Street ‘O’

guests from
nearby clubs and
the wusual INT
suspects. A big
‘well done’ is
due to Gillian
and the planners;
Paul, Pat S,
Graeme and Pat
B/Sue T for
spicing up our
jaded

orienteering
palates.

Surprisingly, it
hasn't been all
stepping in dog
poo, being stoned  “Get out of my way, student type”, growled Gillian.
by local urchins and
disappearing kites.
In reality it has been a chance to had gone by an hour ago. They were right
experience that Jamie Stevensonabout the first bit!
feeling, check out property in the
Ben legs it away from the start. more desirable parts of Blackford and On a slightly more serious note Street ‘O’
impress the locals with one’s physique puts orienteering on where people can see
Without doubt, the biggest hit of the and running prowesgI'm not really it taking place. Both Graeme and Paul
summer (ignoring all the international including myself in the latter — Ed.) attracted neighbours to their events — a
success, of course) has been the warm welcome to the new faces (see
Wednesday evening street orienteeringStreet ‘O’ has a lot going for it: less page 2). We hope to see more of you in
events. These have proved popular withtravelling, the planner is on home ground, the future.
both hardened veterans and potential newo need to tape your ankles, few trees to
members alike. And between these twocomplicate things and, the opportunity to Newcomers to orienteering may not be
extremes, a sizeable rump of studentsneck generous quantities of Gillian’s too keen to travel to Anagach to get lost
sandwiches and (as good asve know it is!) but they might
homemade cake. Far turn out if it's happening in the next
from attracting abuse street? There’'s a potential interest out
and derision, the there.
youth of Buckstone
were decidedly
inquisitive about the
‘way honed’ gods
and godesses legging
it down their road.
Understandably,
some of the finer
points of orienteering
had passed this new
audience by, as, in
the gathering gloom,
a group of boys
gleefully told me that
Taking exception to her ‘slaphead’ jibe, Paul pregl to | hadn’t got a chance
throw the start clock at Sheila. as the rest of the field




