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TTrr iinngg  RRuunnnneerr    
July 2007 

Main Forthcoming Events 
 
Wednesday July 11th – Rick’s Tring Park 
Relays (see later in this newsletter) 
 
Friday 13th July – Pasty and Pizza party at 
DaVinci’s in Tring (8:30 pm) – Still time to 
book a place if you see Maria 
 
Sunday July 22rd – Fairlands Valley 
Challenge. A multi-terrain marathon through 
Hertfordshire countryside starting and 
finishing in Stevenage and followed by a post-
race bbq. (Also an 18 and 12 mile option) 
 
Saturday August 11th, Shifty’s Do  
This event is being organised by the rafting 
club in memory of Richard Collison who was 
also a member of TRC so we are also invited. 
The event will include running, rafting, eating 
and drinking - More details later. 
 
Wednesday August 29th – Mike Gaunt’s 
Hash. (Mike has promised us better weather 
than we had for this event last year) 
 
Sunday October 14th – Ridgeway Race 
A date for the diary – lots of help needed 
 
Saturday October 27th – Beachy Head 
Marathon  
Our next event in the off-road championships.  
 
 
Newsletter contributions to Peter Hamson by 
Friday 27th July please. 
Email: phamson@caci.co.uk 
 http://www.tringrunningclub.org.uk

Contents 
Page 4:  Walk round Guernsey 
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The Fun Run 
 
This year’s fun run was once again hugely successful 
and best summed up by our Race director, Tony Hill, 
who wrote:- 
 
“The Midsummer Fun Run was a success the whole 
club should celebrate. It was the most amazing team 
effort carried out in a wonderful spirit. We set ourselves 
two goals. The first was to promote running in around 
and Tring. I think everyone who watched the various 
runs will see that we made a great step forward in that 
direction last night. Watching 60 five and six year olds 
going flat out is an awesome sight. Overall, across the 
junior runs and the senior race we had 547 finishers! 
  
The second goal was to raise money and awareness for 
the Iain Rennie Hospice at Home charity. Given the 
very sad, and untimely, death of John Alexander earlier 
this year this was especially resonant. The final 
accounting of the money raised will take a few weeks 
but, yesterday evening alone Iain Rennie took £1000 in 
cash. 
  
On a personal note, I feel immensely privileged to part 
of such a great group. Being a member of TRC has 
been very important to me over the last 22 years but 
yesterday was quite special. Thank you all again for 
your unstinting support, energy and commitment to this 
important event.” 
 
And, of course, a big thanks to Tony, without whom the 
event would not have taken place at all. 
  

VISIT OUR WEB SITE  
http://www.tringrunningclub.org.uk 

 

Club Runs: 
Every Wednesday 
7:30 pm Running from Tring Cricket Club 
Monday July 2nd and Aug 6th 
7.30 p.m. Running from Berkhamsted 
Cricket Club  
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Race Results 
 
Thame 10K 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Nigel Bunn 22 36:19 * 
John Manning 99 41:12 Y 
Gill Heron 589 57:50 * 
Frances Mills 667 60:47  

763 ran. 
* Nigel was running for HR Wallingford and 
Gill for Bearbrook Joggers so applying the 
committee’s latest ruling these cannot count 
towards the club championships – sorry. 
John writes:- A relatively small turn out for 
Thame 10k, probably because many were 
recovering from Devon Pub run. The Thame 
10k is a good course, mainly flat, with a long 
stretch along an old railway line. The only real 
incline is in the last kilometre. I first did this in 
2003 when there were about 450 runners. This 
year there were 750+ which made the start a 
tad congested. The finish was moved a bit this 
year as they had built an all-weather pitch 
where it used to end so now the last 50 metres 
is slightly uphill again. The weather was 
probably ideal - showery but not very wet and 
temperature only about 13 degrees C. What 
happened to summer? 
My time was a PB beating previous PB here 
two years ago by 3 seconds. 
  
St Albans Half Marathon 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Colin Rees   157 1:37:25  
Michaela Colwell 314 1:43:55  

Colin was third vet, just pipped at the post for 
second place. 
 
Whipsnade 10K 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Jonathan Smith  43:42  

Jonathan writes: Really pleased as I am getting 
back to where I was 2 years ago. The race was 
great event as race fee gets you entry to the zoo 
for the day.   
 
 
 
 

The race started at 9:30 so we had the zoo to 
ourselves, and with great weather it made for a 
beautiful day. It would have been nice to see a 
few more Tring runners, but the race was on 
the same day as the Coombe Hill race. 
 
Chicks’ Chase 5K 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Elise Aitchison 25 24:54  
Edda Aitchison 29 25:06 Y 

122 finished. 
Congratulations to Edda was also 1st Lady v55. 
Edda writes: My Daughter and I took part in 
the Chicks' Chase race last night (28th June). It 
is the first in a series of 3 races; all 5K. The 
remaining two dates are 26th July and 30th 
August. It is a very pleasant flat race run on the 
footpaths around the Caldecotte Lake in Milton 
Keynes. 

 
Coombe Hill Race 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Alan Whelan 7 25:54  
Chris Egan 10 26:41  
Tom Lark 17 28:20  
Robert Brown 24 29:13  
Clive Cohen 33 30:21  
Alison Harding 37 30:54  
Mandy Bronthrone 51 32:52  
Callum Bronthrone 55 33:11  

100 ran. 
This is a 3.75 mile short hill race and the fourth 
race in the off-road club championships.  
Congratulations to Alison Harding who was 2nd 
Lady and 1st Lady vet, and Mandy Bonthrone 
who was 3rd Lady and 2nd Lady vet. Also Tring 
RC picked up the 2nd Team Prize. 
Alison Harding and Alan Whelan are currently 
leading the off-road championships – for full 
details see our web-site. 
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Committee News 
 

At the last committee meeting the following resolutions were passed:- 
 

1. A memento will be awarded to all club members who complete all events in the club Cross 
Country or the Off-road championships. This will probably be a small cup or shield. 

 
2. The Dunstable 20 will be included in the Off-road championships from 2008 onwards. This is a 

local event which is popular amongst club members. It will also balance the distances, providing a 
second long distance event, and goes some way towards bridging the gap between the beginning 
of June and the end of October which we currently have in the off-road championships. This 
year’s event will not count towards the championship but if anyone wants a trial run it will be 
held on the 16th of September. 

 
3. If a runner belongs to more than one club in order for them to count an event towards the on-road 

or off-road championships they must be running for Tring Running Club. They do no necessarily 
have to be a first claim member as long as they are entered as a Tring runner. Also, of course, they 
must be a paid up member of TRC at the time of the event. This ruling was made as it was 
thought to be unfair for a runner to be able to claim championship points for the same event from 
more than one club. 

 
Thanks to Alan Whelan for proposing these changes 
 
 

Rick’s Relay – Wednesday July 11th 
 
For newcomers to the club, here is a brief explanation of our annual Wednesday evening event known as 
‘Rick’s Relays’.  Those taking part will be divided into teams of four, each team consisting of two pairs.  
We’ll endeavour to mix and match runners so that all teams have a good range of abilities.  The idea is 
that one pair of runners from each team set off, in opposite directions, around a marked circuit of Tring 
Park. Eventually (as long as neither of you get lost!), you should meet your partner coming in the other 
direction.  You then ‘touch hands’, turn round and run back the way you came.  When both runners are 
back to the start (and in theory they should arrive very close together), they hand over to the next pair, 
who do the same.  They then hand back to the first pair, again and so on.  Normally we do two laps each 
(i.e. four laps per team in all).  Generally, this is a good, fun but fairly quick off road training sessions.  
Hopefully, many of you will join in but if you really don’t fancy the idea you don’t have to do it. You can 
just go for a normal Wednesday evening run. 
 

Anyone wanting to run the Ridgeway? 
 
In the May newsletter there was a note about the annual Ridgeway race from Ivinghoe Beacon to Overton 
Hill which is held over the August Bank Holiday (Aug 25th-26th) and is a distance of 86 miles. Tring RC 
runs one of the checkpoints and in return we are offered one free place in the race. (David Heron has 
kindly volunteered to man the checkpoint this year). So far one person has expressed an interest in the 
free place. If anyone else is interested please let me know and a ballot will be held. Otherwise the place 
will be given to David Sawyer. 

Peter Hamson 
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ITEX WALK  
38.5 Miles Around Guernsey - Saturday 9th June 2007   

 
Having decided that 2007 would be a year to do all those things I kept talking about but hadn’t quite got 
round to doing I entered this year’s Itex walk as soon as entries opened. I also persuaded a friend, Judy, to 
travel all the way from Vancouver to do it with me. 
 
We travelled with BMI from Southampton reasonably cheaply thanks to booking so early.  Graham and I 
have several good friends in Guernsey including a couple, John & Nadia Lipscombe, who have been 
involved with the Itex since its inception 10 years ago. Unfortunately they were away the weekend of the 
walk but they kindly offered us their wonderful home as our base and allowed us to use their car.  
 
The Itex is not a race; it is a charity event run in conjunction with Rotary with the aim of raising funds for 
local charities.  This year there were over 500 entrants and not many, if any, had come from overseas.  
This may well change as word spreads that it is such a well organized brilliant walk. 
 
Check in time is 4.30am, which meant setting alarms for 3.30am, having a quick cuppa and driving down 
to the start area in St.Peter Port.  Drivers are given a card to place on their dashboards to avoid fines for 
exceeding the 10 hour parking limit.  At check in we were provided with numbers on neck ribbons, tags 
for our bags, bananas and drinks. There is no official start – once you’ve checked in you start walking.  
 
Runners are discouraged – there is no guarantee that checkpoints would be manned when they arrive!  
There were some speedy walkers but most set off at a reasonable “long way to go” pace – the eerie 
silence of the early dawn and the Guernsey fog somewhat discouraged chatting at this stage, as did the 
beginning of the steps about a mile from the start.  In all there are 2,266 steps up and 1,606 steps down in 
the first 12 miles after which there are only 56 steps up and 23 down to the finish – everyone of which 
hurts like hell when you haven’t trained for hills let alone steps.   
 
I covered the first 4.1 miles in 2 hrs 13 minutes – on arrival at a checkpoint one picked up ones bag from 
the “in” area, took out or put in gear and placed it in the “out” area. It was a shame for Judy that the mist 
was so thick, the fog horns were sounding continuously and we could only glimpse the sea to our left 
now and again. I have walked this cliff section of the Guernsey coast in the past and it is staggeringly 
beautiful with great views in fine weather.  Another 1 hour 35 minutes brought me down to Petit Bot, 8.6 
miles covered and time for a very welcome breakfast.  There was just about anything you could think of 
on offer including bacon butties, baked beans, hot drinks, cold drinks, muffins, fruit etc. Getting 
motivated to move on again up the path was decidedly difficult.  
 
The end of the steps at Pleinmont was marked by an informal drinks stop and some clearing of the mist.  
This was the first chance to take a short cut because the actual route led out round a fort on a headland 
and it was painfully obvious one could just walk across the isthmus – but my challenge was to complete 
the distance, all of it!! This situation occurred 4 or 5 times during the course of the walk and each time 
we doggedly did the right thing and stayed left as close to the sea as possible.  
 
Now that the terrain was reasonably flat I thought I should be covering distance a little faster.  The sun 
was shining and I gratefully accepted some sun block offered by another walker. Reaching Cobo – 23.1 
miles and 7 hours 39 minutes after starting – was probably my lowest point. My legs really hurt and there 
were still 15miles to walk. 15 miles by itself is a long walk in my book. 
 
For a while it was a challenge to keep a reasonable pace but I was blessed with the company of a husband 
and wife team who were doing it in relay – they changed over at each checkpoint one walking and one 
taking care of their 5 year old. Both of them knew the path well and were able to tell me interesting bits 
of history and anecdotes to make the way seem less arduous.  
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The final 4 miles is probably the least attractive and the hardest of the whole walk. You are on the main 
road, there is traffic to contend with and the Liberation Monument that marks the end never seems to get 
any closer. I crossed the finish line in a total time of 11 hours 54 minutes just within the 12 hour 
challenge I’d set myself.  Reviewing my splits I see I took a total of 64 minutes at the checkpoints so 
could have gone faster but a lot of the fun was chatting and admiring the views at the stops.  Next day I 
could hardly walk – serious delayed muscle soreness set in particularly affecting my gluteal muscles and 
causing me to walk with an ungainly waddle. Fortunately within a week my legs were back to normal and 
I’m left with nothing but very happy memories and that wonderful “I did it” feeling.     

Adrienne Garner 
 

Notes from our Social Secretary 
 

Pasta and Pizza Party 
Brilliant that so many of you can make this event. Please can I have your £5 deposits by Wednesday July 
4th. If you haven’t yet booked your place for this Italian extravaganza, there is still time. It’s on Friday 
July 13th at 8.30pm at Da Vinci’s restaurant in Tring, Frogmore Street. 
  
Breakfast Run at Bob Fords 
Another super turnout for the latest breakfast run. After an excellent run led by Bob up hill and down 
dale, we were all treated to a truly sumptuous breakfast courtesy of Sandra Ford. A good number of brave 
souls also made it into the pool although it hardly seemed worth it as you could get equally as wet by just 
standing in the garden! Champagne and Bucks Fizz flowed freely and we all drank to Bob’s 50th birthday. 
Many thanks to Bob and Sandra for hosting this super event. 
  
Brecon Beacons 
I didn’t do any running, just plenty of walking and picture taking (ooh and the teeniest spot of drinking) 
at this most enjoyable weekend. Here are a few snaps and poignant moments for your delectation and 
delight… 

 
Starting as we mean to go on! 
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If that’s the pillow, what’s the nightie like? 

 
Like mum, like son… Mandy and Callum finish the fell race 

 
how can we EVER forget all that cheese! 
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Our intrepid leader! 

 
Just here for the food 

 
Maria, don’t worry, I’ll make sure your chair doesn’t move 
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A well earned break on the Monday walk 

 
 
 

 
 

Midsummer Fun Run article on the Iain Rennie website 
The following article on the fun run has appeared on the Iain Rennie Website:- 

The runners of Tring town were out in force on Wednesday 20th June to take part in the seventh 
Midsummer Fun Run, organised by Tring Running Club in aid of the Iain Rennie Hospice at Home. 
Runners of all ages took part in a series of races for Under 7s, Under 9s, Under 13s and Under 15s, 
culminating in a senior race for the mums and dads of 6km. A record 267 people signed up on the night, 
bringing the total number of runners to over 600.  
 
There was a last minute appeal to break the £1,000 barrier in monies raised from on the night entries for 
the Iain Rennie Hospice at Home. This was met by a fantastic flurry of people racing up to register in the 
final countdown to the senior race in a bid to exceed the £1,000 mark, which truly captured the fun, 
family, fundraising spirit of the Tring Midsummer Fun Run. 
 
The Iain Rennie Hospice at Home would like to say a huge thank you to Tring Running Club for 
organising yet another superb Midsummer Fun Run in aid of our cause and to all those who took part so 
sportingly!  
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The Fellsman 
 
This was the fourth event in the 12 race Montrail Ultra Championship and by some way the longest and 
hardest of the series.  For Mark and me it was the second event of the year and for Brian his first 
dalliance in the Championship.  Brian came into the race having been out for over 40 hours the previous 
weekend on a 100 mile jaunt and the weekend before that he had completed a 100km event in Dorset.  In 
just two weeks and he had done more miles than most of the rest of the Club put together will do in the 
year.  We might as well give him the Forest Gump Trophy now, though I suppose we don’t need to as 
he’s got I already.. 
 
It was cool and cloudy in Ingleton as we gathered nervously on the playing field for the start and on the 
top of the first hill, Ingleborough rather cooler and cloudier.  You don’t spend long up there and we were 
soon back down out of the fog and cold and jogging across the limestone pavements and fields to the Hill 
Inn.  There is a longer run off the second hill, Whernside.  The instructions are to run down the ridge till 
you come to a stile which you cross.  The organisers put the stile in specially for the race.  We dutifully 
ran down the ridge.  After sometime I was certain I had passed the spot where the stile should have been.  
I stopped to scratch my head.  One after another runners emerged from the cloud and joined me.  “We’ve 
come too far”.  “We can’t have”.  “We must have missed the stile”  “How could we?”  Eventually 
someone with a GPS arrived and confirmed that we were well passed the spot where the stile should have 
been.  The organisers had failed to put it in.  My mate Andy who was in front of me had run on through 
the fog almost to Manchester.  He wasn’t very pleased when I saw him later… 
 
Climbing the next hill, Gragareth, a ferocious squall set in.  There’s a long ridge run from here to Great 
Coum.  A gale drove the rain in horizontally, thundering on my hood and stinging my legs.  Hands froze 
but I decided not to stop to put on more clothes as soon we would be dropping down.  As we descended 
into Dent the rain passed and suddenly it was spring time again.  There were views across Dentdale of 
hills dappled in sunshine as the shadows of innocuous fluffy clouds drifted across them. 
 
Dent is the end of the beginning as Churchill might have said.  The field is spread out and you settle into 
a steady rhythm trying to keep eating and drinking regularly as ther afternoon wears on.  There are two 
log climbs on this section to Blea Moor and then up from Stonehouse to Great Knoutberry.  You climb 
this the way you descend it so you can see who is in front and behind you.  Andy, going like a train, full 
of frustration came past me and I was keeping tabs on a seasoned campaigner, Colin who was doing his 
13th or 14th  Fellsman.  Colin runs very little of the route but walks up hill at a steady 5 mph.  I have to 
jog to keep up with him.  The half way mark came and went and I set my sights on the Fleet Moss 
checkpoint.  This marks the start of the roughest stretch: 9km of bog, tussock, heather and peat groughs.  
I maintained my intended line across here but there was along, sapping stretch, falling about thigh deep in 
slime and slop at times.   
 
When you emerge finally at the col above Wharfedale it is late afternoon but you turn south for the 
homeward leg: 15 miles with two final hills to climb: Buckden Pike and Great Whernside.  Words of 
encouragement and firmer going  raised my spirits and I set off into the early evening feeling stronger 
than for the last few hours.  Running into the last road crossing at park rash I saw Andy ahead of me 
clearly struggling after his efforts to try and make up the ground he had lost early on.  Colin was waiting 
there too and we were told we would have to wait for someone else and be grouped up.  It was 8.00.  We 
were furious. Hanging around for 30 minutes was a waste of light.  Had we been able to go straight on we 
could have got through to the final road head in daylight. 
 
Eventually a band of five was made up and we set off into the twilight together.  The mist came down 
and a steady rain started.  I thought of others further back setting off to cross fleet Moss in the dark and 
wet, knowing there was still several hours to go.  We chatted along happily swapping stories of other 
events and long runs we had done or planned to the final checkpoint where we were allowed to de group 
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and run in.  Andy had had enough by then so the four of us jogged painfully down the steep tarmac 
through Grassington while Andy made his own way home. 
 
For Brian the event was perhaps one too many but he made it back despite a miserable night and a major 
navigational cock up that added a lot of time and pain.  Mark had a very strong run, though there were 
rumours of him having to sit down for 20 minutes at the last checkpoint before he could find the strength 
to shuffle down the last three miles of road to the finish.  A very respectable time, though and one that 
should set him up well for his Half Tour de Mont Blanc Race in August. 
 
Results 
1     Mark Hartell  11.08 
9     Rick Ansell  13.27 
35   Mark Rochester  17.00 
113 Brian Layton  24.38 
 
235 started, 155 finished 

Rick Ansell 
 
 
 
 

Carneddau Race 10m/4200ft, from Bethesda, Snowdonia 
 
I made a late decision to go to Wales for the Carneddau race. I wanted to take on a fairly brutal fell race 
ahead of the Saunders MM, and in addition to the training value I really enjoyed the race. 
 
On the day conditions were misty, cloud down low, and rain showers coming and going. No wind 
though. Either way the rocks were slippery and route finding potentially difficult. A field of 178 lined up 
(British Champs race), and was set off at midday precisely. Traditionally there is a longish road run out to 
the hill, and in recent years the organisers have moved the start out to the first field to miss this bit. But 
there is still a ladder stile after about a mile and it would have held up the large field, so the start was 
reverted back to the middle of Bethesda, as it used to be. That meant two stiles needed to be negotiated, 
but the runners had maybe a mile to spread out on the tarmac before the first stile was reached. Generally, 
everybody was patient at the stiles and waited in line, there was no scrum. 
 
Tarmac done, we were onto the hill, soon climbing into the mist. It’s a tough climb from the end of the 
tarmac to Carnedd Dafydd, a pull of 2600ft, up to the summit at 3425ft. The gradient varies initially, but 
from the foot of the steep section there is still 1600ft to go, and you’re already feeling it! Finally, the 
summit, the marshals waved a cowbell now and then to guide us in. Then an arm waved into the mist in 
the general direction of Liverpool and we’re away along the ridge. It’s a fine ridge run, initially with 
massive drops to the left over Ysgolion Duon, but in the mist we never knew it. Runners who had recced 
were dropping off a bit to the right to avoid the rocks, and get a fast traverse on the grass. The climb to 
Carnedd Llewellyn came up pretty soon, from the col at 3050ft to the summit at 3490ft, but it seemed 
easy after what we had already done. 
 
Then another arm waved into the mist, the general direction of Reykjavik this time, and suddenly I found 
myself on my own. I knew there was supposed to be a path over on the right hand side of the broad spur, 
but that was also where the drops were, and I tried to take the spur straight, to pick up the path at the end. 
Inevitably I drifted left, and realised when my altimeter showed 890m, even given alti errors, that if I was 
this low I should have picked up the ridge. The mist lifted briefly and along with a few other runners 
noticed the mass of land to the right – the Yr Elen ridge, never lower than 920m. I contoured back right, 
helped by the whistle a marshal was blowing on the col between Llewellyn and Yr Elen. I probably only 
lost a couple of minutes. There has been criticism on the FRA forum of the marshal blowing the whistle, 
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saying it sounded like a distress signal. Maybe, but at least he wasn’t doing the 6 blasts you associate 
with the distress signal. I wasn’t confused anyway. 
 
On to the summit of Yr Elen, at 3155ft, poised above tremendous drops all round (misty again so I 
couldn’t see them). Another bell, another arm waved into the mist (Glasgow), and then off the end. This 
time a path was apparent, initially loose stone then grass, a superb descent down to the Foel Ganon ridge, 
absolutely flat out, about 700ft down. From there you lose the path but the decsent gets better, mossy 
grass down to the river, Afon Caseg, another 1100ft of descent, and all fast running, the moss holding 
your studs really well. So, 1800ft of fast descent, quads quivering, what next? 
 
What next: 1. The river, fast flowing and dark brown, careful with foot placement and not getting 
knocked over by the current. 2. An amazing bog bouncing underfoot - a thick mat of grass and moss that 
appears to be floating on water of unknown depth. 3. A small climb to an intermediate checkpoint. 4. 
Gryn Wigau. Ah yes, Gryn Wigau. 
 
This is the sting in the tail: everything has been going really well so far, push on the big climb, fast along 
the ridge, scramble round to Yr Elen, scream down the big descent. It’s a relatively short race so the pace 
has been quite fast. Now it’s 760ft steeply up. If you’re going to blow up this is where it will happen. The 
calf muscles are complaining, but somehow you manage to push to the top. But that’s it. The body can 
take so much but no more – descend again, run on the flat? You are joking. But yes, descend 1000ft back 
down (though not steeply) to the intake wall, and flat on a path around it, before picking up the end of a 
lane and back into Bethesda for the final 500ft of descent on tarmac to the finish. It was so hard to run 
that final section back in from Gryn Wigau, I could barely make my legs work, my style was all over the 
place. At least gravity was on my side. At last the finish, and on the way back to the car a final torrential 
downpour just to add the final exclamation mark to the outing! 
 
Results:- 
1. Rob Hope (P&B) 1:38:24 
58. Steve Long 2:06:51 (20th V40) 

Steve Long 
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Lowe Alpine Mountain Marathon 2007: Glen Lochay, 9th/10th June 
 
This was the first time I’ve done the LAMM for many a year, and having done it I was reminded of the 
differences between it and the Saunders MM. The Saunders is seen as a soft touch MM, and the 
comparison with the LAMM is interesting: 
 
Saunders LAMM 
There may be one or two mountains over 3000ft There are few mountains below 3000ft 

It’s quite a long way It’s a very long way! 
You may be able to run on several paths There may be a path on the map, but you won’t be 

using it. 
You are probably familiar with the area You have probably never been there before 

We might be unlucky and get rain We might be lucky and not get rain 
We might find a few sheep trods and be able to 

run faster 
If we don’t find deer trods through the heather we will 
be out for a very long time 

Nice flat fields to camp on The midway camp can’t all be tussocks and marsh 
grass, can it? 

We might be unlucky and get a few midges We might be lucky and not get bitten to death 
You have to rough it in portaloos Portaloos? Luxury! There are trench toilets, even at 

event HQ 
A water tap or bowser is provided at camp A suitable stream or river is recommended 

Beer is given out to all competitors at day 1 
finish 

You are joking 

Milk is sold at camp That reminds me, don’t forget the powdered milk 
A pub is within walking distance A pub? But this is a mountain marathon! Self-

sufficiency, escape the rat race for a while 
You might get a signal on your mobile at camp You will have to go a very long way to get a signal, 

why carry the ballast? Carry more food instead! 
At least the second day is reasonably short I can’t believe the second day is so long! 

At least there’s a nice Wilf’s meal afterwards Thank goodness for Wilf’s! 
 
 
Tring results:- 
Final Course, competitors Day 1 Day 2 Totals 
Pos’n Elite 39.0km / 2120m 29.0km / 1510m 68km / 3630m 

3 Kevin Harding / Quentin Harding 7:27  (5) 5:39  (2) 13:06 
7 Nigel Bunn / Mark Richards 8:18  (8) 7:08  (8) 15:26 
     
 A 30.2km / 1750m 26.5km / 1450m 57km / 3200m 

25 Steve Long / Michael Burgess 8:04  (17) 7:42  (30) 15:46 
     
 C 25.0km / 1450m 20.0km / 900m 45km / 2350m 

53 Brian Layton / Paul Eastwood 6:35  (74) 4:46  (43) 11:21 
85 Paul Davies* / Alison Wilson 6:37  (81) 5:44  (103) 12:21 

*Not strictly a TRC member any more. 
Steve Long 
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Cader Idris Fells Race 
 
Whilst a large number of Tring running Club were enjoying themselves in South Wales, Simon took 
me up to North Wales. This particular weekend just happened to be the weekend of the Cader Idris 
Fell Race, a straight up and down Fell Race.  If I did not know better I would say this was carefully 
planned by my husband, in a subtle kind of way.  In ‘perfect’ preparation for the race we mountain 
biked for about 20 miles and tried not to fall off too often the day before. 
 
Saturday arrived to bright blue skies and the sun was scorching hot through the windows of our room.  
Fortunately the race did not start until 2pm by which time the sky had clouded over a bit.  I can only 
describe this as a typical local area fell race, there were junior races in the morning before the main 
race in the afternoon.  It was great to see a very family friendly atmosphere with locals and holiday 
makers alike all participating.  There was also a band for entertainment, all drums of a variety of sizes 
bashing out a very physical tune.  It made me feel tired just watching, gently tapping my feet away.   
 
Race time arrived and a start list just shy of 200 was lined up.  I even found someone looking more 
nervous than me.  Normally I worry about getting lost, today I was worried about not making the cut 
off at the check point and being last to the top.  Getting lost was not a problem as we were to come 
down the same way as we went up and I was confident in the knowledge that as I was going up there 
would be plenty of people coming down.  Why do I do this?? 
 
The race started with a gradual up hill stretch of a couple of kilometres all on road, before heading off 
road to run round a lake which was all carefully marked and carefully ignored by most of the 
competitors! About 4km in and you hit the ‘pony track’ path, which was to take us all the way to the 
top.  This just went up and up and up, the terrain underfoot changed a bit and there were bits quite 
runnable.   
 
I enjoyed going up and worked hard to pass a number of male and female competitors all puffing and 
panting.  Once past the cut off checkpoint and I continued to the summit only to see the leaders on 
their way back down.  I struggle to comprehend the speed of these guys as they descend and was in 
awe of their skill.  A little bit further on and I waved at Simon on his way back down, he was doing 
well, further up the field than I had anticipated seeing him.  The final onslaught to the top was all a bit 
rocky and I was starting to dread turning round and heading back down.   
 
The ‘summit’ was reached and with a wine gum as my prize supplied by the marshal I turned tail and 
started heading down as quickly as my struggling descending technique would allow.  It only took 
about 15minutes for all those good folks I past on the way up to come flying past.  I would not mind 
but for me I was really working hard and descending quickly. The balance of the down continued to 
be demoralising whilst folks continued to come flying past.   
 
One guy behind me tripped on some matting on the path and did his best to remove my shorts before 
quickly apologising and running off as fast as his legs would allow.  Towards the bottom of the 
descent there were a couple of photographers snapping away to which one asked me as I tried to beam 
a smile for the camera “Was that a smile or a grimace?” Great I thought.  Off the bottom of pony path 
and a bit of flat for a while, I could see about 5 people in front of me all walking, I kept going and 
tried to work hard, by the end of the lake and heading back to the road I had passed them all and had 
more runners in my sight.   
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Once on the road we continued downhill.  Trying to descend quickly on the tarmac was tough, but I 
wanted to catch as many of these ‘good descenders’ as I could.  I eventually ran out of people I could 
chase down but continued to work hard to the finish. 
 
Home in under 2hrs 15miutes, I was really chuffed with my efforts but please can someone teach me 
how to run down hill!?!. 
 
Results 
Pos Time Name Club   
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Kirsty Barnett 
 
 
 

Useful lessons from Duddon Valley 
 
Anyone paying close attention to my 3 Peaks race report may recall I spotted an old college 
acquaintance from afar before that race began.   
 
At the start of this British & English Championship counter, with a big field, I accidentally lined up 
next to him.  I freaked him out for a good 30 seconds (because he didn’t recognise me) and then we 
started catching up, like a couple of old women.  During this we ended up at the very back of the pack.  
In the seconds before the race started we re-positioned ourselves on the outside edge nearer the front 
allowing ourselves a clear run around the field before a climb up a relatively narrow path. 
 
Subsequently we left the field about 20 places behind Kevin – perfect for Dave as he finished just a 
few minutes behind Kevin.  Not the greatest race strategy for me though. 
 
Before the race I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be a good performance.  Despite my best efforts I 
had a series of late nights during the week and felt a bit lethargic.   
 
Despite it being a relatively warm day with only one official drink station on the 20 mile course, I 
didn’t bother carrying any water or any container to transfer stream water into.  I obviously didn’t 
drink enough in the build up either and ended up feeling dehydrated after just a couple of miles.  So at 
every stream I ended up on all fours gulping down as much as I could and accepting drinks from 
people wherever possible – including Sam (sadly forced out by injury) and his kids.  I must have taken 
about half a litre from Sam which served to quench my first only for a few minutes. 
 
So the race went by and many competitors also went by.  My knees gave me a bit of pain and I was 
pleased to eventually finish. I wasn’t that far off a target time I had in my head before starting – but 
judging on the time of other people I think that target was lacking ambition.   
 
The course has 6000ft of ascent and descent, with three notably big climbs.  The terrain in between 
was generally quite runable, undulations permitting.  Although I didn’t perform too well, when I met 
Sam he asked if I was enjoying it.  I remember replying yes with a big smile – which is a good sign.  
When questioned by Alison at the end I had to describe my performance as ‘pathetic’ which 
apparently was similar to Kevin’s response about his race.  At least Tring were consistent! 
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Camping that night, Sam and his kids very kindly shared their tea with me before enjoying the post 
race atmosphere with many of the competitors at the local pub.  Unfortunately the midges were out in 
force, curtailing our drinking to just a couple of pints. 
 
This was the first day of a week long holiday for me, culminating in the Ennerdale Horseshoe the 
following weekend.  Kirsty had to miss Duddon due to work but we had agreed to run Ennerdale 
together – Kirsty’s first Lakeland race (excluding the Saunders), described many times over by Kevin 
as a “classic” with a certain tone of respect in his voice.  Parting after this race, Kevin said “Just make 
sure you enjoy Ennerdale.  You’re most likely to do that if you can get around without arguing.”  It 
sounded like a recipe for disaster! 
 
Lessons learnt: 
 

· Hydrate before the race 
· Carry some form of dispenser – still not convinced by Kevin’s plastic bag to perform this task, 

but I confess that a plastic bag has to be better than nothing 
· Don’t get caught up at the business end of the race in the first few hundred metres 
· Remember some mosquito coils to be able to enjoy a post race pint. 

 
results 
1 Ian Holmes 2.42:35 
52 Kevin Harding 3.18:41 
243 Simon Barnett 4.17:38 
349 finishers 
 

Simon Barnett 
 
 

And so to Ennerdale 
 
After a pleasant week in the Lakes, filled with sunshine, and only about 30 minutes of rain, Kirsty and 
I lined up a week later on the start line of the “classic” Ennerdale. 
 
As if to reaffirm Kevin’s opinion , Joss Naylor, in the process of being official starter said “There’s 
nowt a finer way to spend a day than to do the Ennerdale Horsehoe.  And with that we were off – 
making sure to start from the very back. 
 
23 miles, 7500 feet in front of us, with almost non existent knowledge of the area, let alone the course, 
and especially not of the racing line. 
 
The common feeling from competitors during the first mile or so alongside the lake was, although it 
was warm, it wasn’t as warm as last year.  By this point I was already roasting.  Fortunately Kevin had 
warned us that streams en route were extremely limited – so taking no chances I started the race with 
4½ litres on my back.  We still had a little fluid left at the end, thanks to it cooling off in the afternoon 
and also to supporters of other runners who offered us drinks on the way round. 
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Going up the first climb I was listening to people around us saying that the first few checkpoints were 
quite tight, and then they get a bit easier.  Very apprehensively we arrived at the first two checkpoints 
with 26 and 45 seconds to spare. 
 
By this time we were up high, running along towards Wainwright’s favourite mountain, Haystacks.  
At this point we thought we were dead last, with five or six souls behind us, we assumed, having been 
timed out.  On a steep descent we lost touch with, and then sight of, the person in front of us, and with 
a slightly dodgy photocopied map, I did my best to guide us in to the checkpoint at Blackbeck Tarn.  
We found it, but obviously from an old angle, as we crept up behind the checkpoint marshal who was 
busy eating a sandwich facing a different direction.  By this point we were 5 minutes outside the cut 
off and expected to be asked to stop. 
 
But we were allowed to continue.  For the next couple of checkpoints, over Green Gable and Kirk 
Fell, we were a few minutes inside and then outside the cut-off.  The weather was fine.  We weren’t in 
danger, the marshals weren’t in danger, and there was a degree of leniency being applied, for which 
we were grateful.  The final cut off was Pillar – where we were 85 seconds late.  Again, after posing 
for a photo, we were allowed to continue.  The terrain gradually got less undulating and less rocky 
from here, but there was still a good 6 or 7 miles to go. 
 
We had been surprised to be overtaken coming off Kirk Fell, going towards Pillar.  We came down 
the crest of the ridge, it seemed there was a faster line off to the right.  Obviously those behind us 
early on had been allowed to continue, and as such had perhaps paced themselves a bit better 
compared to our efforts to try and stay inside the cut-off times. 
 
In the final 90 minutes Kirsty came into her own.  People who had disappeared from sight three or 
four hours earlier were caught and passed quite comfortably.  The route from the last check point was 
flagged, with a descent of about 1200 feet.  Immediately behind there was a group of 5 men whom we 
had just passed.  Pure stubbornness kept the legs going and we pulled away from them all on the final 
run in.   
 
We finished together, not a cross word said, possibly more through fatigue than otherwise in 6:50.49 – 
two minutes faster than Alan’s time the previous year, and definitely not last, although we are still 
waiting to see the full results. 
 
Immediately afterwards Kirsty said that she would not be lining up at the Borrowdale Fell Race in 
early August, despite the fact I’ve already paid her entry.  The next day her sentiments had not 
changed.  But 48 hours later this had changed to a “maybe”.  We shall see! 
 

Simon Barnett 
 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


