It Was a Hard Night's Day

John and Suse go night orienteering.

When Emily and co announced that they were going to do both night and day courses at the Nox et Dies (aka Tinto Twin for those old enough to remember) we decided we ought to show willing and entered both as well. 

If anyone reading this is not familiar with the concept, it was created by Dick and Trish Carmichael of Tinto, who love night orienteering. The idea is to orienteer on the same area on the Saturday night and Sunday morning, and trophies have grown over the years as the competitors have aged. Events began in and around the Tinto lands but on one occasion it was rather scarily held at Inshriach. 

The event rotates now and it was STAG who took it on this year and chose Pollok Park as a suitably accessible location. So, we scraped the rust off the head torches, ummed and awwed as to whether the batteries weren't charged or the charger wasn't working, bought some new ones and duly turned up on the start line.

The first control was an earth bank end in some scrubby undergrowth. It was so small and my torch so feeble I couldn't actually see it on the map so had to make a careful plan, involving roads and junctions and a ride. When I reached the 5 way junction, I couldn't identify the ride and so ran along a farther away road and came back across it, guided by several people with bright lights. Back to the road, then a rough compass bearing to a track, the next control being a pit very close to the track. And this is when I remembered that it is autumn and all the small tracks were buried under lovely autumn leaves. (This became a theme for both the night and day events.) 

John caught me up (having started three minutes ahead of me) and we eventually hit something that we decided must be the track as other people were running up and down it. John went left and I went right. I was the lucky one and met John coming back. We joined forces for the next 2 controls, then found ourselves in Pollok's very own Bermuda triangle.

I've had trouble on the top of that hill before and was still too high when John arrived from an extra control on his course. Eventually and against all our instincts we followed the lights down the slope and reached number 5 (his 6). Having agreed that north was not where it should be, we took the decision to follow a track south west through the roddies which would lead us to a road – a long way round but safer than tackling the roddies and undergrowth that the direct line involved. 

From there my husband of 50 years declared that it was time to separate. However, on inspection, my 7 would provide a good attack point for his next control so once again we found ourselves together, looking for a tiny earth bank amongst the roddies. We ticked off John's control which was a good attack point for my 8 then took a long series of paths through the car park for the Burrell and the final three controls. John could easily have run ahead at that point as there were floodlights and good paths but stayed at my pace which was very much appreciated as we had been out for 2 hours (and were not last!)

Soup and a roll and somewhere to blether were provided by the scout hut in Shawmoss Road. The Birches had got round safely and the dog was not terrified by the firework display so all was good. 

Caitlin was paying rugby on Sunday, so Emily and Roslyn  stayed in the flat with us and we enjoyed a leisurely breakfast before returning to Pollok by day. Being a Sunday and a beautiful sunny day, the car park was almost full at eleven o'clock, so John dropped me off and toured around until he found a vacant spot. 

We began with a 1:3000 scale ultrasprint in the gardens of Pollok House, which had provided the inspiration for some of our garden at home. On the walk to the start under blue skies and sunshine, it was snowing golden leaves and I felt incredibly grateful to our amazing sport for allowing me, old and creaky, to still participate and visit these beautiful places. 

At the start we were asked to be kind to other park users, as there just been an unpleasant altercation on some steps between an orienteer and someone holding a baby. A Christmas market had brought even more visitors and with the sun in your eyes it was very important to watch where you were going. The garden is on a terraced slope with high walls and hedges, so route choice had to be very carefully worked out and every junction checked for potential collisions. 

Sadly we didn't visit the fairy garden before flipping the map over to the 1:7500 version of the previous night. It took a bit of adjusting to the change in scale and terrain and as I was walking along, looking for a good attack point, a smiley man asked if I was doing a treasure hunt. Mindful of the need to maintain a good reputation for the sport, I stopped to explain what I was doing, showed him the map and where we were and the dibber, explaining that the event was timed and the fastest person wins. I had only meant to affirm that orienteering is not (normally) a walking wander in the woods but as soon as he realised I was in a timed competition he sent me on my way, saying he was rooting for me!

We then had a long leg on paths across the width of the map. At one point I saw two people come down the hill on my left, run up and down the path, identify a path junction on the opposite side of the road and head back up the hill. Something tasty up there, I thought, and noted that was going to be one of my later controls. A triangle of controls later, I found myself on a compass bearing down the slope looking for a tiny clearing in the middle of a deciduous wood. Normally you can spot a clearing by the light shining through the overstorey but not in winter! Sure enough I went too far right, overshot, ended up on the path bang on the wee path junction on the other side of the road and had to head back up. I don't think I ever saw the clearing! 

I only had to finish to win as there were no other entries on the double but it was satisfying to make enough of an effort not to be last W70on the day.

With some confusion over the fact that the Tinto Twin rules place W70 on Light Green and the SOL places W70 on Short Green, I'm not sure how that affected entries but it clearly needs to be addressed. A huge amount of work goes into events like this so as many entries as possible are wanted. Some classes had no entries at all. 

But many congratulations to planner Rudi and controller Phil for making the day event look like nothing we had seen the night before. On checking, I had visited two controls on both courses but approaching them from different angles meant I hadn't even realised it. 

The use of the Ultrasprint was great fun and reminded me that in the dim and distant past I mapped Kilmory Gardens with a view to doing something similar, but nothing came of it and the gardens have suffered greatly over the years. 

Maybe one day. 

We thoroughly enjoyed our return to night orienteering and, if we can get our head torches working better, might do more. Glasgow parks are good places to start if you haven't tried it before as you are not normally ploughtering through bogs and tussocks.

Oh and Caitlin's decision to go to rugby was vindicated as she scored a try!
