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F I T  F O R  L I F E

Don’t pass the salt
You should never feel naughty about eating a 

good chip,  says Carol Westmorland

T
he words were out 
before I could stop 
them. “Noooooo”, I 
squealed 
dramatically; this 

accompanied by my best 
look of horror. I had been 
discussing the end of the 
cycling season ‘chip night’. 
Me eat a chip? Never! I lied.

Food is a regular topic of 
conversation in class. It 
takes a lot to fuel me. It is 
on my mind most of the 
time and takes little for 
class chat to turn to our 
tummies. 

Truth is, I will travel for a 
good chip.

I refuse to feel naughty 
for eating chips. My 
destinations of choice are: 
Lanercost tea room (thank 
you Victoria); Fetherston 
Arms, Kirkoswald; Chesters 
by the River, Ambleside; 
Lingholm kitchen garden, 
Portinscale; The Duke of 
Cumberland, Castle Carrock.

Wrapping up warm I eat 
them outside with the 
extra warmth of a dog on 
my lap. It is always between 
October and March. Not for 
me a floppy, limp chip stuck 
firmly to its mate. I like 
mine golden with fluffy 
insides - not dissimilar to 
how I like people - and 
while I am feeling 
confessional I, wait for it, 
add salt. Yes, salt. I did, 
until my research provided 
more scientific grounds, tell 
those who frowned upon 
this that I was replenishing 
lost salts from my activities. 
This is no longer necessary. 
I am doing myself good. I 
may love a chip, but I may 
love salt even more. My 
need for a chip could be 
just an excuse to fix my 
craving for salt. My chip is 
just a vehicle.

Salt calms. My chips may 
be medicinal. I am a better 
person for eating salt with 
chips.

Salus is the Latin word 
for health - taken from the 
word salt. It was thought to 
be the cure for many an ail 
and we humans crave it for 
good reason. It even helps 
children grow. Without salt 
we die. 

Any one of our 
‘Sunshines’ (the dogs) will 
drive itself quite mad licking 
my legs when I arrive back 
from the bike. Perhaps, not 
as good as a chip but close. 

Pass the salt, please.

‘I LIKE MINE GOLDEN 
WITH FLUFFY 
INSIDES - NOT 

DISSIMILAR TO HOW 
I LIKE PEOPLE’

Carol Westmorland lives in 
the Eden Valley. She is a 
Cycling Time Trials national 
champion, clocking up 445 
miles in 24 hours. She also 
teaches pilates. www.
pilates-cumbria.uk

What’s the scariest thing 
you’ve ever done? To quit my 
job and start up as a yoga 
teacher. I live on my own so 
all my security went when I 
took the plunge. Also, teaching 
yoga, because I want to do it 
justice and be authentic.

What’s your guiltiest 
pleasure? Cats. I have two 
but I constantly want more. 
I’m a crazy cat lady at heart.

What would you do with 
£1m? I’d give it back. Money 
isn’t happiness. Being healthy 
and being around loved ones 
is what makes me happy.

Who would be at your 
perfect dinner party? My 
mum and my sister – they’re 
the most inspiration and 
courageous people I know.

When did you last cry? 
I cried in shivasana (corpse 
pose). It’s the pose at the end 
of class and is complete 
letting go. It was tears of 
happiness.

What makes you belly laugh? 
In Janet’s class at The Yoga 
Studio when she does 
something called the lion’s 
breath where you put your 
hands over your eyes, stick 
your tongue out and roar like a 
lion. It makes everyone laugh.

What makes you angriest? 
I’m really clumsy and it 
frustrates me. On a yoga mat 
I’m great but the rest of the 
time I always trip over and 
bump into things.

You’re on holiday. Where’s 
your phone? At home. One 
hundred per cent.

Can you imagine retirement? 
I want to renounce and go 
and live in the mountains and 
live in peace.

How would you like to be 
remembered? As someone 
who made people happy and 
helped them.
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