that would have been.” 
 
The meeting was ticking along nicely.  As chairman, Matthew reported 
that 2009 really had been a quite year on Merseyside: 
·  The club organised no major events, although 
·  Three way ‘negotiations’ (argy bargy) took place between MEROC, 

SROC and Sefton MBC rangers about whether, and when, we could 
stage the British Middle Distance Championships at Formby in April 
2010.   Sefton MBC rangers resolved the argument by refusing 
permission. 

·  Two Schools’ League events were staged at Calderstones and 
Formby, together with the relays at Beacon Park.  The third individual 
event, scheduled for Sutton Manor, could not take place due to civil 
engineering works. It was staged by SELOC instead, at Three 
Sisters. Thanks to SELOC for their assistance. 

·  The club’s web site has been re-vamped.  Thanks to David Bolton for 
this. 

·  Another Permanent Orienteering Course has been established, this 
one in Princes Park in Liverpool 

·  The re-mapping of the Sefton Coast is progressing steadily.  All areas 
north of Lifeboat Road have been re-mapped.  Graham was thanked 
for the huge amount of time that he has invested in this project. 

 
Bill reported that club membership has dropped from 34 ’units’ to 33, 
comprising 46 bodies, (although how many are fit and active is another 
matter.) Anna’s treasurer’s report revealed that the club’s finances were 
healthy, with slightly over £6000 in the deposit and current accounts 
combined.  Consequently membership fees for 2010 have been frozen at 
the same rate as for 2009, £8 for seniors, £4 for juniors and £12 for 
families and groups.   
 
And so we moved to the 5th item on the agenda, the election of the 
committee.  Had we heard correctly?  “I’ve been chairman for several 
years now, would anyone else like a go?”  Was Matthew offering his 
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resignation?  Worse still was he tendering it?  Andrew Platt was quick to 
point out that, in comparison to his predecessor Al Riley, Matthew was 
still a novice in the chair.  Matthew then fell back on the married man’s 
usual lame excuse of ‘blaming his wife’, “Jill said,…”, but no-one noticed 
Jill’s arm up his back working him like a ventriloquist’s dummy.  As 
secretary I was beginning to panic.  Did anyone have a copy of the 
constitution?  Does the club have a constitution?  How do we go about 
organising the election of a new chairman?  I vaguely recall Matthew’s 
voice intoning something really silly, like, “Would Paul like to be 
chairman?”   This seemed to shock everyone into action. Matthew was 
categorically told that his resignation would not be accepted, and that he 
would carry on as chairman.  The need for a vote was averted.  It was 
then pointed out that I was only a ‘supply secretary’, filling in for Sally 
Cochrane who was elected at the 2008 AGM and then disappeared to 
Paris as an au pair in the spring.  A quick text to Paris revealed that Sally 
wasn’t that bothered either way, she’d be secretary or I could carry on if I 
wanted to. (I’m not sure if the word “Whatever” was actually used).  So 
the new committee is, 
 
Chairman Matthew Cochrane   01695 555421 
  orienteers@btopenworld.com 
Secretary Paul Bolton  01744 608195 
  theboltons@blueyonder.co.uk     
Treasurer Anna Nilsen  01244 373160 
  anna.nilsen@zen.co.uk 
Committee  David Bolton  01744 608195 
  notlob_divad@hotmail.com 
  Jill Cochrane  01695 555421 
  Graham Nilsen  01244 373160 
  graham.nilsen@zen.co.uk 
  Andrew Platt  01695 726965 
  PLATTJ@sky.com 
Other club officials are 
Fixtures Secretary Andrew Platt 
Mapping officer  Graham Nilsen 
Membership Secretary Bill Ball  01704 878923 
Quartermaster  Bill Ball  BALLW735@aol.com 
Newsletter Editor Paul Bolton 
Web master  David Bolton 
Computing / Printing Anna Nilsen 
Child Protection contact Jill Cochrane 
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A ‘normal’ committee meeting followed on from the AGM.  The main 
points to be discussed, and the decisions reached, were 
 
�  Our first SI based Schools’ League event at Sutton Manor.  We 

agreed to follow DEE’s procedures as used at the first event on 
October 3rd and accept their offer to do the IT work at download.  
However, we had concerns about the financial implications for the 
club and control box security.  The position will be reviewed at the 
next committee meeting (December 7th) after the event. 

�  Andrew’s strategic plan for the use of the Sefton coast has been 
accepted by Sefton MBC’s rangers. There is still a September to 
March access window for some areas and some more fenced 
enclosures are planned, but on the positive side access has been 
allowed to the landward side of the dunes which will reduce many 
constraints imposed on planners in the past. 

�  Longer term fixture planning.  The club had been offered 26th 
September 2010 for a ‘regional’ event at Formby.  BO had asked if 
we would like to combine it with the Peter Palmer Relay.  It was felt 
that we would not be able to stage the Peter Palmer Relay for a 
number of reasons, but would like to stage the ‘regional’ event, 
provided that it did not clash with another event in the north of 
England or a the Peter Palmer Relay at another location, both of 
which could seriously reduce attendance at our event.  Such a 
‘regional’ event at Formby would probably be run in conjunction with 
the British Trail O championship. 

�  The Pre-Christmas Social would be hosted by Matthew and Jill on 
Sunday 20th December.  More details in the December newsletter, 
but there may be an earlier start to allow for a gentle run. 

�  The club Annual Dinner will take place on Saturday January 16th at 
the Red Lion, Newburgh.  Again, further details in the next edition 
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Dates For Your Diary 
Cheshire and Merseyside Schools League Fixtures 

 
November 14 th 2009 Sutton Manor, St Helens    
GR SJ 521906.  Parking at The Smithy Manor public house on the B5419 
(Jubits Lane)   
Registration from 10:00 – 11:30 
Starts 10:30 – 12:00  
   
December 5 th 2009  Little Budworth Common  
GR SJ593654 Signed from A54/A49 junction 
Registration from 10:00 – 11:30 
Starts 10:30 – 12:00  
 
January 16 th 2010 Sefton Park, Liverpool 
Parking at Livinstone Drive North car park 
Registration from 10:00 – 11:30 
Starts 10:30 – 12:00 
    
All events will feature courses from White to green standard. Catering for 
novice and experienced orienteers 
SI punching will be used. 
Fees : Seniors £4:00 Juniors £2:00 
Pre-entries to malcolm.irvine@hotmail.com by the Wednesday before the 
event to guarantee a pre-printed map. 
 
Other club events 
 
Monday 7 th  December  MEROC committee meeting  
Jean and Andrew Platt’s house, 8:00 
 
Thursday 10 th December  deadline for copy for next newsletter 
 
Sunday 20 th December  Pre Christmas Social 
Jill and Matthew’s house details in the next newsletter 
 
Saturday 16 th January  2010 Annual Dinner 
Red Lion, Newburgh  details in next newsletter 
 
See fixture list for other events in NW England 
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The Epilogue 
 

When I started this edition of the newsletter I was very concerned that I 
would have almost nothing to put in it.   
 
“All’s well that end’s well”, as they say, and I have filled a suitable number 
(i.e. one that is divisible by 4) of pages. 
 
So thank you to everyone who has 

�  Made the news 
�  Reported some news 

 
But pleased don’t forget, there is another edition due before Christmas, 
and I am sure that someone will be doing some orienteering somewhere.  
 
Or perhaps someone will be controlling an innovative city centre race in 
an attractive and historic city not a stone’s throw from MEROC land and 
will want to give vent to his disappointment that none of his club mates 
have bothered to enter. 
 
Whatever, I am sure that club mates would like to hear about it. 
 
Paul. 
 
 

 


