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Editorial

Well May is with us already...... It seems only yesterday that we were putting together the February Magazine. A lot
has happened over the past 3 months though.

March was great as | was lucky to go to Barcelona, it was my sisters 40" Birthday and that is where we decided to
celebrate it. We flew from Bradford, arrived Saturday and flew back Tuesday, just in time, as the England football
fans were arriving for the big match. Barcelona is a great city, enjoyed the great architecture, lots of shopping, very
relaxed atmosphere, friendly people, good restaurants too. Tapas where excellent and the wine flowed. We packed
lots in and the weather was unbelievable for March. There were lots of street entertainers and The Ramblas was
touristy but great. Would definitely recommend it if you are looking for a city break. Feel quite like a travel agent now.
Had | been a travel agent though | may have known that the hotel | had booked was very close to the red light area.

April was like summer, who would have expected the weather we got during April.

Hope that doesn’t mean that we have had our summer!!!! We enjoyed Mike’s brother’s 25" Wedding Anniversary do
at Mr Chu’s, he was a young groom. The meal was gorgeous and we met some nice people we had not met before.
Easter was a good time too, time off and sunshine what more can you ask for. Mike went out Good Friday, not
popular date choice, to check out possible roads for Beaver Rally with “the boys”, Gibby, Gav, Andy and Dan.
Successful by all accounts, so that made it ok that he wasn't with us. Easter weekend was spent picnicking/walking
at Forge Valley, recommended by lan, and then on to Whitby. Good day. Other activities included bowling, | came

May was soon here, we all have a “bad” month for Birthdays, well ours is May. It was Alex’s 13", fortunately he has
not turned into “Kevin” overnight, yet. He didn’t want a party, “too old” so we gave him free reign to choose the
families activities over May Bank Holiday weekend. He chose to go to Bridlington for the day, amusements, rides and
burgers. Next was bowling with friend in tow. His chosen meal “3 days running” was pizza, we are all definitely pizzad
out now, possibly with the exception of Alex. We watched lots of lad’s movies on our “cinema nights” too.

Also my brothers and Mike’s brothers Birthdays were celebrated.

May 7" saw many Beverley Motor Club members enjoying a great day in Beverley on the family celebration day.
Celebrating 25 years since Beverley & District Motor Club became a limited company. | would like to thank lan and
Sheron for organising a very enjoyable day. The treasure hunt was well received and just the right length. The code
boards caused a bit of controversy, lan and Sheron got a little bit of grief from some locals as they were convinced
cars would be hurtling across the Westwood. Everyone enjoyed their picnics, the rain stayed away and the day got
better and better. The traditional silly games, with a few new games thrown in were thoroughly enjoyed by everyone,
| don’t always attend these, but | certainly won’t be missing out in the future. The day ended with a barbecue at The
Dog & Duck, well organised, plenty of food and FREE.

The Atkinson Family were the winners of the treasure hunt, only by one point mind. James Duke won the overall title
in the silly games. Jenny Edwards was 2" overall and 1% Lady. Alex Petch was 3" overall and 1% young adult male.
Abigail Hardy was 1% young adult female. Jacob Horner was 1 junior boy and Katie Delaney was 1* junior girl. But
we were all winners as the day was such a great success.

Hope you enjoy the magazine this time. You will no doubt notice that we have a “special” report this time, in the style
of Lord of The Rings, Mike got totally carried away. He has put a load of work into his report though, so it just had to
go in this issue. He has always had a wonderful imagination as some of his previous reports have shown, but this
really takes the biscuit. Read on and you will see exactly what | mean.

In closing, | would like to extend my sincere best wishes to Mike, Jill and all the Smith family. | am sure that everyone
at Beverley and District Motor Club Limited joins me in wishing Mike the quickest of recoveries.

Best Wishes

Lorraine

Silly Games.... “How not to jump around on a space hopper”



Chairman’s Chunterings

May Day

The club celebrated becoming a limited company by organising a treasure hunt and games on the Westwood on the
7" May. After a few weeks of perfect weather the forecast was for the day were showers and sunny intervals. Luckily
the showers managed to kept away apart from a few spots of rain

The day got off to a start with a walking Treasure Hunt round Beverley that started with a selective through the
woods. lan had caused a stir with the locals walking their dogs by putting up a number of number plates. We had to
collect the white number plates and ignore those with a white background. Sheron was at the end with the stopwatch
and giving out the actual clues for the treasure hunt. This was to be used in the event of a tie but was not needed in
the end. lan and Sheron had managed to purloin some local maps of Beverley to mark down the route and give us
some indication as to where some of the clues could be located.

The clues stumped some people, as you had to look everywhere to locate the answers. Some were easy and some
quite tricky, even Matthew and family had to go back to look for some they had missed on their first walk around.

Picnics were the order of the day for lunch and the baskets, cool boxes and flasks were brought out. Once lunch was
over, lan started to get the games ready for the afternoon.

The format was similar to the Easter Extravaganza but with the addition of some new games. A milk crate had been
obtained and numbers placed in the bottom to score when the golf balls were thrown into it. More difficult than you
think as you had to get the balls in just right to prevent them bouncing out.

One the games had finished it was back to the Dog and Duck for a barbeque. The pub had put on a variety of
chicken, burgers and sausages together with various salads etc. The results were calculated and the Atkinsons were
the winners in the Treasure Hunt whilst James was declared the winner for the afternoon games.

My thanks go to lan and Sheron for organising the day, which we hope to make an annual event.

Not a lot more to say for this month. Watch out for the next mag for a report on the Viking Classic, that | am doing
with Andy Beaumont.

Gunner

Graeme looking delighted after discovering a new talent..........



Nine Things Women Do Or Say......

1.) Fine: This is the word women use to end an argument when they are right and you need to shut up.

2.) Five Minutes : If she is getting dressed, this means a half an hour.

Five minutes is only five minutes if you have just been given five more minutes to watch the game before helping
around the house.

3.) Nothing : This is the calm before the storm. This means something, and you should be on your toes. Arguments
that begin with nothing usually end in fine.

4.) Go Ahead : This is a dare, not permission. Don't Do It!
5.) Loud Sigh : This is actually a word, but is a non-verbal statement often misunderstood by men. A loud sigh means
she thinks you are an idiot and wonders why she is wasting her time standing here and arguing with you about

nothing. (Refer back to 3 for the meaning of nothing.)

6.) That's Okay : This is one of the most dangerous statements a women can make to a man. That's okay means she
wants to think long and hard before deciding how and when you will pay for your mistake.

7.) Thanks : A woman is thanking you, do not question, or Faint. Just say you're welcome.
8.) Whatever : Is a women's way of saying F**K YOU!
9.) Don't worry about it, | gotit: ~ Another dangerous statement, meaning this is something that a woman has told a

man to do several times, but is now doing it herself. This will later result in a man asking "What's wrong?" For the
woman's response refer to 3.

Road Rallies 2007

Date Event Club Contact
9/10 June Memorial Garstang and | www.gpmc.com
ANCC Preston MC Terry May 01772 627835
14/15 July Countdown Spadeadam www.spadeadammotorclub.co.uk
ANCC Motor Club Richard Thompson01461 337281
21/22 July Drystone Mid www.mid-derbyshiremc.co.uk
EMAMC Derbyshire
Motor Club
4/5 August St Wilfreds Ripon Motor www.riponmotorsportsclub.co.uk
ANCC/EMAMC Sport Club Sheila Dawson 01423 566275
1/2 September Oaks Ecurie Royal | www.eromc.co.uk
ANCC/EMAMC Oak Motor Nigel Bayley 01260 271303
Club
22/23 September Mercian Mercia MSG www.merciamotorsports.org.uk
EMAMC
Stage Rallies 2007
Jun - Sat 16™" Dukeries Rally. Sue Rylatt has requests assistance at Rainbow Hill. Sign on expected to be 10.00.
Jun - Sun 24" Torque BAC Stages at Swinderby.
July ARMSTRONG MASSEY STAGES COMING SOON.......
Sunday July 8" at Alamain Barracks, Driffield.
If you are not competing we are looking for plenty of help to set up on Saturday ™.
July - Sat 21 - Opposite Lock Stages at Manby.

August - Sun 5"
September- Sun 16"
October - Sat 6"

Centenary Rally at Twyford Wood — map ref 130/946238
Thor Hammer Stages at Driffield.
Trackrod Rally Yorkshire.

Contact for all above events — Matthew Atkinson.
Further dates for other events are available, and updated regularly on the BDMC website: www.bdmec.org.uk



Joke Alert

Shazegpea’(‘e

William Shakespeare walked into a pub and asked for a pint, but the landlord shouted
at him: Get out — you're Bard!”

What is the first sign of madness? Suggs comi.ng up your drive.

Why was the piece of black tarmac scared of the pie  ce of red tarmac? Because it was
a cyclepath.

What do you call a Frenchman in sandals?
Phillipe Fallop.

Matt showing us how it should be done......

Everyone had finished their picnics — with lashings of Ginger Beer.....great family day...



Editor - Seems like ages ago, but here are the reports for the last two 12 Car Rallies.

BUCCANEER 12 CAR RALLY
Thursday 1 % March 2007
Organised by Graeme Potter on Map 106

Although this round of the Beverley & District Motor Club Ltd 12 Car Navigational Rally Championship was
technically Graeme’s event, as is often the case these days, his work commitments left him elsewhere in the country
on the required evening. The running of the event was therefore left in the capable hands of Misters Atkinson and
Beaumont.

Matthew had obviously checked the route and apparently modified it, with Graeme’s consent to make the navigation
a little more plottable, particularly for the Novices.

Competitors met at The 32 and 47(see Menu) for signing on, ready for the usual 8.00 start.

Gavin and | had been seeded at Car 1, despite only being second in the Championship, but | was not going to protest
too much. Phil and Oggy would start at Car 2, rather than 1, followed at Car 3 by Mr Gibbins with special guest driver.
For what is hopefully not the only time, Guy Smith would pilot him around the lanes. Just in case any of our newer
members are not sure, Guy, who is the son of Pete Smith, top Beverley competitor from the much missed Pre-Plot
Road Rally days of the 70’s and 80’s, has achieved some success of his own in motorsport. Obviously, now drawn to
our own prestigious Championship, his previous victories, including driving a Bentley at the 2003 Le Mans 24 Hours
Race somewhere in Europe, must pale into some insignificance. We welcome him, hoping he has a sense of
humour!!

Anyway, having read the final instructions, noting any clues or tricks that may be present, we set off into the first
section. Simple enough, 6 map references presented using both numbers and written text.

If | had plotted them more accurately, and if my brain had recalled what | had just read in the final instructions, |
would not have gone completely the wrong way. Excuse, let me think of some!!

Could 2 excessively large glasses of Jack Daniels on Wednesday night have affected the part of my brain that is
used for short-term memory? Could my new jeans have been too tight, or was the Moon in the wrong alignment with
Uranus? Or was | just not concentrating? Sorry Gavin!!

Everything went Ok from here until the next error!! | was put at ease a little when | found out that lan had also
messed up the first section, although losing only 2 minutes to our, or my 5 !! Phil and Mike were clean, but got cursed
later at the TTC at Sancton when | suggested he was going to win.

As mentioned already, our next error was coming up. After a loop down to Goodmanham, we were heading north
over South Dalton Wold to the usual triangle junctions. Nothing had been mentioned about going long way in the
instructions, but as we braked for the slot right at the second one, we passed the short way. We had also passed the
control board, therefore we were already in the control area, whichever way around we went, so Gavin turned into the
control and stopped at the marshal, having not exactly gone the short way!! | had not specified either way, neither of
us giving any thought that we would receive a W/D, which we did. Jon Vine and John Turnbull also received the
same penalty, although | believe they actually took the over the grass triangle option.

Whatever, our night had gone completely ‘tits up’, as they say!! Unfortunately, | could not find anyone, or anything
else to blame. It was just going to be one of those nights!! And | had not even made my last mistake either!!

The section around Etton, depicted using simple grid squares drew me to go right down the ‘B’ road and straight
through Etton village, slowly of course. The correct, and shortest route should have been the usual road around the
back of the village. We carried on, down Flower Hill, Monkton Walk and straight down the ‘B’ road back to
Walkington, completely unaware that we, or more accurately, |, was wrong. Arriving at STC13, Ben informed me that
it was actually STC14. | was convinced he was wrong, but in fact | had actually missed STC12 at Etton. With Andy
and Dan at STC13 having signed as STC12, my complete time card was now messed up. Ben had by now signed
both STC13 and STC14, so | just handed it in, the result would be irrelevant now.

My curse on Phil and Mike worked though; they also plotted the wrong way around Etton, but realised in time and
corrected their route, dropping 3 minutes in the process. This handed the win to Guy Smith and lan Gibbins. Guy will
no doubt be more than chuffed at putting our trophy to the front of his cabinet, in front of some of his other, less
prominent silverware!!!

| am sure Graeme would want to extend his gratitude to his organising team and marshals, who ran it smoothly for
him in his absence. The navigation was not difficult, it was just ready to punish any navigator not thinking clearly, like
me on the night. | still have no idea how | could have read, and discussed with lan before the start, where the less
than 100m of ‘Green’ road used would be, then 10 minutes later sent Gavin along 1.5 km of it!! Stupid or what!!

| was not sure whether to publish the results, but | have anyway, just to show how rubbish | was!!

Results

1*  Guy Smith lan Gibbins Expert OF 2 minutes
2" Phil Burton Mike Ogram Expert OF 3 minutes

" Andy Stewart Roger Stoneley Novice OF 8 minutes
4™ James Duke Mark Edwards Semi-Expert 1F 5 minutes
5™ Jon Vine John Turnbull Novice 1F 8 minutes

" Gavin Smith Mike Petch Useless 2F 10 minutes
7" Chris Marsh Paul Ashton Novice 5F 39 minutes

Mike Petch



Editor — here is another report from the same event......

The Buccaneer Trophy 12 Car Rally

Tell it like it is! - By John Turnbull

Here’s a good question for you, Can pigs really fly? | think yes after this 12 car! Let me explain. With Ben Blanchard
retiring from 12 car competing, | found myself driverless and facing doing 12 cars on a pushbike if | was going to
compete. Anyway, I've been talking about doing 12 cars with Jon Vine for a bit now, seeing as he never seems to
have a regular navigator. So a call was made and we agreed to have a go. The only snag was Jon’s pug was
suffering from a lack of gearbox, so we used his 2™ car, a Range Rover V8! Well, | thought this would be pretty cool,
but aren’t four wheel drives banned? Jon assured me he had ‘special permission’ to use it.

I met Jon at the start at Walkington and found we were car 10, last car. I'm not bothered which car we start, it's how
quick and precise you are that counts, right? This thing was awesome! We set off like a bat out of hell to the first
control, which happened to be Ben who was pissing himself laughing. He couldn’t believe we were doing a 12 car in
this!

Next section was Risby Park where we passed Mark and James turning round having gone wrong, or were they
running away scared. We arrived 2 minutes early at the control and early at the next one too. One advantage of
being in a 4x4 is you can see over the hedges and see where the other cars are going, pretty handy because by now
we had caught the lead cars up.

Riplingham airshafts came next; the car started swaying at this point “oh we must be doing a ton then!” Jon said
having no dashboard lights and no clue how fast we were going. | wasn’t worried; he can handle this thing can’'t he?
Course he can! It wasn’t the last time we would hit a ton.

Dan and Andy B were at a control at Newbald, they were amazed by the awesome V8 power, saying they could hear
us miles away, it being such a clear night and all. We were all early at the next control, so time to stretch the legs.
Roger had his usual moans to make, this time it being about us using a V8, who cares! 4 cylinders are mine and 4
are Jon’'s, was what Jon told him. Sit back down Rog, nice one Jon!

Jon reckoned he’d never been down Granny’s Attic. | have many times, it’s like pace notes now, this was the best
section by far, fast and flying! Having been early at every control up to this point and clean, jinx had to strike some
time; it always bloody does with me. We went over this triangle somewhere near Middleton, drove over the board and
the marshal gave us W/D, what the hell! How can you go W/D when you go over the damn triangle? Then |
remembered we past the control board before the triangle, no worries. From there it went round Rogers’s corner at
Lund to Lockington area, where it all went a little bit sideways. Crossroads right was shouted and Whoa ya bitch was
all | heard, looked up and there’s a telewag pole heading my way! At the last second the pig jumped back on the
road... phew! This is where | dropped a bollock and sent us wrong way round Etton and missed the bloody control. |
didn’t realise until we were nearly in Newbald, Bugger!

We got to Ben at the last control when we realized we had one missing, my fault for not asking, sorry Jon mate, a
harsh lesson learnt. Still we proved that a Range Rover can whip most cars on a 12 Car, especially if the Vinester is
driving it! We finished 5" with the fail and time dropped. | believe that if we had gone the right way round Etton we
would have only dropped 2 minutes, if that, and finished 2" on engine power. But ifs and buts don't win 12 Cars do
they? Maybe next time. It was one of the best 12 Cars I've ever done, thanks to Jon; hopefully we can become a
formidable team.

Joke
Alert

| like Chicken Tikka but I prefer Chicken Tarkat'sljust the same but a little otter.



Curtis Memorial 12 Car Rally

Thursday 22 " March 2007
Organised by Andy Stewart

Event number 5 in the championship would be the last before the action resumed in October. After my performance
on the previous event, | was keen to redeem myself. The good news was that both lan and Oggy were going to
marshal, meaning | could not fail but score top points, as no other experts were competing. That did not mean that
we would necessarily definitely win though!!

After signing on at the Light Dragoon in Etton, MTC 1 was heading west on the ‘yellow’, just north of the village.

The ‘expert’ route instructions given out were a nightmare. Row after row of numbers, which initially made no sense.
After an immediate wrong slot/guess, the format began to draw a little clearer. James and Mark had followed and
turned around ahead of us, leaving us both following novice crews with easier route instructions. At least | now knew
what the route handout meant. A cumulative list of all the spot heights and grid lines we were crossing. It was just too
hard to plot in the car at speed, so we just followed until the next section and some more route instructions. We had
dropped 14 minutes, one less than James and Mark, and a lot more than Jon and John. Little chance of winning
seemed possible now.

By the time | have got around to completing this report, | have forgotten much of where we went and what
instructions we got. All | remember is telling Gavin he had to really push down towards Blacktoft and Laxton, as if we
were to get the minute back off James and Mark, it may be here. Gavin later told everyone | had a death wish as he
was already going as fast as possible. Everything seemed to plot easier until the finish at Melbourne and somehow
we did end up winning as everyone else messed up later in the event. Andy Stewart had put on a very good event,
using a different area, which is always welcome. Unfortunately, a couple of the beginners failed to make the finish,
where the Landlord had forgotten to make us the supper Andy had organised.

Everybody was hungry, but had a good night.

1* Gavin Smith Mike Petch 14.10
2m Jon Vine John Turnbull 20.01
3¢ Jonathan Williams Brodie Birkett 22.10
4" James Duke Mark Edwards ~ 22.10
Dean Botterill Adam Mayo DNF
Mark Ellis Martin Ellis DNF
Mike Petch

The Ryemoor Rally
17"/18" March 2007.

Many thanks to Gavin Smith for giving me a lift to the start so that | could meet my driver, Andy Stewart. We went
through noise and scrutineering, no problem, then on to the start venue for documentation. Down then to plotting
black spots and no go areas, all this done, then the wait until the briefing. There was virtually a full entry, so the
marshals were in for a long night, as it turned out to be a cold and wet one. We were starting at Car 36, so our start
time was 00.36. The first section was a little loop to finish west of Stillington, transport to 3 miles just south of Marton,
then a map reference to avoid took us past Skewsby. Next were tulips with a NAM taking us via Grimston Moor, on to
Yearsley and STC6. TTC7 was sited on a triangle NW of Yearsley, from here we started a timed to the second
section which used the farm roads at Zion Hill Farm. It was quite muddy here and finished on a yellow before
Crayke. RTC9 was to the west, we then did a series of yellows to STC10, with a quiet through Olsten and then on to
TTC11 just to the east.

We then started another timed to the second section, this one took us back to Yearsley Moor, then north and left
along the yellow towards Newburgh Priory. It was here that we overshot the first junction and by the time we had
turned round, we found that we were following 3 other cars. We had no way of overtaking, so we lost a lot of time
here. Next, down towards Garbutts Ghyll, on to Husthwaite, north east to Coxwold, then along the caravan route left
at Byland Abbey, to finish South East of Kilburn. Through High Kilburn to restart, then it was up White Horse hairpins
to STC16, then along to TTC17 at Sutton Bank car park.

From here we went north, then east towards Old Byland then down to Caydale Mill. TTC18 was at Murton Grange,
then on to IRTC19 which went towards Hawnby. From here we turned right and headed towards the B1257 via a
bridge with road works. It was back at the 90 right that we encountered the unfortunate Ruijsenaars who had gone
into a wall injuring the driver. Then we went down the ‘white’ to Crabtree Farm and up to Ashberry Wood and onto
the B1257 for RTC20. Through Helmsley and A170, we turned right at Roman Villa towards Wombleton Airfield and
TTC21. Then onto TTC25 via Wombleton Airfield, Welburn and Great Edstone, back onto A170 to petrol at
Middleton. We had dropped 29min 56 sec in the 1% half. MTC2 was sited on the yellow south of Aislaby, from here
we ran to STC28 via Great Barugh then Great Habton to finish north of Eden Camp.

From here, a transport section through Malton to TTC29 north east of Menethorpe. IRTC30 finished north west of
Leavening and RTC31 just north of Acklam. From here we went east and towards Thixendale via Water Dale and to
TTC33, just to the south. Then along the Roman Road, left along the gated road, then right to finish before
Bugthorpe. Then onwards to Leppington, left at Gally Gap crossroads, via Bossall, Buttercrambe and STC38 before
Sand Hutton. All that was left was a run to the finish at The Hazelbush. In the second half we dropped 7mins 54secs
and finished 30 O/A out of 45 starters, well done to Danny and lan for a deserved win.

Roger Stoneley



Editor — another version of events........

RYEMOOR TROPHY RALLY

Malton Motor Club

17™"/18™ March 2007

The Ryemoor Trophy, run by Malton Motor Club is always a popular event, this year attracting 47 entries. The top 20
was loaded with quality crews, many of who could take the top places, so a hard fought night would be in store.
Team Beverley had 4%z crews entered, Mike Ogram being the half, as he had Stan from Malton driving him as usual.
They were seeded at 3, Dan and lan at 5, myself and Gavin at 14, Jon Vine and John Turnbull at 32 and Andy
Stewart and Roger Stoneley at 36.

The liaison run took us all to lan’s gaff for coffee, or tea as required, due time 7.30. As Roger was meeting Andy at
the start, he was hitching a ride with us. He would probably be safer inside Gavin's car than he would be in the car in
front of him!!

Our tyre choice looked like it may be wrong at scrutineering, most of the leading crews having adopted knobblies,
despite the dry conditions and very few miles of ‘white’ roads.

We should have known really. Most sections on tarmac are usually easy enough to clean if you get the route correct,
the ‘off road’ sections timed to the second often deciding the final result.

An early ‘white’ around Stan’s mates farm tracks had us struggling for grip, losing vital seconds.

The event generally posed no problems for us, maintaining good pace with no mistakes that | can remember. It is
now May 1%, so my memory is vague about the details. A fine route had us all over some of the best bits of Map 100.
More seconds slipped away around Rievaulx ‘white’, it being a bit too rough for our road tyres. That was our fault
though. Despite that, a good night was had by all, resulting in a fine 6" overall. The current pace of the lead crews
has become awesome. Even Dan and lan were struggling to keep up with Steve Retchless, navigated on this
occasion by Sam Collis. A cruel blow 500 yards from the last time control at Buttercrambe, handed Steve and Sam’s
clear win to Dan and lan when his RS 2000’s transmission failed. Gutted, they limped home in 24" Stan and Oggy
had a good night out taking 3" overall. Jon Vine having paired up with John Turnbull for the night, took 28", two
places ahead of arch rivals, Andy Stewart and Roger Stoneley.

Mike Petch

Naughty
Joke Alert

A\
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An Eskimo touring Wales had a breakdown in his car. “Looks like you've blown a seal,”
said the mechanic. “So what,” said the Eskimo, “You lot shag sheep! “

A man bursts into a Doctor's surgery and punches him on the nose. “That's for saying that
my wife has a nice fanny.” “I didn't, “said the Doctor, "I said she had acute angina.”

Two old women arranged to meet in town for lunch. 1st Woman “Did you come on the
bus?” 2nd Woman “Yes, but | made it look like ana  sthma attack.”

Why do Teletubbies go to the loo together? Thegnly got one Tinky Winky.



THE WESTMORLAND RALLY
BY JOHN TURNBULL

Now most people think the Lake District is too far a field to travel to do a road rally, but | strongly recommend it to
anyone, its only 2 hours away, but well worth it. Me and Jon decided to enter this years and travelled up with Mike
and Ben, well sort of, they left us on the A1 don’t know why, there’s no rush. Any how, the start and finish was at
Tebay services on the M6, we went the long way round though via Penrith because we were that busy talking and
looking for tanks we missed the turnoff we wanted, oops. Eventually we got sorted out and started car 33, there was
a poor turnout of ANCC crews on this one, so easy points were up for grabs, or so we thought.

The first section was awesome through this quarry, there was that much dust flying about we didn’t know which way
was which. Jon pulled an ace 360 round the only board in the quarry and we caught the car in front, an Astra | think,
don’t know we didn't see it again all night. We were on a mission, everything was flowing, | was getting it on the map
quickly and Jon was driving like a man possessed. Loads of not-as-maps to keep us entertained, some not even like
the diagrams the organizers drew. There was this one up on the moors, it said 150 yard to the grass track, well what
a load of crap that was! The only reason we found it was a couple of parked cars down it spectating. Lots of dry stone
walls round that neck of the woods, they come that close to the road in some places you can't even open the car
doors. Jon reckons its better like that; all you do is aim the car between the walls and plant your foot to the floor.
Holy shit! | read the spectators info at the start, a naughty trick but hey | don't care, anything to get ahead. | noticed
they were using Wath hairpin, so | told Jon and we expected photos and speccys, but got there and no one was
around. Shame really, they missed some good handbrakes because it was flat out up to it. The next sections
covered some main roads so they were pretty straight forward, but the next bit was where all the drama happens...
We headed past Kirkby Stephen to some right windy roads and got to a ford. Bearing in mind we were running with
cars 22 and 23 by now, not through going wrong but being so damn quick. Well here’s were we came across Pobs
green meany just through the ford, steaming like a boiling kettle. Mike and Ben stood next to it, Ben was soaked and
Mike was bone dry guess who pushed it out the ford then. Course we thought they’d just drowned out in the ford, it
wasn't until breakfast when we found out the full story, but I'll let Mike tell you that one. The marshal at the next
control said he heard the bang from where he was, that's some serious shit. So we carried on dicing with the local
crews, one bloke in a Golf that we forced our way past got out at the next control and asked if we were locals too. |
think his jaw hit the floor when Jon told him we were from Hull ha-ha! We went on the next section which was really
twisty and fast, | knew | had to be spot on with the corners because he doesn’t hang about don’t Jon. He starts
puffing and blowing towards the end of the section so at the control | says, “you ok mate?” to which | got “bloody hell
I've got a sweat on”. It was a quick section though.

We continued to be quick over the ‘whites’ but one was where we come a cropper. My light and poti started to dim,
so | says to Jon about it and he says that the main lights were too. Oh crap, what's happened? Jon looked at the
next control as | switched to plotting by torchlight to save electric, the sodding horn pump had shook loose and
dropped down and chopped the alternator belt to bits. We kept going as we weren’t far from petrol and thought if we
got there we could fashion something to do the job. But everything went out near Brackenslacks so we tried every
option to make a belt from cable ties to insulating tape, to my bootlaces. We eventually got going with the bootlaces
and after I'd conned this bloke to push us off, we kept going, strangely this all happened on the same bit of road Ben
and | stuffed his purple Proton 2 years ago. Eerie!

We made it down the next ‘white’ section and got to within a mile or so from petrol before, that was it no power no
lights, bugger all. We pushed the car for a bit up hill and down dale until neither of us could breath and said “bollocks”
lets wait for course closer. He came and said he’d send a recovery crew for us, as | was talking to him | scanned his
board and got the board we had missed Ha! Cheating bastard! So we got towed to petrol at Penrith and tried to make
a belt out of some pairs of tights we got from the garage, what sort of garage sells tights anyhow. Must be a lot of
cross dressing truckers up that way. We blagged a boost off from a taxi driver and thought we’d cracked it and could
make it to Tebay for breakfast, that was all we were bothered about now. So | gathered up Jon who was chatting
some drunken birds up who were waiting for a taxi, they were well wrecked. We got halfway down the M6 and Jonny
says that's your lot game over, what the hell! Bugger. So we had no option but to ring the AA and hope for the best.
So here we are sat on the barriers of the M6 supping Red Bulls and this Discovery pulls up with flashing lights
blazing, cool, that was quick. It wasn’t the AA was it, it was highway patrol. They say “where are your hazards?” Jon
said “those are the hazards, do you hear that clicking?” One of them had his hair cut like Val Kilmer off Top Gun, so
there’s me and Jon calling him Ice Man every time he speaks, think he was getting annoyed, but he just laughed it
off. They asked us if we’'d been doing the rally, but | said we were just marshalling, lying bastard, they didn't believe
us! All one of them could talk about was when he found this half dead badger on the M6 and got a wagon to run it
down. | tell you they're all mad up that way. They got every light and sign out the back of this truck and cordoned off
the inside lane as well, how cool was that! Eventually this miserable sod from the AA turns up and tows us to the next
services, he had a belt thankfully and after doing nowt else but moan because we dragged him out of bed he put it
on. | says to him then that we were doing real well until the belt snapped, his face was a picture. Jon was laughing
like hell! Any way we gets back to Tebay and had breakfast and heard Ben'’s story of hitch hiking to Kirkby Stephen
and found out we were 9" at petrol, we couldn't believe it. Wonder where we would have finished? Who knows we
always have a right good laugh on these rallies, let's see how we do next time on the Danum.




Editor.....Here is the one and only, never to be repeated “Trilogy” from my “in a world of his
own” husband.......... It is worth a read though, don't be put off by the sheer length of this
report........ Mike your talents are wasted.......

The adventure begins as our heroes gather alongside the Yorvik Road in The Lay-by of D’Ogg In, the reputed haunt
of many a bum and bandit of years past.

Rumour had been spreading of a great power growing across the northern lands.

The Dark Lord Steve, the Retchless King had returned. For what seemed decades he had lay quiet, but his spirit had
endured the passage of time. Having risen again, he had set about conquering all those who opposed him. Already
the Barons of Whickham in the Realm of Northumbria had surrendered the Shaw Trophy to him, failing to stand
against the power of his wicked Escort. Only four seasons earlier, Sir Stanley of the Stonefeather Clan and Squire
Mike Ogre’Amm had held the trophy aloft after a great victory in that battle.

But hope had remained. Guided by the Sage, lan the Gibbins, Sir Danwell of the Ripon Farms had ridden against
The Dark Lord in the Battle of Ryemoor, defeating him in the very last minutes of the conflict.

Widespread fear grew that he was now rallying his forces across the lands again?

Those from the far Eastern reaches of the Yorvik lands had agreed to meet at this place, still a most eerie site to be
in after the sun had lowered. As yet though, the sun was still high and departure would need to be made before the
sun began its slow descent into the western horizon. That would be about five turns of the clock from the suns
highest point. That time was upon the world of men already. Young Ben, Esquire of Sproatley in the Eastern Shire
and Sir Mike, Son of Norman, Knight of the Kingstown upon the River Hull had arrived first, impatiently waiting for the
rest of their comrades. Time was passing as they enjoyed the warmth of the spring sun, allowing their mount to rest
alongside the grassy pasture. Soon they could wait no longer for Jon of the Vine Orchards and Johnboy the
Bullturner. Casually they climbed aboard Proton; Young Ben’s Emerald Charger and pointed it westwards. It was only
then, at the very last second, that the awaited friends arrived, pressing their white Pug Beast as hard as its heart
would permit. Late was the hour of their arrival, requiring much time to be won back if their quest was to succeed.
Now together, they let their mounts roar off and headed westwards towards the Ancient City of Vikings.

Originally, Mad Gavin, Lord of all Cottingham was to have led the quest. Instead, he had been called north by his
advisers, together with his brother, Just as Mad Mike, to do battle at Driffield against the forces from the Barracks of
Alamain. Their story would have to be told another day.

The early part of the adventure would see time flowing away quickly as no end of mighty juggernauts tried to halt
their progress. Other travellers added to the congested western trade routes, hope already fading that they would
arrive at even their first destination at the scheduled hour.

Guided by Sir Mike, Young Ben was scouting ahead as Mike occasionally glanced rearwards to make sure that the
others were keeping pace. The quickening pace seemed to be causing the rest of the party to lag behind, but they
could not slow, Jon and Johnboy would have to catch up.

Skirting the City to the north, Sir Mike’s mind drifted back many years to happy times spent carousing in the Ancient
City, longing for those days to be renewed. His attention was drawn back to the present by Young Ben'’s request for
further directions. They must head west as far as the First Great Northern Trade Route, mixing with the many trade
caravans heading to the Northern Wildlands beyond the great wall, built by Hadrian, a great Emperor of The Roman
Period, many centuries past. Hidden amongst the many covered wagons, their passage would hopefully be shielded
from the eye of the enemy.

Checking the position of the sun, Sir Mike realised that their pace was good, yet still the others were trailing behind,
occasionally visible in the far distance. The Inn of the Scottish Corner must be reached within the turning of the clock,
so no slowing of the current pace could be permitted.

Once reaching the Inn, still no time would be possible to stop to savour the tempting refreshments that would be
available from within its beckoning facade. If any risked stopping here, the alluring aroma of the many addictive fluids
may well distract them from their course.

A day may come when none can resist the treacherous attraction of the magical alcohol. But it is not this day. This
day they fight. With the strength of the sun making the attraction even stronger, it would take great courage and
conviction to fight past these dangerous temptations, the allure of alcohol and sun, the strongest and most evil of all
drug combinations. A great feeling of relief was felt, that they had just had a narrow escape, yet a tinge of sadness,
that to taste the delights available would surely not have been so bad. That relief should not be held so close
though, as other dangers may lurk in the approaching Pass of Asiktsix.



Very soon, it was obvious that things had been happening here. Much of the track was in need of repair, great care
was needed to negotiate the damaged areas and speed was restricted for miles of their passage. The same risks
came back into Sir Mike’s mind again. The allure from various Inns along the route seemed a friendlier option to his
senses than a night on the road, fighting through the many perils of the dark. Maybe they should stop for just a while,
but thoughts of being waylaid by the woolly backed wives of the Hill People kept him from being swayed and they
continued on.

Worry had now set in for the whereabouts and safety of their two companions. They had witnessed no sign of them
since before setting out west from The Inn of the Scottish Corner into the dangerous Path of Asiktsix. Had they both
been drawn into the Inn by the hidden charms emitting from within? Was Johnboy the Bullturner able to resist the
possibility that the bawdy wenches within may be what his heart really desired? Just as Sir Mike and Esquire Ben
were deciding whether to stop and wait, go back and search, or just keep going, Young Ben had a signal from his
friends ringing through his mind. Jon and Johnboy were now themselves clear of danger and following behind, a
considerable distance back up the trail. At least they could carry on, happy that their friends were still on the way.
The evening sun was still quite high in the sky as everyone ascended the barren Hills of Penn Ine.

Sir Mike kept checking his timepiece and calculated the remaining distance to the next destination. Once at the top of
the Pass, their route would take them to the south and west down the valley into the hamlet of Tebay. Once there,
they must seek out the Travellers Inn at the valley end where it met with the Road of Emmsicks.

The Men of the West have used this route for many generations to transport all manner of goods to trade with the
Wildmen in the north. The most famous of these merchants, Lord Edward of Stobart, already had his wagon train
leaving as they neared the Inn. Before assembling with all the other heroes called to meet here, they had been
called for inspection at a hidden rendezvous, deep in the valley south of the village. A gang of children playing,
paused, and eyed us all curiously as we passed them by. Who were these strangers, with their strange roaring
beasts? This was a local village for local people. They wanted no trouble here.

As the inspection continued, many had come, but many that would normally be expected to attend were not coming.
More worrying than that, still Jon of the Vine Orchard and Johnboy the Bullturner were amongst those not yet
present. How far back had they fallen since last they were seen.

When arriving back at the inn, very little of the alcoholic brews were to be found, so temptation was kept at bay, Sir
Mike favouring a deep smelling brew, extracted from the cocoa trees of the islands across the endless oceans to the
west. Ben was less keen, yet still appeared to be consuming a cold blackish fluid made from coke cinders, still
bubbling when cold, a most loathsome looking liquid, more akin to the contents of a witch’s cauldron.

Finally, after what seemed an age of concern, Jon and Johnboy arrived. They had got lost over the Pass of Asiktsix
at the meeting of the trails. Even with a map in their possession, other distractions had taken them too far over the
Pass, arriving at the Walls of Penrith Castle before realising the wrong route had been taken. They were now well
north of where they were meant to be. Only a league more and they would have been in danger, trespassing into the
domain of the Wildmen north of the wall. To reach the gathering at the hamlet of Tebay, they had joined the
merchants and headed south down the Road of Emmsicks, making great haste to arrive before it was too late to join,
and remain a part of the Fellowship’s mission, quest, thing!

But they were here now, experiencing the same apprehension as all those present, yet fuelled by adrenaline and
worried by thoughts of what has not yet to come to pass.

All the final preparations were being made, possible routes noted down and areas of danger that would need
avoiding at all costs being marked as black spots on the parchment maps.

The assembled Knights nearly filled the Great Hall, many were seated, but many paced the room, sharing tales and
passing casual thoughts to one another.

Disturbing the assembled throng, a caravan of travellers had stopped, parking their huge coaches amid the hustle in
the massive clearing outside the Inn. A more rag tag bunch of beings you would not wish to be in the company of.
Upon collecting their steaming suppers of various meats and broths, the travellers leered and frowned at all those
around them, until some of the seated assembly moved away, just to keep the peace.

From the far reaches of the west they had come, having gathered at the National Grand Horse Fair. Many looked to
have been cavorting and carousing heavily, it was best to keep a watchful eye, while maintaining a safe distance.
After all, they were all hungry and in need of rest, their business was their own. Very soon, and without any of the
feared trouble, the travellers collected their belongings, gathering outside, many smoking a noxious pipe weed. All
then drifted off into the depth of the night.

Darkness had long since enshrouded the assembled army of beasts outside, many still being tended and adjusted for
the coming adventure. Sir Mike had already got everything packed and ready, he was now merely waiting the final
council from the Lords of the Eden Valley. This would be one turn of the clock before they must depart, and that was
still yet a further turn away.

Even at this late hour, any last words of wisdom or offer of aid would be gratefully received. Almost as though his
deepest thoughts had been answered, Sir Mike raised from his chair to the timely arrival of Sage lan the Gibbins
entering the assembly.

“You are most welcome”! said Sir Mike as he and the Sage sat together, pouring over the many parchment maps
strewn across the table.

On this night, Sage lan would not be travelling with his friends as part of the Fellowship. His contribution to the result
would have been great, but his path would lead him elsewhere. He would arrange to meet them again; shortly after
they had set out, having gained control at the end of the first valley.

He must then depart to Ye Old Skipton Town to meet with Andy the ‘Bald Baddie’ from the Clan of the Maple Leaf,
Escorting him across a winding trail to complete what would be a classic and historic day. This tale, would also be
told another day.



Sage lan the Gibbins had yet to prepare his routes for the following day. Between them, that was also completed with
great haste and accuracy, allowing the wise man to continue his journey with the confidence that he would not drift
from the required course.

The tenth hour from the suns highest point had arrived and the final council was in progress, The Lords of the Eden
Valley held aloft their many signs of warning in the usual rituals, chanting warnings of what must and must not be
done.

The Dark Lord Steve, the Retchless King had indeed marched on their lands. All gathered would fight to the end to
defeat him. The Battle of Ryemoor had been won, the Battle for the Westmorland was about to begin. Together, they
must all hold to their course, they would be The Fellowship of the Rally.

They had been warned of hostility in only one or two of the farms and hamlets close to our trail, advising great
caution and care to be taken upon our approach. The eyes of the Great Stewards of the Westland Realms would be
on us, so great heed of all their Laws of Conduct would be taken. Otherwise, the penalty imposed would be severe,
even exclusion from these lands, leaving us banished.

Very soon the council bade us all a fond farewell, leaving with the blessing of a good night. The outside compound
was now bustling as all the gathered Knights rallied their noisy beasts into line.

As soon as the moon was in place, signalling the eleventh hour, one by one they set off into the night, forty plus of
them now all ready for whatever action the night would throw their way. No doubt, some would fall along the way
before the sun rose. Each knew this, but it was the risk they were all prepared to take, bravery or foolishness only
being separated by the subtlest of boundaries.

Sir Mike and Young Ben were near the head of the column, only nine other Knights rallied ahead. This was the first
time they had ridden together, but both were in good spirits and full of confidence.

The column drove onwards; making steady pace northwards along the Road of Emmsicks for only a short time
before turning inland to what would be the first test of their skill and daring, the crossing of Hardendale Quarry.
Young Ben and Sir Mike charged off into the darkness through the dusty ravine. The trail seemed to take them
endlessly to the left, suddenly opening into what appeared to be the end of the ravine. Hills rose up in front and to
either side. Had they already fallen into a trap? As they stopped, there was a brilliant flash of light in front of them.
They could see human shapes in the darkness, pointing with some weapon of light. Fears grew as the light flashed
again, blinding them for an instant. Making a rapid exit from the area, they reared the Emerald Charger, pushing it
steeply up the hillside to the right, the small path winding tightly left and right. Once clear, they raced away, leaving a
cloud of dust to cover their escape, before any further bolts of light were cast at them.

The trail headed northwards, and then wound back to the east, dropping steeply into a valley. Sage lan the Gibbins
had agreed to meet them here with any aid he could, before he himself must leave. The path became treacherous
indeed as the base of the valley drew close. Great care was vital to negotiate the sharp turns and steep incline
towards the dark valley floor. Almost invisible in the darkness, a shadowy figure stepped out gesturing for them to
halt. Sir Mike was about to demand he show himself and state his name, when his friend the Sage cleared the
shadows to show himself clearly. A quick verbal exchange was all that was required, plus scribed words to generate
extra speed to their travels. This was most welcome aid, as they had been delayed slightly by the attack in the dust of
the quarry.

Having left Sage lan behind for the second time this night, quietly clearing the small village close by, the Knights
crossed the bridge over the River Lyvennet at the depth of the valley and raced on.

The darkness shielded the many perils of the hilly terrain up ahead. Young Ben was making great speed, guided by
the experienced eyes of Sir Mike. For one so young, his ability to control his steed was impressive enough to quench
any previous concerns Sir Mike may have raised in his own mind.

Referring to his maps, Sir Mike guided Ben westwards further, passing just to the north of a vast rocky formation
noted as Great Asby Star. No time for stopping to view the wonders of this world though, they must keep pace with
the rest of the riders; one had already closed in on them as they paused to check they were following the correct
route.

Before the Knights had cleared the hills, the trails to the west ended, leaving them crossing the rocky outcrop and
returning eastwards to find another route further south.

Sir Mike realised that they had strayed slightly off course as they dropped into the valley of the River Lune. The river
must be followed eastwards, to near its source, before they turned north.

Young Ben and Sir Mike rode hard, twisting and turning through the trees and hedges, trying hard to keep on the trail
that was mapped out in front of them.

Cresting the top of a rise, the path in front dropped away steeply into yet another river valley. Sir Mike called to
Young Ben to be cautious and rein in his beast, now itself alive with excitement and adrenaline. This Young Ben did
obediently, respecting his companions many more years of experience and knowledge. Sir Mike knew that the trail
was dropping steeply, veering to the left before crossing the river at The Ford of Lease. Warning of this was urgently
relayed to Young Ben, who was ready and felt in control as the cascading waters emerged across their path. Without
warning, a large rock headed towards Proton’s front legs, Ben reined him hard to the left. But it was too late, the rock
smashed into the right leg of the Emerald Charger, bringing it down instantly and heavily into the river.
Simultaneously with the impact of the rock, the shocked riders were hit by a flash of lightning sparks. This left them
reeling from choking hot dust and smoke. Young Ben had been hit worse. As he attempted to shield himself from the
attack, his right arm had been hit in the blast and it burned with pain. His gauntlets too had been burned through,
singeing the backs of his fingers. Both leaped clear, fearing further burning fire, from whatever had ambushed them
in the darkness. As they headed away from the last breaths of Proton, all went eerily quiet. Something or someone
had caused their attackers to flee.



Standing to the side of the river crossing were four Guardians of the Hills, sent to marshal these dangerous trails. Aid
was immediate, descending down on Proton to drag the motionless body clear of the water. It was only now that they
noticed that poor Proton had been pierced by an arrow in his back left leg, even before arriving at the scene of his
death. For how many miles had he carried that pain with no hint of complaint. How brave to run on with no wind in his
pace. Maybe, without having carried that wound, he may have been quicker to dodge the death blow of the rock. It
was too late to ponder on what might have been, or how well they may have done. Nothing could be done except to
clear the trail for the remaining Knights to continue. With the trail briefly blocked, Sir Stan of Stonefeather and his
Squire, Mike Ogre’Amm, halted their roaring Pug Beast, checking that the two heroes were safe before riding off and
leaving them to tend their wounds.

Young Ben was in some discomfort. Sir Mike had removed a water skin from the body of Proton and dripped it over
Ben'’s wound. Ben winced in pain as the cold water sizzled on his burning skin. An obvious idea entered Mike’s mind.
The natural healing waters of the river would soothe the wound better, so Ben knelt down at the bank, draping his
arm in the cool water. Immediately, the pain, pulsing through his scorched arm receded. If only he could stay here
longer. But they could not. Before long, the hills could become even more dangerous. Ben was slightly down cast, his
mind unclear, feeling that he had let his companion down. But Mike did not lay any fault in his direction. “You fought
bravely Ben, you have maintained your honour”, Sir Mike praised, trying to console him in his grief. “But the
Fellowship has failed”, Ben groaned. “Not if we hold true to each other Ben, we must go now”. Sir Mike had already
started removing all the supplies they needed from the lifeless body of the now, much paler green Charger. “Ben,
gather all you need. We travel light, let's go hunt some help. We must get back to Tebay before the first shards of
light begin to rise above the eastern horizon”.

Raising their packs on their back’s, they risked a final glance at Proton, sad that some valuable equipment would
have to be abandoned, then slowly, both walked away into the peace of the night. “This is not a defeat Ben, we will
return”, promised Sir Mike. Even so, he too had his doubts that the scavengers would not miss taking whatever they
could from the abandoned body of Proton. Both heroes walked slowly and quietly on, pondering not only what
adventures they had just had, but what evil misadventures the rest of the night would have in store.

Joke
Alert

What do you call a septic cat? Puss.
Why did the biscuit cry? Because his mum was &wsd long.

A man walked into a pub carrying a lump of tarmac. He asked for a pint of beer
and one for the road.

What's green and smells of paint? Green paint.

| was at a cash point the other day and an old ladsisked me to help her check
her balance. 1 didn’t want to, but she insisted. & | pushed her and she fell over.



Editor - and the tale continues.......

The moon had moved across the sky very little since Jon of the Vine Orchards and Johnboy the Bullturner had been
forced to leave their stricken friends alongside the river at The Ford of Lease. Neither had really wanted to carry on
and leave them behind. Young Ben, Esquire of Sproatley had been wounded in the ambush, when the rock hurled at
them, ripped their mount from under them. Sir Mike, Knight of the Kingstown upon the River Hull had escaped injury
and had assured them that all would be well. With that comfort settling slowly into their concerned minds, they picked
up their pace, rallying together with all the other Knights and raced on.

All had received instructions to gather in the shadow of the high towers of the mighty fortress at Penrith. Here they
would be able to regroup and replenish their supplies. By the time the Castle was reached, each of the Knights
roaring beasts would be desperately hungry for more fuel in their bellies. Yet still, many more miles must be travelled,
keeping the highest peaks of Penn Ine to their right. The column wound its way some distance from the main trail that
lead from the Pass of Asiktsix. It could be dangerous to follow that trail too closely, as they would not be welcome in
the Town of Appleby. Its inhabitants may be hostile to their passage; the maps having been clearly marked with black
here.

With the walls of Penrith Castle in sight, the Pug Beast was beginning to falter.

Jon of the Vine Orchards pressed it onwards, but it squealed in discomfort as its belts started to slacken. The poor
thing had had enough. By the time they reached the outer city, the loose belts had frayed and snapped, all its energy
drained and it would go no further. Drawing their exhausted beast to the side, the remainder of the Army, raced past
them into the City.

Jon and Johnboy were devastated. Slowly and sadly they lead their weary Pug Beast to safety. Both knew that they
would not have defeated the Dark Lord themselves, but they would have met him in battle nonetheless.

Having reached Penrith Castle for a brief rest, the assembled throng again tended their mounts, taking time to grab
food themselves while they could. The leaders swapped information and planned what course would be taken next.
Scouts reported that The Retchless King was ahead of them, riding at the front, with local mercenaries from The
Eden Valleys around him. No time could be wasted if they were to have any chance of catching them up. Squire
Mike Ogre’Amm hurried his companion to mount up and move on. Sir Stanley of the Stonefeather Clan had refilled
the stomach of his Pug Beast and it roared into life, ready for coming battle. It was as if it knew, and revelled in the
anticipation of the coming excitement. Some of the Knights felt they had no hope of defeating their opponent, but Sir
Stanley and Mike had faced the Dark Lord before, and knew that there was always hope.

The final strike against Retchless Steve would be soon, in the Northern Hills of Westmorland. So far north, that the
battle would be almost within view of Hadrian’s mighty wall, built to keep the skirted Wildmen of the North at bay.
One by one, the beasts all roared into life, rallying to their master’s call. Again the column raced off, heading north,
leaving the distant shadow of the Castle faint in the gathering mists of the night.

Young Ben, Esquire of Sproatley and Sir Mike surveyed the few options remaining to them. With everything possible
stuffed in their packs, a long trek on foot was in store.

The Guardians, marshalling the hills had assisted in recovering Proton’s body, dragging it well up the trail, away from
the river. Now further welcome assistance was coming towards them. Despite having very little time to spare, none of
the Guardians wanted to leave them stranded in the darkness, many miles from anywhere remotely civilised. So,
even as Ben and Mike strode away, the Guardians rode up in their covered wagon and helped them aboard. The
three miles to the nearest hamlet, Kirkby Stephen, would have been a difficult passage to take in total darkness.
Even though equipped with maps and torches, vision was limited, seeing very little further than their feet. As they set
off, a familiar face appeared out of nowhere in the darkness. Sir Mike knew his face, but still, the name he felt he
should know eluded his memory. The Knight with no name as he would have to be known had assisted in checking
all the mounts before setting out on the quest. Now, here he was again, appearing unexpectedly, ready to offer aid.
Having great belief in destiny as a guide to people’s lives, Sir Mike's heart told him that this Knight had yet some part
to play in their quest before it was through, be it for good or evil.

Pulling away from him, the Guardian driver, guided by his good lady, wound his way down the valley to the western
outskirts of the small hamlet of Kirkby Stephen and reined up. He did not want to alert the Town Watch to his
presence, his wagon being overloaded with the extra two passengers. So out of sight in the darkness, Young Ben
jumped to the ground, Sir Mike threw the bags to him, then leaped down to join him. A quick message of thanks was
relayed to the Hill Marshals, who bade them a swift farewell in return, as they must travel northwest immediately to
guide the forces rallying into battle.

Keeping their eyes keen, steady footsteps took them into the depth of the village.

No-one appeared to be out on the streets, yet the moon was only showing a little after midnight. Why were no late
revellers still staggering home from the taverns?

A couple of doors closed quietly near them, were they being watched?



Upon entering the main square, two members of the Town Watch were seen to be questioning the driver of a small
cart. Very suddenly, the passenger climbed from the cart, arguing aggressively with the two local constables. Un-
wanting to get drawn into the possible skirmish, it was wise to move on. What the drunken peasant was hoping to
achieve by behaving in such an aggressive manner, not even his own addled mind would ever know.

Traffic along the main road through the village was scarce. Sir Mike viewed his parchment maps in the faint light. He
soon realised that the road heading to the south, out of the village, eventually found its way to Tebay. This being the
tiny hamlet they had set out from, what already seemed a life age before.

First though, the trail passed through Ash Fell, a cutting between two peaks, before dropping down into the Lune
Valley, The trail then following the southern bank of the River Lune closely. A rough estimate would see them taking
the entire night at the very least to reach Tebay. At worst it would take them an infinity and beyond. As the thought of
such a perilous trek was sinking in, the clatter of a wagon approached from behind. Sir Mike gestured towards the
driver to halt. With not a second glance, the driver carried on straight past, obviously unsure if the travellers posed a
threat of any kind.

A little disappointed, the two travellers carried on through the village, past no end of darkened, closed windows and
doors. The end of the village was coming into view as the road began its climb towards the hills. The Town Watch
had already passed them by again, eyeing them both curiously before moving on. Both Ben and Mike felt they may
well look suspicious, carrying large bags through the streets, long after everyone else had retired for the night.
Concern was growing quietly in each of their minds, neither saying so, but Tebay was a long way. Walking so far,
would either of them last the night. Just as these thoughts were drifting through their heads, a stagecoach passed,
heading south also. It slowed to a stop ahead of them, after having signalled to the driver for a ride. The coach door
swung open as they jogged towards it. Two drunken wenches stumbled out into the road, followed by a scruffy young
man in a similar condition. As quickly as the driver had deposited his passengers, he slammed the door shut and
sped off into the dark, before the two strangers running towards him had any chance to reach his coach. Once again,
fate had dealt a cruel blow. Even as the strangers turned to look towards the three disembarked passengers, the two
girls huddled together, cackling like demented witches, obviously high on some potent substance, then hurried
across the road, disappearing into the safety of some dwelling. The young man also swiftly closed a door behind him,
leaving only the silence of the night. Sir Mike looked towards Young Ben, only half in jest he suggested that should
another Merchant drive his wagon through the town, maybe Ben would have to make payment for their passage to
Tebay by giving the driver oral favour. This at least lightened their mood as Esquire Ben was sure it was fully meant
in jest.

Without any further sign of traffic, hope had faded by the time the southern edge of Kirkby Stephen was reached.
Both stood and stared into the total blackness before them, then towards each other with ashen faces. No way could
they continue on foot for what they had already guessed would take the entire night.

They had only one option. They must return into the centre of the village. At least there, there was light, relative
safety and still the hope of assistance. In their minds, the very real possibility was that they may have to spend the
night here, sleeping under the stars in whatever shelter was available. So back down the hill they paced, arriving very
soon in the still empty square. This time though, raucous music could be heard from a building just ahead, coloured
lights flashing inside the windows. While Ben kept guard, Mike crossed over to investigate. Strangely, two or three
shadowy figures came out of the doorway, vanishing around a corner before Mike had any chance to approach them,
then the music fell silent and the lights went out. What fear gripped these poor people, making them so inhospitable
towards the two strangers?

Yet again, the two traveller’s list of options grew thin. Even the largest Hotel in the square had its doors barred, and
showed no sign of light from any of its many windows. Separately, The Knight of Kingstown and The Young Esquire
of Sproatley wandered around and across the square, investigating each building for any chance of assistance.

As they returned to each other with no news, the Town Watch closed in on them.

To them, these two strangers were now acting very oddly, feeling it their duty to stop and question them as to their
business. Reports of strange goings on in the surrounding hills had been reported to them. Fortunately, the
constables knew of the Knights, rallying to challenge the arrival of The Dark Lord Steve in their lands. Politely, Mike
was able to convince them that they meant no harm, questioning with them the possibility that safe passage down
the Lune River Valley would be appreciated. With the air of danger afoot, no way could the constables leave the
village undefended. However, they did have knowledge of a local Samaritan, who may be willing to help. Leaving
them alone in the square again, the Watch sped off. They had promised that they would either return, or send the aid
requested. The shadow of despair began to lift from their hearts once again. But too many times already this night,
had the chance of aid slipped from their grasp. This time, destiny rolled its dice in their favour. Within minutes, a large
covered wagon drew up. Leaning down with a wide smile, the kindly face of the wagon mistress asked if we needed
help. Sir Mike explained the dilemma they faced. Having checked his pouch, he knew he had little coin to spare,
enquiring courteously as to how much safe passage to Tebay would be. A wry thought at the back of his mind came
by. What favours would this driver require of them both? And would he leave Ben to honour the task alone?

With that unnecessary thought past, she only asked for twenty gold coins anyway.

In reality, this was the only option, and gratefully received it was too. Both climbed aboard, relieved and thankful for
the ride. Now in some comfort, all three chatted idly about everything and nothing for the length of the journey. Time
seemed to pass very quickly; the wagon mistress making great haste through the valley, albeit at a steady pace.

As the wagon turned into the Inn at Tebay, it was almost a shame to leave the comfort of their new friends company.
After all, this was only the next most sensible place to have headed for. Somehow, passage was still required across
the full width of the Northern Lands. The wild hills across the Spine of the World must be crossed again, if they were
to reach their homes in the Eastern Shire of York, many leagues from the tiny hamlet here. Extending eternal
gratitude to their departing saviour, both headed for the sanctuary of the Inn, thankfully still open to night travellers
like themselves.



Inside, the aroma of the brewing cocoa beans found their mark. Ben could not be tempted though. Instead, his
priority was to tend to his wound before it got any worse. At least two full turns of the clock had passed since being
burned in the attack.

Surely the Tavern owner would have simple medical supplies in his kitchen? Ben sought him out requesting the aid
which was freely offered. Ben returned from the kitchens with cool fresh dressings on his burned forearm.

There was now little more that either of them could do but wait. Eventually the night’s battle would be over, and all
those surviving would return here.

Their thoughts were with their friends, Jon of the Vine Orchards and Johnboy the Bullturner, would they last out the
night.

Tiredness quickly swept over Young Ben, unable to keep his head upright any longer, he tipped forward, his head
resting on the table in front of him. Here he remained for quite some time, Mike could not settle though.

Without a solution to the dilemma of getting home safely, he could not sleep. To occupy his mind, he gazed over his
maps, and ruffled through his belongings, desperate for something to stimulate an idea. Pulling out a copy of the
Knights Roll of Honour, his eyes traced the list of names, looking to see who had travelled to battle from which region
of the Northern Realms. Jon and John had travelled with them from Kingstown. The only other was Squire Mike
Ogre’Amm, no others came from anywhere near. Even when, or if either of these returned, they would not have room
for extra riders anyway.

The smell of cooking easily distracted Sir Mike’s thoughts. Dawn must be drawing near he thought, with his mind
occupied, he had not realised his stomach groaned.

Ben stirred as his friend rose from his chair to see what was on offer. The Tavern cook was indeed laying a Knight's
feast. Laid in trays were tubes of mushed up dead pig wrapped in sheep’s intestine, thin slices of pigs back streaked
with fat, tiny flat cakes of dried pigs blood, all grilled and tasty. In another tray, unborn baby hens had been fried
alive. These would be nice, dripped over the grilled bread available. Sir Mike did not like the look of the tiny
toadstools, so left those, neither did he like the fatty bread. Instead, a spoonful of the beans in bloody red sauce
seemed to add flavour to his steaming platter. Yet another fine cup of hot cocoa brew would accompany all that down
nicely. For some reason, Young Ben did not feel hungry, still too tired, so Mike ate alone, feeling fresher after each
mouthful his sleepy friend was missing out on.

As the last of his breakfast went down, the sun began to come up. Outside in the compound, the first scouts rolled in
from the previous night's battle. Fully refreshed, despite having not slept, The Kingstown Knight greeted them as they
entered the Inn, desperate for any news of his friends. None had any news at all.

One by one, the Knights began to roll in, tethering their battered beasts and unloading their equipment. Wearily, they
stumbled into the Inn, each with their own tales. Sir Mike was comforted as many expressed relief that The Young
Esquire and he were safe. Those that had ridden ahead had not seen their fate, only knowing that they were already
missing when the final challenge began. Amongst the first of the Knights to return, Sir Stanley of the Stonefeather
Clan and Squire Ogre’Amm had disturbing news. Despite fierce opposition, they feared that The Dark Lord Steve,
The Retchless King had prevailed in battle. Others also confirmed this fear.

Minutes later, Sir Malcolm and Esquire Richard of Clan Holdsworth strode up to Sir Mike, also eager to find out what
fate had befallen them. Their fears also echoed the grave news of defeat. But they also offered some hope.
Eventually, they would head west across the Hills of Penn Ine, before taking the North Trade Route, returning to their
homes in the Realm of Northumbria. They would be able to take Sir Mike and Esquire Ben with them, but would need
to leave them at The Inn of The Scottish Corner. With swift pace, that should be reached by midday, in time for
luncheon being served. During the daylight hours, hopefully they would have greater success securing passage
south with the merchant caravans from there. No better offer had come forth to the two travellers since arriving at
Tebay in the depth of the night.

The room bustled with many stories of how the night had gone, what ifs abounded. Some talked of where next the
Dark Lord would strike and what could be done to halt his dominance over the Northern Realms. Who else could be
called upon to rally to their aid? Some wondered that with his full power now regained, could his ancient adversaries
be recalled to battle. If the beacons were lit, would King Beecroft from Time of Targa return? Were those days really
lost forever?

Young Ben and Sir Mike sat quietly now, contemplating the next part of their journey, still worried that their friends,
Jon of the Vine Orchards and Johnboy the Bullturner had not returned. What had been their fate? What fate would be
their own?

The night would bring answers to both of those questions, answers which only the Gods of Destiny and Lady Luck
truly knew.




Joke
Alert

Helicopter Ride

Morris and his wife Esther went to the Yorkshire show every year, and every
year Morris would say, "Esther, I'd like to ride in that helicopter."

Esther always replied, "I know Morris, but that helicopter ride is fifty
quid, and fifty quid is fifty quid."

One year Esther and Morris went to the fair, and Morris said, "Esther, I'm
85 years old. If | don't ride that helicopter, | might never get another
chance."

To this, Esther replied, "Morris that helicopter is fifty quid, and fifty
quid is fifty quid."

The pilot overheard the couple and said, "Folks I'll make you a deal. I'll
take the both of you for a ride. If you can stay quiet for the entire ride
and not say a word, | won't charge you! But if you say one word, it's fifty
quid." Morris and Esther agreed and up they went.

The pilot did all kinds of fancy manoeuvres, but not a word was heard. He
did his daredevil tricks over and over again, but still not a word. When
they landed, the pilot turned to Morris and said, "By golly, | did
everything | could to get you to yell out, but you didn't. I'm impressed!"

Morris replied, "Well, to tell you the truth, | almost said something when
Esther fell out, but you know, fifty quid is fifty quid."

Your fans flocked to see this one Matthew....



Jon of the Vine Orchards and Johnboy the Bullturner watched quietly as the rest of the Knights rallied past them,
disappearing into the gathering mists of the night. Knowing that they would have no further part to play in this war,
thoughts of returning home to the Eastern Shire grew in their minds. Beside them, their white Pug Beast slept silently,
completely drained and exhausted.

They were not far from Penrith, under the shadow of the Castle. Looking around them, some of the local inhabitants
in the outer perimeter of the town had not settled yet for the night. None seemed interested in the two strangers
though. Wary of the two advancing towards them, a small group of merry women rejected the idea of them going with
them to help guide their weary mount closer to the Road of Emmsix.

Soon, both strangers were alone again. Some late revellers viewed them suspiciously, but all kept their distance. A
dark threat hung over all these lands tonight. Even those who knew nothing of the events unfolding in the high hills
must have felt uneasiness in their hearts. On this night it seemed, to be a stranger was to be alone.

As Jon and John tended their mount, a wagon approached. Unsure of being friends or foes, all were cautious, but
with no need. The wagon carried one of the Guardians of the Roads. Their job was to keep safe all those travelling
the Great Trade Routes nearby. Many often mistook these folk for the Road Constables, a much unwanted presence
for those needing to travel swiftly across the land. This Guardian was more than ready to show these two strangers
his favourite jest, leaping out, chuckling to himself as an approaching merchant wagon reined in quickly, having
mistaken the shiny armour of the Guardian for that of a Road Constable.

John the Bullturner and Jon of the Vine Orchards were amused by this, but not as much as the Guardian was
himself. How many times had this simple comic act kept him amused during the long lonely nights on the road?

With the hilarity over, the Guardian was ready to help, standing guard over them while readying their Pug Beast to
continue. The plan was to head directly south, following the Road of Emmsix back to the safe haven of Tebay. Before
that could happen, the broken belts around the Pug Beast would need to be remade. Searching their packs, nothing
strong enough could be found. Having tried various garments which did not last, a very nice man reined up at the
road side next to them. He soon proved to be more than that. He was a very, very nice man, carrying with him all
manner of wares with which he was able to assist them. Lady luck was with them now. Within minutes, everything
was ready. Bidding great thanks and farewell to both the Road Guardian and the doubly nice man, they mounted the
Pug Beast and rode steadily away, not wanting to overstrain the poor thing any more than it already had been.

The Knight of Kingstown was deep in many thoughts, his mind drifting from one to another. At this moment he was
thinking about Esquire Ben. Young Ben had been quick to lay blame on himself, feeling he had let him down. Sir
Mike had assured him that in no way was that the case. To keep Ben’s spirits high, he had tried to lighten their
situation throughout the night, feeling it was his responsibility to look after him. The Knight wondered if it was indeed
he who had let his young companion down. Could he have done more to avoid their predicament? As quickly as that
thought came and went, a memory flashed in his mind that may prove important.

Having seen who he could only yet refer to, as The Knight With No Name, appear twice during the night from
nowhere, he remembered something else. Many moons earlier he had appeared to him, most unexpectedly while
working near home. On this occasion, they had spoken only briefly and he had not been able to picture where he
knew him from, nor indeed remember his name. Most importantly, was he returning from his night’s duties as a
Guardian marshalling the hills, to take rest back at the hamlet of Tebay? If that were the case, would he be able to
give them safe passage back nearer to their homes. Heartened by that possibility, he passed word of that thought to
Ben, deciding to keep other thoughts to himself. As if good cheer brings more, a roar from outside turned their heads
to view the white Pug Beast of their travelling companions arriving back. With the warmth of relief filling inside, they
welcomed their friends back to safety. Jon and John were famished; it had been a long night for them also. With
breakfast still cooking, talking about each of their adventures would have to wait until later.



Sir Mark of Clan Casey had had an interesting night. He had been enlisted by the Lords of the Eden Valleys to attend
the secret gathering in the valley south of Tebay to welcome and check the mounts of the gathering Knights. On this
occasion, he would not be rallying with them; instead he would scout ahead in support as a Guardian, marshalling
the hill trails that they would all pass along. This would be a vital mission to ensure the correct and safe passage of
the Knights. Sir Mark had met with many faces he had seen before while carrying out his first duty. Once that was
completed, he rode into the hills, to take up his position overlooking the small town of Kirkby Stephen. The route into
battle would pass through the Ford of Lease below his high viewpoint, before turning back up the hill towards him.
As the lights of the convoy of riders raced into view, he could see the river crossing, glistening in the moonlight. After
the first few had forded the river, he knew something was wrong. Shadows moved around the hills, suddenly there
was a loud bang and flashes of light in the Ford below. Immediately he heard voices and some commotion. Whatever
had happened was over very quickly. Other Knights had arrived and appeared to carry on after briefly gathering at
the crossing, obviously having made safe the area. As the Knights arrived at his post on the hill for further
instructions, they advised him of the attack on two of their number. He would ride down to offer aid as soon as his
duty was completed. This he did, though he was not needed, as other Guardians had already offered aid.

As he arrived at the scene, he immediately recognised the elder of the two Knights, having only spoken with him
earlier that night. Having been assured that all was as well as could be, despite the wounded companion, both bade
each other farewell.

With the riders now well away, rallying into battle with the Dark Lord, Sir Mark rode on to his next duty. He would set
up high in the Hills of Penn Ine to aid in the return journey of the Knights, making sure that whether in defeat or
victory, they had sufficient route instructions to get them back safely.

As the mists cleared, both the night, and the battle were over. All those returning, had paused at his position,
received yet more vital instructions and headed away.

With this final task having being completed, his duty was done. Dawn was now rising and he was tired and hungry as
well. Packing up his equipment, he climbed aboard Fiesta, his laden mount, and headed steadily for the hamlet of
Tebay, where he knew he would receive a hearty morning meal and a good hot brew. He felt he had more than
earned it, and none would argue the fact. Without the Guardians marshalling the routes through the hills, none would
have returned safely.

The Knight of Kingstown still pondered on how both he and Young Esquire Ben would get home. Outside, daylight
was fully upon them. Turning his head to look outside, his eyes picked out the face he had hoped would appear.
Striding in through the door was the mysterious nameless Knight. Sir Mike smiled and gestured in greeting. Once
having been served his meal, The Knight With No Name came over and sat on the adjacent table, chatting as he ate.
Sir Mike enquired politely about where he had travelled from. The answer could not have been more pleasing. Within
one turn of the clock, he would set out to return to his home within the Walls of the Viking City of Yorvik, with room to
take both of them. Sir Mike expressed great thanks to him. Leaving him to enjoy his breakfast quietly, Sir Mike sought
out Malcolm of Clan Holdsworth to decline his offer of passage to The Inn of the Scottish Corner, yet thanking him
kindly, but Yorvik was a great deal nearer to home.

Many times this night had Young Ben and Sir Mike gathered up their bags and headed off, but this time it really did
feel that they would eventually get home.

Their new companion showed them to his mount, bags were loaded on and all three climbed aboard. Fiesta set off
obediently and steadily, heading eastwards and back over the Pass of Asiktsix. Young Ben very quickly fell asleep
again, hardly stirring for the full journey. The other two chatted, both to pass the time and to ensure that the tired
driver did not fall asleep. Time seemed to pass quickly. Very soon they were turning south after passing The Inn of
the Scottish Corner, joining the now bustling First Great Northern Trade Route. Everyone was tired and desperate to
get home. Esquire Ben still slept. He seemed to have been asleep so often, that Sir Mike kept checking to see if he
was still breathing.

How could one so young need so much sleep, when an old Knight like himself did not? The other question on his
mind was what was this other Knights name? Sir Mike felt he had known it and should know it now. But he was
embarrassed to ask, believing that the name would come back to him before their journey was through.

Soon they would leave the many merchant wagons heading south behind, turning east again towards the Walls of
Yorvik. Sir Mike felt like this was coming home already. He always felt safe in York, almost like he belonged there.
As they entered the gates of the Viking City, Sir Mike roused Young Ben from his deep coma, and then thought it was
time to get over his mental block and ask the name of the still nameless Knight. Sir Mike explained that he felt badly
that he could not draw it from the depths of his memory, embarrassed that he should have to ask.

Sir Mark of Clan Casey was understanding and restated his name, Sir Mike felt as embarrassed as he expected to,
apologising once again. Despite this, Sir Mark had offered to continue beyond Yorvik and take them all the way to
Kingstown. Sir Mike was grateful, but declined the offer. He had already helped them more than enough and was
now too tired himself to risk covering any further distance. Drawing Fiesta outside the Trading Express Station, Sir
Mark of Clan Casey shook his hand warmly and departed the short distance across the City to his home.

Young Ben again felt a little lost. Yet again he had been dropped in a place alien to him. This time though, Sir Mike
assured him things were different, he knew the Viking City well. First, his plan was to check to see if any of the
Express Wagon Trains would be leaving for Kingstown. The fat controller informed him that the next Wagon Train
would not leave until nearer towards midday. Apart from that, neither of them could gather together sufficient coins to
buy a ride anyway. Sir Mike was not worried, he was quite happy to spend as much of the day as he needed to within
the white walls of the ancient city.



Having dismissed securing Express passage to Kingstown, Sir Mike decided on another plan. He would seek out the
help of an old friend. The Sage T'mob, along with The Wizards of Orange, had set up a communication link with
some of the major Cities of the Northern Realms using their magic to send voices along the winds. With his aid, a
message could be relayed to his father's Manor requesting that a carriage be dispatched to collect them both.

Sir Mike always felt it strange, that no matter where he was when seeking out T'mob, he was always available, but
never had much time to waste. With that in mind, Sir Mike relayed the message to his father quickly. “We are
stranded in The Ancient City of Vikings, at noon we will look to the east. Bring with you Alex, so he can warn me of
your approach. We will see you from our position on the walls at the Eastern Gate.” Sir Mike had requested his son
Alex came as well for good reason. For some time he had been studying simple magic and had mastered a number
of tricks, as well as being an accomplished juggling entertainer. That skill was of no use on this day though. What
was required was Alex’s ability to tap into the magic of T'mob. Sir Mike’s father, Norman the Elder, had no ability to
understand the workings of such weird things. With the words now sent across the waves of the air, it was time to
relax and enjoy the sights and sounds of Yorvik. Ben followed his companion through the narrow streets towards the
centre of town. Again, the Knights priority was to find some street vendor serving the hot cocoa bean brew. The City
was only just beginning to awaken and it took some time before finding what he sought. As they entered the first of
the Cities many open squares, Sir Mike was a little disappointed to not see the usual street entertainers. During the
day, an old man played his harpsichord here, banging a drum with his feet while his dog wailed a tune. Sometimes
circus people juggled or mimed strange scenes. On his last visit, an odd fellow had painted himself completely purple
and stood motionless on a box, only moving to scare witless any poor folk passing near him. Today it was still much
too early for such wondrous and comic activity. The bawdy tavern of she who is known simply as Betty had also not
opened as yet, so further did they wander until smelling the hunted aroma from across the assembling market.
Seating themselves facing the warmth of the sun, hot brews were handed to them by two comely wenches with
yellow hair. By their strange accents, both must have hailed from the lands east of the Great Sea, still inhabited by
the ancestors of the Viking Warlords who had ravaged these lands many centuries before. Young Ben was still
concerned, valuable equipment had been left with the body of Proton. He planned to return the following day to
recover the body and return with the rest of their things. Despite not being human, Proton had been a good friend
and deserved a better end than to be left to rot in some far off land. To take Ben’s mind off the return of the things
and his uncomfortable wound, Sir Mike told tales about some of his previous adventures and narrow escapes while
rallying to battle in various parts of the Northern Realms. Young Ben had not even left his mother’'s womb when the
Kingstown Knight had first ridden, a quarter of a century before.

Refreshed and rested, it was time to move on. Most of the market had yet to open. Sir Mike looked to see if the Mage
had set up his stall yet. A small gift for Alex from his abundance of tricks would have been nice, but he was not to be
seen. Instead, a short tour of the sights of Yorvik would pass some time, as the Young Esquire had already stated
that he had no knowledge of this place. Leaving the market area behind, a short walk took them down the narrowest
of all streets, the buildings leaned so far from either side that their roofs nearly touched. As Ben was lead onwards
towards the most magnificent church, he felt he must comment that should his companion require, the Knight could
quit his current role and secure gainful employment as a City Guide, such was his enthusiasm in showing the sights
of the Ancient City. Standing below the huge house of the current God, Ben'’s City Guide passed idle comment about
how much gold must have been spent and how many of the poorest peasants were used to erect this extravagant
symbol of a God's power. Who now would know, or care anyway?

So much time had now been idled away, enjoying the early spring sun, that it had raised itself towards its highest
point. The Eastern Gate was well across the City from their current location, so it was time to go. The City Walls were
only a short walk from the church, so within minutes the two companions were climbing the tower stairs to the top. A
fine view indeed could be taken in as they strode steadily around the battlements of the Ancient City. In very little
time, they were at the Eastern Gate. On the wall to the side, a small bench sat waiting for them. With the warm sun
on their backs, the Young Esquire of Sproatley and the Kingstown sat quietly, reflecting on their adventure, bidding
good morning to a few local peasants as they walked past along the walls. The Knight felt he could almost have sat
there all day, so fresh was the air. But a sudden voice in the air disturbed the tranquillity. T'mob was relaying his
son’s message. Alex was close now and calling to him. The Wizards of Orange carried further words in the wind; this
though was for Esquire Ben. Word had reached home of his dilemma and a call for aid had been answered. Having
delayed his plans to travel south, the Hero Knight, known only as ‘Spectrum’ was now already on his way, having
managed to secure the loan of a large cart from the stables of Baron Peart of Owstwick. Ben of course knew the
mysterious Knight's real name, Sir Tinrogers, hence the alias.

Norman the Elder and Alex, son of Mike already were already approaching Yorvik, but with ‘Spectrum’ not due to
arrive for some time yet, Esquire Ben decided it would be best to travel some way to the east with the others. He
would then meet ‘Spectrum’ on the road to Kingstown. Ben was more than ready to go home now really, but having
been given the opportunity, he was eager to return to Westmorland and be able to complete the return of the things
they had both had to abandon, particularly Proton. Once again, the two travellers raised their packs onto their
shoulders and moved on, although this time, only to climb down from the white walls of the city, pass through the
open gates and watch for Norman the Elders mount to arrive.

They had not needed to wait very long. Within minutes, Blue Leon had drawn up alongside and both had climbed
aboard. Norman the Elder took one of his infamous longer short cuts to return to the Yorvik Road, then leaving the
walled city behind them, meandered eastwards at a steady pace, heading for Kingstown and home.

Sir Mike felt that at last he could relax. His only concern now being that maybe he should be returning to recover
Proton with Young Ben. Originally, that last quest could not have been completed until another day. He was therefore
torn between either letting Ben down or waste his father’s time, coming to collect them. He was quietly pleased
however to be heading straight home as he had been unable to snatch any moments of sleep at all.



Before the sun had barely moved, ‘Spectrum’ arrived and Esquire Ben bade farewell to the Knight he had spent the
night with. It would yet be a long day’s travel, back to The Ford of Lease in Westmorland, before being able to return
home himself to Sproatley in the Eastern Shire with the wrecked body of Proton and the rest of his things. Even
though they travelled the same route that Ben had already completed, daylight had brought a new swiftness to their
pace. The location of Proton was marked on the map clearly and that place was now very near.

At their approach, the scavengers scattered. Already they had removed the travelling lanterns as was feared. Only a
minute sooner and they could have seen off the thieving bastards. At least nothing more could be taken. In death,
Proton was a struggle to pull onto the wagon, but finally loaded and fastened down, Young Ben could head home. He
could reflect on what he would do next, he already had his eyes on a new, sleeker replacement for his yet un-buried
charger.

Before the sun would set, he had made it home, safe and reunited with his family. He had needed to visit the healers
in Kingstown to have his wound treated properly before he was able to sleep, which he now did, resting for seven
moons.

The Kingstown Knight was home and had rested briefly. He was now very concerned as news reached him from the
battle at Alamain Barracks. Mad Gavin, Lord of Cottingham had returned with serious news. His brother Just as Mad
Mike had been injured. Thoughts were deepening in Sir Mike’s mind. Although he had had numerous incidents
himself, each time he had emerged unscathed. He had thought about it before, but not once did he ever worry about
the danger he faced. But he could not get this one out of his mind so quickly. It had not happened to him, nor had he
seen it happen, but it was planting deep seeds of concern in his mind. Would he risk riding again? Was this one too
close to home? He did not yet have the answers he sought.

Now that they had all returned home, the following days allowed everyone to begin to return to whatever their
normality was. All still had clear memories of what they had been through, be those memories good or bad, but
memories is now all they were. Each was ready to carry on with their lives in peace.

But the Dark Lord had not yet finished. He would not stop after conquering the Realm of Westmorland. Already he
was preparing to ride south into the Shire of Derby to take The Jackson Trophy from the Barons of Sheffield and
Hallamshire.

The Sage lan the Gibbins had foreseen this, and was preparing, ready to meet him in battle, riding again with Sir
Danwell of the Ripon Farms. Both were more than ready to challenge The Retchless King once more.

Would they be able to defeat The Dark Lord again, halting his growing dominance over the Northern Realms, or
would they fail, letting the darkness of defeat spread slowly across the land?

All could only hope that that would not be their fate.

A very confident James Bond walks into a bar and takes a seat next to a very attractive woman. He gives her a quick
glance then casually looks at his watch for a moment.

The woman notices this and asks, "Is your date running late?"

"No," he replies, "Q has just given me this state-of-the-art watch & | was

just testing it."

The intrigued woman says, "A state-of-the-art watch? “What's so special about it?"
Bond explains, "It uses alpha waves to talk to me telepathically."

The lady says, "What's it telling you now?"

"Well, it says you're not wearing any knickers...."

The woman giggles and replies, "Well it must be broken because | am

wearing knickers!"

Bond smirks, taps his watch and says, "Bloody thing's an hour fast."



The Jackson Trophy
20th/21st April 2007
By Roger Stoneley

The entry was placed as soon as the regs were received, then it was just a case of waiting. Maps were purchased,
110/104 and all spot heights highlighted. The finals arrived on Friday telling us that noise and scutineering were at
Hartshead Moor service station on the M62.

Andy had been servicing for his dad who was competing in a Porsche on the Pirelli and wasn’t due home until
sometime in the afternoon. | had arranged to be at his house about 8:15pm, arrived on time, parked the car, got
things ready and we set off for Hartshead Moor service station, which is only a short distance from Andy’s home.
Arrived for noise check and scrutineering, that taken care of, onto the start venue in Huddersfield.

Documentation over and it was onto the pre-plotting. First section was the run out and the first couple of ‘whites’ and
IRTs 1 and 2. The second pre plot was the middle section of the second half, after that it was the driver’s briefing
and then back inside to do a final check. It was here that after a chat with a couple of novice nav’s, it was decided
that we would all take the same route to NTC2 as | had plotted a different one. (What a mistake that was). The route
took us along Elland by-pass and turned off towards Sowerby Bridge, then along a National cycle route. This proved
narrow with a lot of parked cars, needed a detour to get to the control. My original route would have taken us straight
there, but hey ho, you shouldn't listen to other people. Anyway, we got to the control which started on a ‘white’, the
entry was very rutted and full of pot holes. With the first bit pre plotted | started trying to plot the handout, got the first
bit done, tulips, instructed Andy to miss four on the left and turn right at the next T junction. The next bit was map
references, 1% mistake, the 4™ left to miss turned out to be a junction right and | missed it. Went way off route into an
area with no distinguishing landmarks, no farm names on map, no nothing. We eventually went back to be stopped
by a farmers wife (I thought here goes, massive bollocking for rallying past her house, but no). She pointed out that
we had indeed gone wrong, pointing on the map where we were and why we had gone wrong. We should have
turned right. That was monumental and cost us about 25 minutes. Oh, our backs are against it now, so plough on
and make the best of it. So on the next timed to the second, which went past Scammonden Water we were 7"
quickest on 1.59 according to the results. We were OTL at STC9, as there were no fails we got 30 minute time
penalty instead. According to my memory, | cut controls 8, 9 and 10 because we were going OTL. We rejoined at
TTC11 up to petrol, but cut the last loop as again were close to OTL. But this did not matter as controls 15 to 18 had
been cut. We refuelled, had a bit of time before the restart at TTC19 just down the road from here. It was now north
of Penistone, we were informed that there had been a bit of trouble with an irate motorist and the police were
involved. Anyway according to the results the next 3 controls had been cut. We then went near to Denby Dale, then
down through Penistone to TTC25, NW of Stocksbridge. From here up to IRTC 28 was pre plotted, this was a good
section, the roads looked relatively straight but they were far from it, very bumpy and definitely not as map, but fast.
There was one relaxed section after IRTC26 which took us past a pub, made a slight error on this bit, sending Andy
down a ‘white’ which | thought went, but after we had gone past a few cottages we decided to turn round. We
reached IRTC28 SW of Oughtibridge, then NW up to Bolderstone, round Broomhead Reservoir to finish NW of
Oughtibridge.

Then cross again and head for Grenoside, TTC32 was sited at the beginning of Greno Wood. It was then up to the
A616 via one NAM, then onto the A629, turn right, first left, to go under the A616 and via Pilley and Hood Green, and
then back on to the finish and breakfast.

This consisted of coffee and as many bacon sandwich’s as you could eat. Results slowly appeared, and it looked as
though we were last, which was not unexpected with the amount of controls we missed. But on getting the results |
found that we had finished second to last. | also noticed that 17 controls were not listed, these must have been
cleaned. Or | assume they have, because | know that | did not visit 35, 17, 18, 10 or 9. Apart from that it was a good
event, tight and twisty for the first half, more flowing in the second, although by the end, both Andy and | were very
tired. Next onto the Danum let’s hope we do better.

Roger hula hooping.....we all need to practice if we want to beat
Jennie Edwards next year........



Jackson Trophy Rally, Sheffield and Hallamshire Mot __or Club, 21 /22" April 2007

Steve Retchless and Sam Collis managed to win together, having just failed to win the Ryemoor when they broke

down, 500 metres from the last control. Dan Robinson and lan Gibbins inherited that win, but only managed 7" on
this event. Poor by their standards, must try harder.

Berwick Classic Historic Rally, Berwick and District Motor Club, Sunday 6" May 2007
Andy Beaumont and lan Gibbins finally got to grips with the Tripmeter. On the last two historic outings, Andy had
been one of the quickest on the tests, as you would expect, but without the trip, all the effort was spoilt by losing too

much time on the regularity runs. This time it all fell into place, bringing the Mk1Escort RS 2000 home in a fine 4"
overall and 1% in class.




Competitors Championship

Including all results handed in, up to the end of April 2007.

1* Howard Everingham  831.43

2" lan Gibbins 724.58
" Mike Ogram 613.61
4™ Dan Robinson 592.07
5™ John Turnbull 344.68
6"  Mike Petch 292.85
" Ben Blanchard 274.44
" Andy Beaumont 237.51
9™ Andy Stewart 210.42
9™ Roger Stoneley 210.42
11" Gavin Smith 187.86
12" Jon Vine 80.25
13" Phil Burton 75.01

Note — Results for the following events have not been received, and therefore are not yet included in the scores.

Jackson Trophy, Berwick Historic and llkley Historic.

Any Stage Rallies - anyone may have done.

Any Enduro events, | believe Andy Stewart has done at least one.

Anything else | know nothing about. .............. Any results not included please hand to Mike Petch a.s.a.p.

Stop Press

Altratech 061 Road Rally
Stockport 061 Motor Club
12"/13™ May 2007

Dan Robinson and lan Gibbins headed down into Derbyshire for this round of the EMAMC Road Rally
Championship. A couple of interesting twist to this event would be the use of some Enduro style tests in a car park
near the start and the use of a tulip style Road Book for some of the navigation. This was of particular interest, as we
may adopt a similar idea for this years Maple Garage Beaver Rally. We may not, depending on competitor's
feedback after this event. The tests were fine with Dan, and lan is used to this sort of thing now having done the
historic stuff with Andy, so the road book stuff should not be a problem either.

So, once the event got underway, the ‘Super Special’ around the cones in the car park had everyone performing in
front of a gathered crowd for two separate runs. Dan and lan trimmed 2 seconds off their time on the second run and
carried on into the first half, arriving at petrol in 3" overall.

Disaster hit in the second half though. Having plotted the Road Book onto his map, lan took Dan down a ‘white’, but
as it turned out he had missed a bit somehow. Arriving at the end of the section, it transpired that two manned
passage controls had been missed, handing out 30 minutes of penalty.

With no hope of any sort of result, both decided to save further wear and tear on the car and tyres and go home for
an early bed. Dan and lan were obviously both less than ecstatic; this would be a major blow to their Championship
hopes. The only good news | can see is the comforting thought that lan is human and can make a mistake, giving the
rest of us some small glimmer of hope. Sorry lan, | am sure Dan will speak to you again one day. When pressed for a
quote, Dan declined to comment, so | threatened to make something up in true journalist fashion. So here goes. Dan
said, “lan is a useless twat, and | never want him in the car with me ever, ever again. | did not get chance to interview
lan, so | imagine he would have said, “l am so very sorry Dan, | love you to bits and will be devastated if this has
ruined our working relationship. Or something very much like that. Watch this space!!

Mike Petch

Oh! Before | forget, | know we have not had ‘snippe  ts’ since Howard retired as editor, but one fell to my ears
that must be included this month.

“I have a better taste in men than you do”, was hea  rd to come from the lips of a male member of the mo  tor
club when talking to his teenage daughter at the fa  mily day barbecue.
Obviously | could not possibly tell you who it was . I did not even know the closet was open.



