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[Voices in background.] After completing the Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk, I still felt that I had a capacity to walk longer distances: I didn’t know how far, and I didn’t really wish to outface meself by tackling some mammoth walk without really understanding what I were taking on, but I knew that I could probably walk for more days and cover a greater distance. With this in mind, I had lined up to do the Lyke Wake Walk – a 40-mile walk over the North Yorkshire Moors – not climbing any particular peaks, but nevertheless a long gruelling walk, and at 40 miles, 15 miles further than the Three Peaks of Yorkshire. [Voices in background.] The Lyke Wake Walk proved to be a bigger challenge than anticipated, and in fact I ended up with several failures. Meanwhile, in 1977, I’d decided that I would undertake the hundred mile walk of the Dales Way, walking from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere, [banging sound in distance] through the Yorkshire Dales, especially doing the complete length of Wharfedale. I undertook this walk the first week in June, and although it were wet, the day that I actually commenced the walk, from that moment forward, the sun shone brilliantly. It turned out to be a scorching week. Now, [sound of knocking in background] I made steady progress on this walk, in fact the first day I walked nearly 15 miles (which is actually the furthest that I have ever walked in one day in me life, so I set a new personal best with that), but having done that I’d caused meself some damage by way of blisters on me hands and feet maybe and this didn’t stand me in very good stead for the rest of the walk, as I subsequently had to keep going, facing further difficulties as each day came. At certain points along the Dales Way, which was actually familiar countryside to me, I did pass certain friends who I were able to visit, which sort of added to the encouragement of keeping going, day after day. After about the fourth day or so, I arrived at Hubberholme and by this time were fairly worn out. Now there’s the ancient church of St Oswald’s at Hubberholme, and being in a fairly worn-out state, I decided to seek solace and guidance within this church which I had attended several times previously, and while alone in this church, I did an awful lot of soul-searching about why I wanted to do this walk, what the motivation was, and what I hoped to get out of it, and prayed for enough strength to make the right decision as regards whether to carry on or whether to call it a day and pack in, bearing in mind that things were beginning to get really difficult. And the answer came by way of a feeling that came over me, [sound of door banging, then closing] that really made me believe that if I really wanted to do it and wanted to do it for the [banging of door] for the right reasons, I would find the strength to carry on and succeed, and equally, if I had any doubt or peculiar reasons for wanting to do it, not maybe as sincere as doing the walk, then I wouldn’t manage to do it. So I came out of that church with renewed energy and ready to face the next five or six days ahead. I was doing this walk with a friend – Philip Finch – who’d actually accompanied me on the Three Peaks Walk and was on the successful time that I did the Three Peaks, and also on an unsuccessful assault on the Lyke Wake Walk: largely unsuccessful, but due to bad weather as we did it in December, [phone ringing in background] but, the other thing is that when you’re doing a long walk like this, you know, I worked for the Inland Revenue and I only had so many days leave, and this warn’t an open-ended venture. I basically had one week to do it, or I had to finish and go home anyway, and the other difficulty is that when you’re walking with another person, they’re not just walking for my benefit, they’re doing this walk for their benefit as well, and it’s not just my decision whether we terminate and pack in, because unless we stay together there’s no walk, and in order to maintain this walk, you know, you’ve got a fairly tight schedule, [sound of door closing] and you have to meet targets every day, because once you start missing targets then the whole thing becomes futile because it becomes obvious that you’re not gonna make it. So, around the middle of the walk I was sort of every day just managing to meet targets, and to a certain degree living in hope. To do a hundred mile walk in a week – which technically amounts to nine days; from Saturday till a week the following Sunday – means that for them nine days you must average at least 11 miles a day. Now my general walking speed over that sort of terrain for a prolonged period of time, I would probably walk at an average of about one mile an hour, and so that means that every day I have to be actually walking for 11 hours, which takes an awful lot of effort and tenacity, and any other word you wish to describe it. It is a massive input to work flat out for 11 or 12 hours a day, bearing in mind that that excludes meals, any rests or anything else, so this’d often mean that we’d be up walking at six or seven on a morning, and probably walking while maybe seven and eight or even nine on an evening, and although technically I did this walk with Phil, [Philip Finch] in actual reality, for a large part of the time, we never actually walked together. You know, he carried the equipment that we had, a tent, and sleeping bags, and I carried a small bag, and we just met up at regular points. Because for a fit person to walk at one mile an hour, day after day after day, you know, is more or less as difficult as what it is [laughing] for me to walk at one mile an hour. So the solution to it were for him to walk ahead and either wait if he came to a barrier like a wall or difficult fence that he [voices in background] thought I might get stuck at or [someone laughing in background] as often was the case, walk ahead to the next village that we were gonna go through, where he could find either public house or shops, and wait for me. On the first morning actually I had a fairly bad fall and bumped me head on a dry stone wall, and to some extent it sort of like caused some swelling around me eye and it warn’t really a good omen, the fact that I’d damaged meself within a couple of hours of setting off, but, you know, I seemed to have that situation under control and gradually, as days went on, that were a situation that rectified itself. But with it being so hot, one of the worst problems that we had were being bitten by assorted flies, from little things right up to horse flies – dung flies especially were prolific – and you get to the point where you’ve been bitten by such nasty things that every time you imagine or even think that you’ve felt something, you’re reacting instantly, you know, cos you [are] definitely not wanting to get bitten by such serious bugs. I had taken me Cine camera with me so from time to time we got this out and took some panoramic shots of the walk and often me walking in these shots, and this ended up as about a 30-minute film – about 10 three-minute films we took – and this came as a reasonable record of me doing this Dales Way walk. At one stage, bearing in mind I probably looked very desperate, as well as feeling desperate, and we’d passed Ribblehead so we were probably about, what, just a good distance over halfway and [voices in background] at certain points on the walk, not too often but you had to follow a road, and at this particular point I’d turned off and were walking down a road which was still quite a long way to go, towards this next village called Dent, and I’m sort of staggering down this road, and this farmer pulled up in his vehicle and says, ‘Can I give you a lift?’ Now I must have looked horrendously worn out and in a really bad way, and for a moment I had great difficulty in coordinating me mind enough to be able to say to him, ‘No, [laughing] I’m doing a long walk: I’m on the Dales Way [Walk], and being a walk I don’t really need a lift,’ and this must have come as quite a shock to him considering the state that I were in, especially by this stage as I’d sort a set this target that I had to get to this pub – The Sportsman’s Arms – and it were a target that if I didn’t make it that far that would be the end of the walk, and as we sort of entered the second half of the week [someone laughing in background] we had to have these fairly rigid targets, where we’d sorted this walk out into sections, and if I failed to make it to the end of a section at the end of the day, that had to be the end of the walk, and only by doing this could I maintain Phil’s enthusiasm and momentum. I mean he could have done this walk very easily but, you know, the fact that he were walking at my speed or walking on and waiting and hanging around a lot of time, it meant that, for his sake as well, you know, as I say he warn’t there simply for my benefit, we were both doing this walk and if I failed to meet targets then that were really the end. [Phone ringing in background.] And in some ways he would have liked to have packed in at certain points, and I had the great problem of sitting down to him and saying, ‘Well, you’ve got rights as well as me, and if you want to pack in, you pack in and I pack in with yer. But while ever I can meet these targets, I’m not gonna pack in: I’m gonna keep going even though it may be obvious to people looking at me that I’m probably not gonna make it, I believe that I am, and as long as I meet targets I’m gonna keep going,’ and faced with such a difficult situation, although he would have loved to have packed in at this stage, he couldn’t bring it in hisself to pack in and me have to pack in with him. But just as I had a right to say ‘Well I’ve had enough,’ and pack in, he also had a right to do the same thing. The following morning as we left The Sportsman’s Arms we came upon a party of schoolchildren that were on a school trip up in the Dales, and they were out walking as well, and I’m walking on me own on this section and feeling really desperate, and three 15 or 16 year old girls came up to me, started talking to me and asked if they could walk with me. And, you know, this really boosted me morale and kept me going at what to me would be my full speed, and also put me in a position where p’raps I didn’t have rests that I might otherwise have had, and this gave the walk a bit more momentum. I made better distance inspired by these schoolgirls who talked to me about lots of things and I suppose they realised that they were inspiring me to keep going. We made it to Dent by lunchtime and things started to look up, and we decided that if we could make it on to Sedbergh round the grammar school area, by evening, we would definitely be well and truly back on target. Some time after nine in the evening, we did make it to Sedbergh Grammar School, and not really being able to find anywhere immediately, it were quite late, so we nipped in a pub for half an hour till it got dark and then decided to put our tent up on Sedbergh Grammar School, on edge of playing fields. It seemed a good idea, and decided that we’d get up extremely early in the morning and be gone before any body knew [laughing] we were there. Although still about another three days to go, the end seemed in sight, and inspired by this things went well for the last few days. And, although with the weather being red-hot, you know, everywhere that you had that were exposed to the sun were wearing out and skin were falling off, and your neck was sore. Anything around exposed parts of your body were extremely sore, but you just knew that from somewhere you’d manage to keep the strength up to keep going. And we duly arrived into Windermere at lunchtime on the Sunday, to be greeted by the friend who’d walked with me the first day (as Phil couldn’t join me till the morning of the second day), and met us to have a celebration drink and then give us a lift back home. By 1982 – this is five years later – I still had unfinished business on the Lyke Wake Walk, and following the death of me mother, immediately after the funeral, accompanied by me brother-in-law (well, me brother-in-law –to-be at that stage) we set off on the Lyke Wake Walk: this being late September, and although rather a sombre occasion, we managed to complete the walk successfully in four days. Now the Lyke Wake Walk is a gruelling walk and part of it crosses bog land, which were very difficult, although I think something’s been done about it now, like footpaths put down or re-routed to places where it’s not quite so boggy: horrendously bad for some short distances at one point, and I mean horrendously bad. How I managed to get over it with walking sticks I do not know, but I know one thing that if you didn’t keep moving you would definitely have sunk: that’s how bad it were. And, especially walking sticks, you just really could put very little pressure or very quickly on hem, before they disappeared. The Lyke Wake Walk took exactly four days, from beginning to end, more or less to the minute. We’d driven up to the starting point, and as most good walks do, it more or less starts from a pub – The Queen Catherine Head [Queen Catherine Hotel] at Osmotherley – and before I started the walk, we went into the pub and asked the landlady if it’d be all right to park the car, and that we could be a while doing this walk, and would she keep her eye on it. At which point she said, ‘Well, where’s your back-up team?’ Now most people do the Lyke Wake Walk as a charge across this moor, which you’re supposed to do technically. To become a member of the Lyke Wake Walk Society you’d have to do it in 24 hours, but it were obviously gonna take me really at least four days, and there are no villages or anything along the way, other than the fact that you cross about three or four roads at different points, and that’s all. The nearest thing that you come to civilisation is crossing a road, and for these people that charge across it in 24 hours, it’s obviously convenient to have a back-up team at this point where you cross the road, and they can get refreshments, change of clothes or change of whatever they need, before they set off on the next part of the walk. Anyway, I explained to this landlady that it were gonna take us anything up to a week, and that we were really equipped to stay out there: we had enough food and spare clothing and equipment to be out until we made it to some point of either had to be picked up on a road, or thumb a lift on a road or whether we made it to the other end. Anyway, as I say, we made it, and I suppose the big highlight of the walk for me were early one morning when we were crossing a stream on stepping stones along a Roman road, and this were quite one of those spiritual experiences of being totally at one with nature and the world. Anyway, we managed to do this walk and then it took a full day, while we caught about four or five buses back to different points to Osmotherley. First of all we caught a bus from Ravenscar to Scarborough and then from Scarborough to Whitby, Whitby to Guisborough, Guisborough to Stokesley, and then eventually from Stokesley I think down to Osmotherley. And obviously on arriving at the pub (this Queen Catherine Head), you don’t just go and get in your car and drive it away when you’ve asked them to keep an eye on it, so I went into the pub and the landlady says to me, ‘Did you manage to do the walk all right?’ At which point I said, ‘Yeah.’ She says, ‘Did you enjoy it?’ Now the problem with doing long walks like this is that your enjoyment might not be quite so immediate: you know, you do get great long-term enjoyment out of it, but you could well be a bit worn out at the end of it. But I did manage to struggle and say, ‘Yes,’ and then she says to me, ‘Was it very difficult?’ at which point her husband (the landlord) appeared and said, ‘It looks as though it was, he looks to be in a bad way.’ She says, ‘No, he’s not,’ she says, ‘He looks like that before he started.’ The following year, I decided that I’d have a go at the Coast-to-Coast walk – a 200-mile walk, basically across the Lake District then across the northern Yorkshire Dales, ending up walking across the North Yorkshire moors to the coast – and by this time John was me brother-in-law, and we set off basically with about two or three weeks, probably three weeks, to do a 200-mile walk. We’d a friend, we went up to St Bees, and we [were] dropped off at St Bees, and he brought the car back home again, and then we set off on this marathon walk. First of all we walked along the coast and then set off inland, eventually walking down Ennerdale before crossing a range of mountains, and then across to Borrowdale, before ascending another range of mountains and making the long descent into Grasmere, before camping on a friend’s lawn in Grasmere, and then crossing another massive range of mountains (the Hellvellyn range) before arriving in Ullswater, and then crossing another big range of mountains which involved going to the summit of Kidsty Pike, at about 2,600 feet, and then down into Ullswater Valley and out towards Shap. Now by the time we reached Shap, you know, I were fairly well-worn out. Now we’d walked about the worst third of this coast to coast walk. We’d done abut 70 miles or so, but it had been horrendously hard work over these four ranges of mountains. It had been extremely rewarding, and there’d been some fantastic sights, including seeing a golden eagle take its prey as it descended. We actually slept only yards from the summit of Kidsty Pike, and as we descended the following morning, really early hours, we saw one of these golden eagles come down and grab its prey. And we walked through woodland with glades of bluebells and found a fantastic valley that I’d driven past loads of times up near Cleator in the early stages of the walk but never realised how fantastic and quiet this valley were as you walked up, before you met this road. And as I began to walk down Ullswater [Valley] I began to suffer with a terrible pain really in the bottom back of me left ankle, on the Achilles’ tendon what I’d had operated on when I were 12 year old, and this pain became so horrendous really that by the time we got to Shap, it didn’t...
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[Side B.]
I’d walked for two days as we neared Shap, with this pain in the back of me left ankle progressively getting worse, and really I could hardly stand up on it, and it made no sense to attempt to continue, so be time we got to Shap we just decided to call it a day and phone for our lift back in Leeds to come and collect us and get us back home (the lift on this occasion being a good friend – Ian Davidson – who’d really supported us in some of the things that I had done). I wouldn’t describe it as ‘a disappointment’ to have not done the coast to coast because the good third that we did were the most rewarding part about it. Me life at that time revolved an awful lot around the Lake District, and we had basically just walked across the Lake District and began to walk out of it, and the other thing is that, you know, it were always, from day one, questionable whether I would be able to hold body and soul together for 200 miles, on a fairly tight schedule and under a lot of pressure. Throughout this, we set off on a Saturday and we packed in on a Monday, and throughout that period, that 10 days, we’d endured a violent thunderstorm as we crossed the second mountain range, and we’d had to make camp hastily, with lightening illuminating this tent, even as we were getting in and laid down; you know it were an horrendous evening. And then as we crossed the third mountain range, from Grasmere over Helvellyn, as we neared the point where we crossed, it began to rain, and as we descended to Ullswater, it rained and rained and rained, and once again we were absolutely soaked, had to put up camp, get into dry clothing, and decide not to walk again until it were dry because, you know, we’d only one set of clothing spare and we couldn’t risk getting wet until we got out other set dry again, which one does by hanging it out on the edge of your rucksack as you walk. [Laughs.] So, all in all, it had been a [voices in background] rewarding experience: as much about survival, p’raps, as long-distance achievement. In fact, as I packed in this coast to coast walk, I did think that maybe at a later stage I might carry on from the point where I’d left on and complete this walk, but the great will to do it I don’t suppose were there after doing the Lake District part, and I’d already crossed the North Yorkshire Moors on the Lyke Wake Walk. And although the coast to coast don’t exactly follow the Lyke Wake Walk, it does in places, and to some extent have a very similar sort of route. While I’d been doing these things, I’d never really looked at it or viewed it in this way, but I was serving an apprenticeship when I eventually walked to Mount Everest. When I did each of these walks, purely and simply, I were picking a route over terrain which I knew would give me an awful lot of enjoyment, and I were challenging meself by the distance, and the whole purpose of doing it [door banging in distance] were to get the adventure of a two-man expedition, and the enjoyment of p’raps in most cases if you passed pubs along the way, calling in, especially for lunch or evening meal, and finding out what my own personal limits were, because I had a need to understand what my body were capable of doing and technically how long I could hold it together for, and what my capabilities were. And, also, you know, I had a lot of skill in that department of extreme walking, and if you have a real skill for something then it’s nice to be able to exercise it to its absolute full. On a very long walk, as well, you always get the feeling that [sound of door closing] there’s gonna be no second chance, because if you’re doing a hundred mile walk, [sound of door banging] and you pack in after 80 miles, you’re never gonna start from beginning again and walk that 80 miles again, because, you know, life’s too short to be dwelling on things like that. You’re not doing these things just to say ‘I have done this, I have done that. This is what I have achieved,’ you’re doing it for enjoyment and if achievement comes with the enjoyment and purpose, then that’s acceptable to me, but to set out with achievement as a goal, well for me definitely, wouldn’t be a case because in my life I’ve never had this feeling that I’d anything to prove to meself or other people, because it’s something that you’re either a confident, complete person, or you have some sort of chip on your shoulder, and you’re trying to prove summat, or you feel inferior or you feel in some way not complete and you’re trying to prove something. Well, I never felt like that. I mean I had the problem that as a child I could run around and hop, skip and jump, although I did hem rather awkwardly. Against me will, I were dragged into hospital, basically kicking and screaming, saying, ‘I don’t want this operated on, made a complete mess of,’ and then not been able to walk. I went through a long period of hating this, but I never felt, ‘Why me?’ I just felt this should never have happened, and I never wanted it, and it never left me with a feeling of anything to prove because I’d had something taken away from me, and if you’ve had something taken away then there definitely ain’t anything left to prove, because you’re fighting something that’s improvable. And the other thing about doing long walks and climbing mountains is that to some degree it normalised me because I did things that normal people did. So when I arrived at this pub and or wherever on a night and people said, ‘Well where have you been walking today?’ it were something that they could relate to and, you know, if you’d just climbed say Scafell Pike or something, well everybody that’s climbed Scafell Pike knows exactly what it is you’ve done and exactly how difficult it is. If you’ve just climbed Ben Nevis, anybody that’s climbed Ben Nevis understands completely instantly what you’ve done. You know, if you’ve done the Dales Way [Walk], anybody else who’s done the Dales Way, or even knows what the Dales Way is, would know immediately exactly what you’d done. The thing is that this often breaks down the barrier completely to the fact that you’re disabled, and I would find often in these days that I would constantly have people saying to me, ‘But have you done the Pennine Way?’ this 250-mile walk down the backbone of England, and I never had any intention of doing this Pennine Way. It weren’t a walk, p’raps the middle section would have gave me a certain amount of enjoyment, but definitely starting at the beginning or starting at the end and doing it in reverse would have given me no enjoyment whatsoever, apart from this middle section, and I never walked or did anything for that reason, so the Pennine Way, not by virtue of distance but by virtue of what it was, was always off-bounds to me mentally. So, the happiest walk that I could do would be the Dales Way, and to push meself harder – the Coast to Coast. But, just to do long walks just because they’re there just never appealed to me, and eventually, you know, well it became a thing, I’d always have people saying, ‘But you’ve never done Pennine Way.’ And it were amazing how people kept bringing this Pennine Way up, and eventually when I walked to Mount Everest not once when I came back from Everest did anybody ever say to me, ‘But you haven’t done the Pennine Way.’ And I s’pose one of the most satisfying things of walking to Everest is the fact that nobody ever judged your normality or, had you done this or had you done that, because you’d done the ultimate walk and really it would be pointless, [laughing] somebody saying, ‘Well have you done the Pennine Way?’ ‘No, but I’ve walked to Mount Everest. I’ve been two thirds of the way up Mount Everest.’ So, obviously, this thing never happened after that, and that were something that I used to find quite annoying because obviously a lot of very fit people do long walks just because they’re there, and the fact that I were doing these things and people were seeing through my disability, seeing yer as, I s’pose, competition or a threat to what they’d done, and suddenly your disability don’t come into it any more. It’s like if you started passing O-levels, or A-levels, and you did them under open competition alongside able-bodied people and suddenly you start getting A’s or better grades than everybody else. Suddenly [laughing] your disability don’t exist any more because your disability exists to people when I suppose although they may not feel superior to you, they feel that you’ve got something inferior about yer, and the thing is that once you compete in this open world and you do better than these people, that feeling rapidly disappears.  When you get a good job, they may say, ‘Oh yeah, well you’re disabled,’ and this lot, but once you’ve been there a few weeks, if you do this job well, all of a sudden your disability don’t exist any more: it only exists when it’s a problem to you [voices in background] or that they feel that it’s a problem, or they wanna make it a problem. To any normal person that you meet, once your disability don’t exist to you, then [laughing] it don’t really exist to them, and I s’pose this is something that’s difficult for people to get a grasp on until they actually live in that lane of life. In 1982, I’d got a bungalow in Bingley, with 90-odd yards of garden that had a section of the River Aire, and while me mother were in the throes of dying, I were badly burgled, and subsequent to this I decided that I really needed a dog and not only to help protect me property but equally as a companion. I got another dog which I called Megan in November 1983, and after that, if I wanted to do a long walk, I had to basically put her in kennels cos it were too difficult to take a dog on a long walk, and if I went on a day walking this became very difficult unless I took somebody with me to handle the dog, because I couldn’t handle her in difficult situations. And contrary to what people might think, [voice in background] you know, you can only let a dog loose in certain areas, and if I were walking in Lake District, I would not be walking with a loose dog. You could well get your animal shot or even worse; it could start worrying sheep, and so it’s not something that I ever contemplated doing. So really, getting a dog put an end to my total freedom – although by this stage I were beginning to get a bit older and things were changing for me, and also having 90-odd yards of garden to do don’t leave you with that much free time, so I went into a phase where, you know, me life had major changes. I became a property owner, and had responsibilities by way of a dog.  Now I didn’t have any problem taking this dog out in the car, I could take it out for a weekend or a week or whatever, but I had great difficulty – I had to pick me places where I could actually take it and let it loose. I also were doing a lot of voluntary work, partly by being involved in the setting up of something called The Fieldfare Trust, and also I’d been a school governor for several years and it weren’t just a job that you took lightly, it were a job that had certain responsibilities. And then I did some voluntary work with Moor Park School for handicapped children in Preston, and then later Rockley Mount School in Barnsley, and Richard Oastler School in Leeds, for children with behavioural difficulties. In 1981, I’d done the Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk by a different route, thus complete [completed it]. The Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk were, were initiated about 1948 or so, in one of the very early issues of The Dalesman magazine, and the original walk went from a public house in Dent, across Whernside to a public house, and then across Ingleborough, to Horton-in-Ribblesdale to another public house, and then across Penyghent to Littondale to yet another public house where this walk ended. I had somebody who did a lot of work, a friend, Roger Sharples, who were actually a physical education teacher at Moor Park School [Moor Park High School] in Preston, and later headmaster of Rockley Mount [Barnsley] and he wanted to do a walk with me, one of the things he wanted to do, and as it happened his parents lived in Dent, so it seemed quite a good idea to do this Three Peaks walk, which he actually made a film of and obviously I knew that I could, manage to climb these three peaks. I’d decided that when I did the original walk that the ascent of Whernside from Ribblehead was so steep and so bad that I’d never do it again. When you’re climbing mountains or doing long walks, sometimes you cover a certain bit of terrain which is very difficult, usually because it’s steep, and sometimes because if you fell off there’s a long way to fall, and although you get stuck in and you manage to do it, when you’ve completed it you say to yourself, ‘You will never, ever do that again,’ because you’ve done it once, and you’ve lived, and that’s it, you’ve no wish whatsoever to do it again. And this particular ascent on the last part of Whernside, this very steep side – this path has now been rerouted – it was so bad that it amounted to being horrendous and you reach a point where, in them days, I would never have done the Three Peaks by the normal route again, because having been up that steep part of Whernside, I would never have wished to do it again, and it’s on the Lyke Wake Walk, the boggy section: I would never ever have wanted to do that again.  [Coughs.] And the time when I slipped coming down Helvellyn, I’d never want to do that again, and parts of the walk to Mount Everest, you know, I would never, ever wish to do hem again. Sometimes in life you just have to be satisfied that you’ve managed to achieve something, once. This tape; Philip is intended to replace the one that went astray, or didn’t record properly, whatever the case may have been.  
[End of recording.]
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