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Chair’s Introduction 

Welcome to our latest newsletter, the first for some time, as covid continues to blight activities on and off 
the snow. However, there has been and still is some scope for carefully planned events and trips to take 
part, as these contributions from club members illustrate. 

The club has managed to keep its core activities going thanks to the hard work and organisation of the 
coaching team. And for those booked on the club holiday to Seefeld in February, we remain quietly 
optimistic that it can go ahead.  

I hope we can enjoy better times in 2022 and I look forward to seeing you on the tracks- either snow or 
tarmac- or at another club activity soon.  Enjoy reading the newsletter and don’t miss the links to the quiz 
on the last page! 

MANY THANKS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR! 

 

 

A Magical Trip to Finland, by Cynthia 

Thanks to club member Cynthia who sent this lovely piece about her first experience of cross-country 
skiing. Her trip to Finland led her to YDCCSC. She began an Introductory roller ski course but has had to 
put it on hold during Covid as she has a vulnerable family member. We hope to see her again very soon.  

I have enjoyed the start of my beginner's sessions even though I 
found it so hard. Thanks must go to Richard's patience!! I look 
forward to more at some point in the future, I hope. 



But  I thought I would share where my love of Nordic skiing came from. My trip to the North of Finland 
above the Arctic circle. We had a 2 centre trip, staying in Saariselka before we moved to Muotka. We had 
amazing snowfalls and we were so lucky to see the Northern Lights on many occasions. We could pick 
activities at each centre and took out snowmobiles on day and night safaris. The Muoka Wilderness Lodge 

was amazing! It was in the heart of a forest with panoramic log 
cabins. We were also lucky to book an aurora cabin with a glass 
roof and again we saw the lights. We had the aurora alert each 
night so we did not miss the light displays – who needs sleep!  
But one of my favourite times were the daily skiing sessions in 
the forests. The air was so fresh and the snow so deep. The skiing 
was on forest tracks which were lit at night. It was beautiful. The 
ice and snow on the trees were magical, I couldn't move from 
the tracks though as I would be stuck in the snow drifts!!I 
became hooked and spent most days 
on the tracks. I did try snowshoes but 
got stuck in the drifts.  
Reindeer and husky safaris added to 
the package of sheer joy.  

However, the highlight at night had to be the safari with snowmobiles and 
sledges. We travelled through the forest to a cabin that was waiting for us on 
high ground, well away from the trees. There was a roaring fire outside and inside 
to help with the minus 35 degrees! We needed the hot chocolate and nibbles but 
we were given an amazing display of the northern lights. Once it gets below -10 
the number doesn’t really matter. It’s the clothing that counts! An unforgettable 
experience. We were due to go back but covid came… 
I enclose a photo which I hope gets to you. But the skis and boots that I am 
wearing came home with me!! They allowed me to purchase them as it was the end of their season and 
they realised my joy of attempting to ski!! I think they were trying to encourage me to continue! They are 
now in my study and come out with any snow I can find at home!!  
With love and best wishes to all, Cynthia Jackson 
 
The following is by Ethan, age 16. He began roller skiing with us in Spring, was successful in several trials 
for the GB Nordic Team and is now in the Gb Development Squad.  
 
My First BBU On-Snow Training Camp, December 2021 in Nordseter, Norway, By Ethan The following is 
by (Ethan, age 16. He began roller skiing with us in Spring, was successful in several trials for the GB 
Nordic/Biathlon Team and is now in the GB Development Squad.) 
Hi everyone, 
Just an update on my training camp in Nordseter (Norway). I’ve had an amazing and tough week away. It 
was my first time on snow for cross-country skiing and I loved it. It feels so much different compared to 
being on roller skis - definitely need to work on my balance as the first few days trying it out I fell over 
multiple times! At least it didn’t hurt as much as falling on a tarmac track. The coldest day we had was -
15C, it was really foggy and all my hair froze. Also on that day we did interval sessions 5 times up the long 
hill you all warned me about. Later on in the week we went to the Birkebeineren Olympic Biathlon Ski 
stadium, the tracks there were really nice to ski on and also we saw the Norwegian Biathlon youth team 
training, so it was good to see who I might be racing against. On the last day of training we did a race 
around the track (4 laps) and I came 6th out of 15 of us. The race was done to see who could go to the next 
training camp, in Canada with the Canadian biathlon squad and I was selected to go which is a nice 
Christmas present! 
Thanks for all the tips and advice so far, 
Happy New Year, from Ethan 



 

 

 
 
Ski Bounding, Walking and Fartlek, 18th December, Ilkley Moor, by Martin Roscoe 
What is ski bounding and what are the benefits for cross country skiing and roller skiing? By Martin 
Roscoe 
When most beginners go onto snow for the first time, they are surprised how much harder it is than they 
expected. Harder than Roller skiing and more effort than walking. One reason for this is because cross 
country skiing is not walking on skis, it is a little more energetic. It is more like jogging. For each stride an 
extra effort has to be put in to flatten the ski to get grip on the snow. 
 
One way to replicate that extra effort is to do ski bounding sessions as we practised on Ilkley Moor. Whilst 
we were bounding we were making that extra bit of effort to give a flight phase to our action. On cross 
country skis, that extra effort would be absorbed by the flattening of the ski (which gives you the grip) and 
there would be less of a flight phase. If you have fibre glass bodied roller skis you should feel a flex in the 
roller ski as you kick downwards. 
When bounding, use short poles and concentrate on keeping the hips high rather the dropping too heavily 
on your poles. Whilst we recovered, we were trying to keep our hand brushing our hips to get our hips 
moving from side to side to replicate the weight transfer of classic skiing. 
Alternate stride and glide can’t easily be replicated when walking with poles, because there is no glide 
phase. However, kick double pole can be practised as can skate 1. This will require a further 
demonstration, too difficult to put into words. 
 
An additional benefit of our session was that it gets you used to having poles in your hands, eventually you 
forget about them and your actions become more natural. One expression that I use about beginner skiers 
is that they “pole focused” meaning that their hands and poles dominate and lead the action rather than it 
being “hip initiated”. 
 
For those who ski bounded for the first time I hope you found it useful both for technical purposes and 
fitness benefit. For those that mist out (weather pun intended), we can always arrange another session. 

 



 
Terms 
Fartlek, a method of training, where you simply do some faster sections (efforts) and  
slower sections (recovery). We did 60 seconds effort with 90 seconds recovery. As one gets fitter you 
generally increase the number of efforts, increase the time of effort or reduce recovery. Or some 
combination of all three, which leads to a very flexible way to increase workload as you get fitter. 
 
Kick, in classic cross country skiing it is the downward force, directed into the ski, to get the ski to grip the 
snow. 
Walking, method of human propulsion where unbroken contact with the ground is maintained. 
Running, method of human propulsion where there is a flight phase to each step. 
Bounding, a modified form of running where there is a slight emphasis on the flight phase and a slight 
pause during the contact phase. 
Ski ganging,  moosehofs or elghufs (Norwegian), a modified form of bounding to try to replicate action of 
cross country skiing. 
 
Below is an extract taken from XC academy. 
 
Here is a video of various dryland ski imitation: 
 https://www.ski-tv.no/langrennsteknikk-ep-9-barmark from ski-TV in Norway. 
 Ski walking without poles, moosehoofs [elghufs in Norwegian], and bounding. You will see moosehoofs at 
1:00 into the video. Moosehoofs are often described as lazy bounding. You will notice the skier is using a 
nice upright athletic body position with a relatively quiet upper body and some bouncing going on in the 
legs leading to both feet off the ground. No full explosion at this point- we see this later in the video when 
the skier starts to do full on bounding. Also notice how the arms set the tempo and with moosehoofs the 
hands do not push past the hip on the follow through, which they may do with the more explosive 
bounding. Notice the loose hips that are rotating. Finally, notice the foot landing flat in front of the body 
and pushing off a straight leg and the toe in the back, just as we would in skiing rather than using running 
motions. 
 
 
 
 
 
Norway Hut to Hut- walking this time! October 2021, by Bill Thompson 

In the last newsletter I told of my disastrous ski trip to Lapland in March 2020. Poor conditions and 
weather culminated in a sudden big storm forcing a night in a snowhole. During digging that, I lost my 
camera and a sat rescue system (buried in minutes in the storm).   

With Covid, thoughts of going back in Autumn 2020 or in March 2021 to try and recover these were 
dashed. It was a remote area, so quite likely still there and I could pinpoint the location.  Then in Autumn 
2021, Norway was on the UK green list, and accepted double vacced visitors. So I went for as 6 day trek to 
the location.  I just had to see for myself for closure.  

With COVID, fitness was really low; a few walks around the local fields carrying a 10kg rucksack was hardly 
training! Especially as when packed my rucksack, with 6 days of food, spare clothes, bivvy shelter etc was 
about 18kg and full to the brim.  So, I left a couple of Snicker bars out! But went full of doubts - “what am I 
doing??” and “I need at least another 2 months fitness”.  

Access was still an issue. Although Norway was open, Sweden was still closed, so trains were not running 
between Sweden and Norway. The best route in was train to the tiny station Katterat (no road access).  

I explored other routes in. One was much longer and harder and had over 1200m ascent over a high rocky 
mountain pass and so was ruled out - getting rescued on my first day didn’t seem an ideal start! But 

https://www.ski-tv.no/langrennsteknikk-ep-9-barmark


another route was 9km from the end of a small road, with not much ascent (300m) with what looked like a 
car service track for most of the way, to a dam. Eventually found that from Narvik I could get two buses 
and a lift along the track from a friendly mountaineering company based there. This left 3km and 300m 
ascent in the first afternoon. Thought I might manage that! 

                    

First hut – just visible on the horizon                   Some unexpected snow, but nearly there! 

The first hut was one I had always wanted to visit and it didn’t disappoint. It is close to electricity pylons, so 
has full electricity – heating, cooking lights; and a full 4G phone signal! Smartest hut I’d been in. The book 
indicated no one else been there for 5 days. Then on internet, I found the border was open and trains had 
started again! 

Next day, bit of a trek (16km) to next hut Cunojavrehytta – 
another really nice hut I’d been to several times. A little bit of 
occasional “lost track” and boggy ground, but got there OK 
and feeling better than hoped – so now my spirits were up!  
Got settled in to the nice new small hut, fetched water, fire 
on, tea and relaxed.   

        

        

 

 

A good track to Cunojavre- beautiful hut and setting. 

Then a group of four arrived obviously upset I was there.  

They claimed to have booked this hut. They were there for one night, having driven to the dam, and were 
going back next day. With COVID, there was place booking to restrict numbers. I didn’t think it meant 
booking a whole hut. But with COVID I also preferred not to be sharing the small hut either. So, I moved to 
the old hut and started again – water, fire etc!  

Next day was my big day. 13km out to the snowhole, and 13km back to this hut. Although crossing the 
Swedish border, I had confirmed that this was OK in the mountains but I could not stay in a Swedish hut or 
town. (Didn’t mention ‘hospital’ I noticed!)  

So, set off early; route description was 1km to a bridge, turn sharp right, walk 6km around the lake, then 
up to a Swedish hut. From there, follow a well-marked route up onto the plateau and about 7km to 
snowhole.  



                                          

           Rickety bridge!  Turned onto a path ……..                             then the path ran out at a massive bog! 

Turned right at the bridge and followed a marked track. Great.  Went about 1km. Then Nothing! Track 
stopped, with about 200m of wet boggy marshland in front. Tried going right and left . No track. “Dash it!” 
(or words to that effect!). Eventually after several bogs, and stream crossings, I hit higher ground going 
right with a cairned track. This seemed to be on a direct straight line from the hut, not from the bridge. I 
had now lost a lot of time and was calculating in my head how much daylight I would have. This track 
would be difficult in the dark.  

 

                  

Unna Alakas hut (winter room on left side)                                Very marshy bits have wooden planks;  

                                                                                                                          easy to slip – and I did!      

Eventually saw the Swedish hut. Knew time was an issue; I had brought basic safety stuff to bivvy but didn’t 
want to do that. Then I remembered there was a winter room. It was open! Had a bunk bed, wood fire, and 
gas stove! Spirits rose! I could carry on, and get back to here for the night! 

So I set off for my snowhole. There was a long boggy area with a plank walkway, treacherously slippy if wet 
as I found out! My trousers were now soaked. It was about 4C and breezy. Squelched on! Came to the first 
hill where in March 2020 I had to haul up my pulk with snowshoes on the icy slope. Still looked 
uncomfortably steep without snow. At the top, the plateau stretched ahead, but the wind had increased, 
and then it rained. I considered abandoning, but it all seemed so close now, after such a long wait. Still 
about 5km to go. Decided to carry on and see what the track and weather would be like.  



 

Pointing out the way across the plateau, around the ridge in the distance 

Infact the track was generally OK and the weather settled.  Suddenly there it was, about 2.5km in front! 
The second hill where I had dug in!  With 1km to go, I reached a large wide (about 30m) water crossing. 
Sod it! Managed a lot of rock hopping, to get across reasonably OK. Finally approached the hill, and the 
spot. 

But nothing. I felt a bit deflated. But at least I now knew.  

 

Looking back from the snow-hole site; route in came round the distant ridge on the right. Going back empty 
handed. Shows how open the ground was, making it difficult to find anywhere to shelter back in March 
2020. 

I sat and had some snacks and water, as I had tended to just push on without stops. Realised that my 
thoughts of turning back in the blizzard in March 2020 to try to get back to the Swedish hut was 
fortunately ruled out by me as a bad decision. It was too long and daylight would have gone. 

Back at the Swedish hut late afternoon I settled in to the winter room. I decided on a rest day (and wash 
day!) next day but at the Norwegian hut. I found the track did go direct to the hut, where it crossed the 
wide river on some boulders, not going upstream to the bridge about 1km away.  

I had decided to buy a GARMIN inreach Mini satellite system. So I was able to get basic weather updates 
and messages. The long term forecast had been settled all week when I set out. Now I was told there was 
heavy snow forecast next day!  I was now aiming to get to the train station at Katterat, going first to 
another hut on the way.  

Next morning, a little snow had fallen, but heavy clouds. So I set off quickly. It did start to snow, quite 
lightly but settling (about -2C). The track was easy to follow but was rough going. Suddenly spotted what 
looked like a large Alsation dog sprinting across the track about 100yds in front of me, too quick to get my 
camera. I later discovered it was a wolf, very rare to see.  



                     

Lots of small streams to cross, tricky snowy rocks     Snow and weather got worse, especially on big                                
b                                                                                                              boulder fields 

 As I got higher into the pass, the snow got deeper, and the route got more difficult. Also the wind got up, 
and was in my face and my glasses were useless with snow blowing onto them. I knew there was a shelter 
hut in the pass, so decided to carry on to that. It was now very tricky crossing large snowy boulder fields 
covered in snow; not a place to have any accident. Higher in the pass, and the snow is deeper, also has 
considerable boulder fields, making it tricky.  

Eventually got to the hut. It was about 2:30. Only about 5km to go to get out of the pass and 1km to the 
hut. Pushed on, but hit several fast flowing rivers to cross, without adequate boulders, so got wet boots. 
Eventually realised conditions were too bad, and returned to the shelter hut for the night; slipping and 
breaking a pole on the way!   

                                         

Boots were wet and snowy back at the hut.                                    Settled in for the night.  

The short distance left through the pass was very tantalising, but I knew the descent down from the pass 
was rocky and steep and now snow covered. I decided on safety and to go back to the previous hut. This 
left a much longer way out, probably involving walking overnight but on good paths.  

So next morning, I headed back, reversing the boulder fields, with some drifts being thigh deep. I was now 
going to have a quick stop at the hut for water and food, and carry on all the way back to the first hut, 
really long day. Then only a few hours sleep to go through the night for the bus at 0630! or miss my flights! 

Suddenly, near the hut two people appeared. A Norwegian couple were at the hut for the night, going back 
to their car at the dam the next day. More than happy to give me a lift! In fact, they lived near Lofoten, so 
were driving through Narvik and could drop me off at my hotel! I nearly laughed for joy! I couldn’t believe 
my luck.  



       
The next day was a beautiful sunrise and a really nice walk out to their car at the dam, with a large herd of 
reindeer and also clear tracks of the wolf.  So, in the end a really great trip, even without getting back my 
stuff.  

 

 

 

Two Bike Rides, by Deb 

1 Hadrian’s Wall Cycle Route, 96 miles over 3 days. 

Rob and I have an old motor home and over the past few years this has taken us to some very beautiful parts of the 

UK which we wouldn’t have otherwise visited.  Once we arrive on a site, we don’t move it. Instead, we use local 

public transport and our bikes to explore. This has meant that we have used our bikes a bit more than previously.  

But even so, we are very much fair- weather cyclists and we tend to stick to gentle, easy rides. In Summer 2019, Rob 

and were staying on a Caravan and Camping club site in Ravenglass, Cumbria and when we cycled up the coast we 

kept noticing lots of blue route markers and signs referring to the Hadrian’s Wall Cycle route. We had discovered the 

whole new world of the NCN - The National Cycle Network. We decided there and then that we would love to do 

more of the Hadrian’s Wall route and over the winter we bought a map and came up with a plan. We would cycle 

from Carlise to Tynemouth along NCN 72, taking advantage of a car parking spot at our son’s house in Jesmond, 

Newcastle. 

The lockdown of Spring 2020 delayed our trip but it did give us lots of free time for daily training sessions using my 

bike on a fixed stand and this was to pay dividends during our trip. 

At 7am on a Thursday morning at the beginning September 2020, we cycled down through the quite streets of 

Newcastle City Centre - panniers full of all weather gear, snacks and other basic essentials - and boarded a train to 

Carlisle. It was lovely to watch the scenery from the window and know that over the next 3 days we would cycle back 

with much more time to enjoy it.  After a quick breakfast in Carlisle, we began our cycle out of the city to NCN 72. 

Our route guide said the blue route signs would be obvious from the station. And they were, so we followed them, 

only to realise we were heading West towards the coast rather than east towards Newcastle. So we had to turn 

around and start again! We’d notched up an extra 4 miles before we’d begun! How we laughed… 

Carlisle lies at the halfway point of the Harian’s Wall cycle route which runs from Ravenglass in Cumbria, up the 

Coast to Bowness on Solway before turning inland to Carlisle and continuing east to Newcastle and then on to 

Tynemouth. We chose to do the most popular half of the route as logistically it was easier to get to the start and 

then back to our car and also because this section includes the actual wall. The leg down the West coast to 

Ravenglass has been added to the cycle route as this was the site of a Roman Fort and is as far South as  the Romans 

got - the remains of a Roman bath house are meters away from the camping site we’d stayed at in 2019. 

Day one took us along the River Eden and up to Brampton where we sat outside a café for lunch. It felt wonderful to 

be on our way at last - we felt relaxed but energised and ready for anything.  We didn’t know the area at all and 

were constantly looking from side to side so we didn’t miss anything. We then headed along hilly country lanes and 

saw impressive sections of the wall near Birdoswald Roman Fort before a long decent into Haltwhistle and our B and 

B for the night. 36 miles done. We stayed at the Grey Bull- wonderful staff, a secure outbuilding for the bikes and a 



short walk away from a choice of good pubs. Pie, chips and peas were just what we needed and they tasted 

wonderful! 

Haltwhistle was a perfect location for our first night, as it meant that the hilliest part of our route came in the first 

half day two. As we climbed up ….and up…and up…… from the valley floor towards Vindolandia, I kept telling myself 

that I would be at the top before lunchtime and it was more or less downhill all the way to the East coast after that. 

We didn’t go into Vindolandia, a Roman Fort at the highest point of Hadrians Wall, but we had ample chance to see 

it- and parts of the wall- from the cycle route. A short section just after the fort was so steep that I was forced to 

stop several times for a rest. Getting started again on such a steep incline was not easy but I did it and I’m proud to 

say that, even though I stopped for rests, I didn’t walk any of it. My preparation had paid off.  

The plan was to crack open a large bar of fruit and nut at the highest point of the route (260m) just above 

Vindolandia,  but it was so cold and windy that we stopped just long enough to take a few photographs and then 

continued with a long and exhilarating decent into Newbrough before tucking into the chocolate. We had hoped for 

a late morning coffee and cake here but the only place that had served refreshments was closed -so we were very 

glad that we had packed our own. 

A few more miles and a few little hills brought us into Hexham and a much needed coffee and sit down in the town 

centre. And after a tough morning it was good to wander round the town and have a break from cycling. I even 

managed to buy an old typewriter in an antiques centre and made arrangements with the shop owner to collect it 

the following day. Not the sort of thing you can fit in a cycle pannier!  

The route from Hexham to our second overnight stop in Prudhoe was particularly beautiful. It meandered alongside 

the River Tyne and through beautiful Corbridge before joining an old railway line to our destination – the Wormald 

House B and B. Again, we had chosen somewhere with a very friendly owner who ensured our bikes were safe, and it 

was within 100 meters of excellent beer and food. Another 32 miles done. 

Day 3 was to be our shortest day but didn’t always feel like it- mainly because we were tired and also because some 

sections just before and after Newcastle were less than scenic. But there were lots of highlights- the off-road section 

on the old railway line leaving Prudhoe was lovely, riding along the Quayside in Newcastle was very special as we 

know it so well on foot, and the last few miles around the headland from North Shields to Tynemouth was stunning! 

The promenade at Tynemouth had been widened in the covid restrictions and it was a treat to cycle along the coast, 

free of traffic, knowing that we had made it. As we did so we spotted signs for the start of the NCN1- the Coast and 

Castle route…..and the seed was sewn for our next mini cycle tour.  

We had loved almost every minute of our journey, from the panoramic hilltop views to coastal beaches, from the 

lush woodlands and meandering rivers to the bleak moors, from the quiet country villages to the hustle and bustle of 

Newcastle Quayside, we had so many memories to treasure for years to come. We had had a mini adventure 

together and it was very special. For me, it brought back memories of inter railing and travelling in Asia when I was 

younger- though the trips were entirely different in most respects, they all had one thing in common- the sense of 

travelling. They weren’t holidays, they were journeys, with everything you needed in a back-pack or pannier. Just 

wonderful! 

 

 

 



2 Coast and Castles Cycle Route, 113 miles over 3 days. 

Again our trip was delayed due to another lockdown and again we made use of a parking space at our sons house. 

We started our journey on the Quayside at Newcastle at 8 am on a very sunny June morning in 2021. The actual 

NCN1 cycle route begins at Tynemouth and we hadn’t really factored in this extra 10 miles when making our plans-

which meant that we had to cycle 48 miles on day one! But this just meant that we enjoyed our breakfast stop in 

Tynemouth even more. And our evening meal at the Wellwood Arms B and B in Amble after a very long day on the 

bike was the BEST EVER!!! 

Day one saw us cycling by fantastic beaches and through beautiful coastal villages- Seaton Sluice which sounds grim 

but is stunning, Newbiggin-by-the-sea, Cresswell, Druridge Bay… The sun shone and glinted off the sea and we 

overdosed on gorgeousness. Even negotiating Blythe, with its cranes and turbine manufacturing yards, was new and 

interesting. Most of the route was off road- either on designated cycle paths or shared pathways alongside quiet 

roads. 

Day two, a mere 28 miles, was mainly on very quiet roads and was just as picturesque. We cycled past our first Castle 

at Warkworth and made a mental note to return to this beautiful village in the future and then continued through 

Alnmouth, Bulmer, Howick and Crastor. A highlight of the trip was a short stretch along the beach between Boulmer 

and Howick. It wasn’t the easiest terrain, with lots of sand, grass and stones to negotiate. Our route guide had 

suggested an alternative road route to avoid this section but we are so glad we chose to stay with the coast as our 

extra efforts were well rewarded with tiny bays and stunning beaches. Somewhere else to return to one day. 

Before our overnight stay in Seahouses, we took a detour to Beadnell Bay - somewhere we know well and love - for 

coffee and cake at our favourite café, followed by a paddle in the sea. It was a hot day and oh so lovely to cool our 

feet in the rock pools. Then onto Seahouses and the  Hornecliffe Guest House which was wonderful and it only a 

short walk to the harbour, where we sat with a tray of fish and chips as the sun went down. A wonderful end to a 

wonderful day. 

The highlights of day three were the views of Bamburgh Castle and the ride onto Holy Island. The NCN routes are all 

planned to be on either traffic free paths or very quiet roads. Between Bamburg and Holy Island, the busy A1 hugs 

the coast and for this reason our route took us inland and up into the hills near Belford. This means that you glimpse 

Holy Island and Lindisfarne Priory for a good couple of hours before you get there! And on several occasions, we 

were cycling in the opposite direction – slightly soul destroying when your legs are getting tired! But eventually, after 

a few little hills and a headwind along the causeway, we arrived at Lindisfarne where we took a break on the beach 

for lunch. Luckily the tide was in our favour and we didn’t need to rush.  

Between here and Berwick-on-Tweed, the coastline becomes a bit wilder and we were blessed with dramatic views 

from the cliff top paths and lanes. Descending into the town was a joy as we were cream crackered and looking 

forward to getting off the bikes and exploring the town. The road became a bit more complicated than our route 

guide suggested but luckily, we met another couple doing the same route and they used their satnav to guide us 

across the river and down to our-and their-hotel for the night, the newly refurbished and highly recommended 

Berwick Premier Inn. Another 37 miles covered. Our son and his girlfriend drove our car up from Newcastle the next 

morning and we spent the day exploring Berwick-On-Tweed before heading back south. Another lovely ending to a 

pefect trip. 

 

The Hadrian’s Wall route had been a real challenge for us as it was hillier and the longest we’d ever cycled and we 

loved it because it was our first cycle trip. But the Coast and Castles route, with its beautiful sea and castle views, is 

the one we would do again. The full route continues into the hills across the border and on to Edinburgh and maybe 

we will do this section one day. We have booked to do the second half of the Harian’s Wall route, 88 miles from 

Ravenglass to Carlisle, over 2 days in April 2022.  Bring it on! 



 

                      Seaton Sluice                                                                               Beautiful stretch between Boulmer and Howick 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

                   Lindesfarne                                                                                    On the path between Holy Island and Berwick 

                                                                                                         

 

Vasaloppet 2020 - Learning the hard way, by Geoff 

 

What was I thinking? I’m not the endurance event guy. Any fitness I’ve had is generally a happy by-product of fun  -
riding bikes, running or the odd short triathlon. But here I was, lined up i fäders spår in Salen, giddy with excitement 
waiting for the dawn start of Vasaloppet’s 90k route.  
 
I got the cross-country bug on family ski and snowboard trips to Finland. The four of us escaping the lifts and noise, 
following tracks off into the crisp stillness of the woods in the soft arctic light. It was my idea of heaven.  
 
Entering a classic ski race wasn’t really on my radar though, until a chat with a couple of Scandi parents at Sheffield 
Tri-club Juniors spilled over into weekly meet-ups to roller ski. 
 
Before I was really beyond the bambi-legged phase on my roller skis, I’d signed myself up and I was locked in for 
Vasaloppet 2020 (the unseeded Öppet Spår 90k of course) 
 
In between laughing at my spectacular falls, my Danish/Norwegian coaching team of Pia and Ingun would try to 
impart some technique and fitness advice as I graduated from the cycle track to doubling up on the 16.5k closed 
road loop by Derwent and Howden dams. I was doing the 33k in about 2 hours - surely I was ready. 
 
Nope. After Vasaloppet’s first big climb out of Salen and just about holding it together across a couple of frozen 
lakes, devoid of snow, I was already a wreck. Temperatures had been too high for any natural snow cover. The tracks 
were frozen slush that had been trucked-in as part of a valiant effort to allow the event to go ahead. Many entrants 
had pulled out before the start. 
 
25k in and my abdominals start cramping up like I’ve never encountered before or since. It’s all I can do to 
repeatedly wince in agony, clench my jaw and keep moving until it eases and I can press on. I attempt to keep pace 



with a leathery-skinned old gubbe and get taught my biggest lesson. My laboured double polling is no match for his 
effortless glide. My year on tarmac, not a patch on his years on snow and soon he’s gone. 
 
The descents start to come thick and (very) fast. What might’ve been tracks are now 1m wide ice chutes with 
mounds of frozen slush either side. I know I fell 6 times but only remember the two most spectacular. Risberg spat 
me into it’s rocky drainage ditch at speed -  a miracle I didn’t break bones, skis or poles. I went down so hard on the 
ice of another nameless slope, I thought I’d never get up again. My target went from a sub 9 hour time to finishing 
before dark to just finishing in one piece! 
 
10 hours 41 minutes since the excitement of the start and just before the last trace of daylight vanished from Mora’s 
evening sky, I crossed the famous finish line - exhausted but happy. I knew I’d earned my finishers medal even if I 
had been more Eddie The Eagle than Dave Ryding  
 
I’d love to do it again but I’d like to get some of that leathery old gubbe’s glide first. I’m already feeling the benefit of 
the coaching I’ve had with Yorkshire Dales Cross Country Ski Club so, who knows, maybe next year? 

 

 

Training hard                                                                              Crossing the finish line- at last! 

 

 

A Festive Yorkshire Quiz, by Chris P 

This was compiled by Chris, a keen cyclist, skier and orienteer coach, for his friends before Christmas, 
hence the outfit….. 

All locations are in North Yorkshire  

Click here for the quiz:  https://youtu.be/gULdaJzlj8c  

We will email out the answers at the end of January. 
 

 

WE HOPE YOU’VE ENJOYED THE NEWSLETTER!  ALL THE VERY BEST FOR 2022. 

 

 

                                    Yorkshiredalesskiclub                          @YorkshireSki 

 

 

 

https://youtu.be/gULdaJzlj8c


 

 

 

 

 


