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TTrr iinngg  RRuunnnneerr    
September 2008 

Main Forthcoming Events 
 
Saturday September 6th (8:00 am) 
Breakfast run from Wendover Woods cafe. 
(see later in newsletter for details) 
 
Sunday September 21st (11:15am) – 
Amersham 5 cross country (new event) 
http://www.chiltern-harriers.org.uk/ 
 
Sunday September 28th – Dunstable Downs 
20 mile Challenge (An off-road championship 
event) 
 
Saturday October 4th (8:00 am) 
Breakfast run from Long Marston. 
(details to be confirmed later) 
 
Sunday 5th  October – Clarendon Marathon 
An off-road event from Salisbury to 
Winchester 
 
Saturday October 11th – FRA Relays (North 
Wales) 
 
Sunday October 12th – Ridgeway Race  
TRC’s flagship event - lots of help needed 
 
Saturday October 25th – Beachy Head 
Marathon (An off-road championship event) 
 
Sat-Sun October 25th/26th OMM Mountain 
Marathon 
 
More events on page 3 
 
Newsletter contributions to Peter Hamson by 
Monday 29th September please. 
Email: phamson@caci.co.uk 
 http://www.tringrunningclub.org.uk

Contents 
Page 4:  Rick’s Fell Races 
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Page 6: The Gobi Desert Challenge 
Page 11: The Bob Graham Round 
And much more ……. 

Last Month’s Top Performances 
 
There have been two performances of epic proportions 
to record since the last newsletter. 
 
Firstly, there was Simon Barnett’s completion of the 
Bob Graham Round. This is a circuit of 42 peaks in the 
Lake District and is one of the most demanding 
challenges available to British Fell Runners, athletes or 
mountaineers. It involves an ascent of approximately 
27,000 feet and a distance of about 73 miles and the 
whole route must be completed within 24 hours. The 
only rule is that the start and finish must be at the Moot 
Hall in the centre of Keswick. Simon completed the 
route in an amazing 19 hours 51 minutes. 
 
Secondly, Geoff Head completed the Gobi Desert 
Challenge, which involved competitors running 
between 130 and 140 miles in a week while carrying 
all their food for the week, provisions and mandatory 
safety gear. This was an extreme physical and mental 
challenge across one of the most hostile environments 
in the world. This is one of the great desert events –
similar in statue to the famous ‘Marathon De Sables’. 
Geoff finished 4th in a total time of about 32 hours.  
 
Nearer home, four club members also completed the 86 
mile Ridgeway Ultra Trail Race from Ivinghoe Beacon 
to Avebury. Tony Hill and David Sawyer managed to 
break the 24 hour barrier while Brian Layton and Philip 
Wilton finished in just over 25 and a half hours. 
 
Congratulations to all those mentioned above. Articles 
on all these events will be found in this month’s 
newsletter. 

Peter Hamson

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

 

Club Runs: 
Every Wednesday 
7:30 pm Running from Tring Cricket Club 
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Race Results 
 
Let me know your results, if you want to be sure of your result being recorded in the newsletter and 
thereby counting towards the club championships 
 
Bearbrook 10K 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Paul Allen 10 35:17  
Ross Langley 14 35:39  
Jonathan Smith 108 43:10  
Graham Deacon 151 45:09  
Ashley Horton 156 45:19  
Elise Aitchison 197 46:56   Y 
Geoff Dennis 331 53:18  
Beth Dennis 383 56:41  

Beth writes: Geoff and I warmed down with 
the winner and new course record holder Steve 
Rees-Jones. He is married to Vicky Quincey 
who used to run at the club with Geoff, when 
she was 15. She went to university and 
qualified as a doctor. Currently happily 
married with a toddler. She ran the 10k in 45 
minutes, her longest run for a long time.   
 
Waddesdon Manor 5K 
Runner Posn Time PB 
Ross Langley 5 17:10    
Nigel Bunn 8 17:21    
Jim Sinton 20 18:55 Y 
Kim Reed 134 24:40    
Jane Porteous 139 25:04    
Mike Gaunt 188 30:00    

Congratulations to Ross and  Nigel for their 
extremely fast times and to Jim for his PB 
 
Bellahouston 5k  
Runner Posn Time PB 
Jim Sinton 44 19:07  
Tracey Sinton 178 27:35   Y 

  

Headington 10k  
Runner Posn Time PB 
Michaela Colwell  43:15  

Michaela writes: It wasn’t as bad as it could 
have been. One too many Devon Cream Teas, 
a blister on my heel, a sore Achilles and the 
still boringly, dodgy knee - excuses, excuses to 
cover why I didn't get the PB that should be 
achievable on this course. Very flat 
and unexciting with mist and rain. No wonder I 
was the only Tring runner! That said, the 
marshals were great, the organisation was very 
smooth and the all important goody bag came 
complete with a box of Fairtrade Belgian 
chocolates! Every cloud.............. 
 
Northumberland Costal Run (13.5 miles 
approx)  
Runner Posn Time PB 
Richard White 268 1:48:10  

Richard writes: There were 801 finishers and I 
was 30 seconds ahead of the first MV70. If 
anyone happens to be in Northumberland in 
mid-July then I'd recommend this one. It's a bit 
further than a half marathon (about 13.5miles) 
and has the novelty of starting and finishing on 
the beach (very chariots of fire). Terrain is an 
equidistant mix of beach (firm flat sand), road 
(firm flat tarmac) and trail (a few hillettes over 
the sand dunes). 
Jolly fine scenery too. 
 
 
 

 
Beachy Head Marathon 

Points to note:- 
- I still have a few numbers to hand out. 
- The event has been full for a few weeks now. However, if anyone has an entry they do not want 

they may transfer their number to another runner. Let me know if you need contact details etc. 
 

Peter Hamson 



 
 
 

 Page 3  

Breakfast Run 
 
Hi TRC Gang 
  
Well, the summer is nearly over (did it ever begin?) and we will start the autumn brekkie run season 
off nice and easy with an early morning trot round Wendover Woods with brekkie at the café 
afterwards. 
  
(To those of you who I mentioned it may be at RAF Halton – courtesy of our RAF chum Nige Lacey - 
this will be later in the season). I also have another run planned at some point from Long Marston 
(when I have sorted out a route – volunteers to help are VERY welcome!)  
  
Anyway, details for the next run are: 
  
Date: Saturday 6th September 2008 
Time: 08.00 
Location: Car park in Wendover Woods (bring change for car park, sharing cars is good!). I think we 
all know where this is now, from Tring, out towards Aston Clinton, turn left up the B4009 to 
Wendover, turn left (signposted to Wendover Woods and St. Leonards), turn right into the woods and 
up the one way system to the car park. 
Breakfast: In café afterwards, around 09.15ish 
  
Tortoises and gazelles welcome as ever. 

Maria Cook 
 

Rachel Lee’s Circuit Classes 
 
Rachel Lee has just started circuit classes in Aldbury on Monday evenings. They are held from 8-9pm 
at Aldbury village school and I have heard they are very good. The cost is £3. 

 
More forthcoming events 

 
Sunday Nov 23rd – Brenda Barlow Handicap (An off-road championship event over the course of 
the Ridgeway Race) 
 
Sunday November 16th – Herberts Hole 10K (An off-road championship event) 
http://www.chiltern-harriers.org.uk/ 
 
Wednesday Nov 26th – AGM – more details later 

 
Chiltern League Matches 

The Chiltern League cross country dates and venues are now available for the 2008/2009 season. 
More about these next month:- 
October  11 th   Mob Match at Watford 
November 8 th    Mob Match at RAF Halton (tbc) 
December 6 th    Mob Match at Slough 
January  3 rd    Mob Match at Wing (50th anniversary match) 
February 14 th   Mob Match at Luton 
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The Wasdale Fell Race - 21 Miles/9,000’ Ascent 
 
The Wasdale is very much the full Monty as far as fell races go.  It isn’t something you can just nibble 
at.  For some time I have been rather off the boil in my running but today I was perhaps approaching, 
at least, a simmer. 
 
For an entree there is a sharp climb from the start up to the fine grassy ridge above the Wasdale 
Screes.  Knowing what is to come it is important not to over-indulge here.  I jogged along trying to 
ignore the tiredness in my legs from last week’s Saunders and enjoyed the scenery, trying not to worry 
about the vests disappearing in front of me.  From the first checkpoint on Illgill Head there is a steep 
plunge back to the valley floor and a flagged run to Greendale Bridge where Joss Naylor traditionally, 
these days, hands out orange squash.  I carefully avoided glancing up the valley to Great Gable as it 
always looks such a demoralisingly long way away. 
 
After an almost runable climb to Greendale Tarn there is a long and, this year, very boggy walk up to 
the summit of Seatallan and the second checkpoint. Somebody next to me went groin deep.  I presume 
he got out but I didn’t see him again.  After Seatallan you are really into the meat and two veg of the 
course in the form of Pillar, Great Gable and Sca Fell Pike itself.  There are no vegetarian options to 
be had.  After the easy grassy running of the first part the terrain changes to rocks and boulders as you 
traverse the great central peaks.  I found myself keeping tabs on an old friend, Dave Tait, now one of 
the leading V60 fell runners in the country.  I know things have come to a pretty pass when you can’t 
even keep up with a 60 year old but over the last ten years or so Dave and I have always been there or 
thereabouts.  So far this year he was 3-0 up on me, something I really hoped to address.  I pulled away 
from Dave on the climbs only for him to clatter past down the hills. 
 
My tactic is always to try to get to Sty Head after the descent from Great Gable in good order and then 
see what I can’t do.  There are several miles of grinding, pretty much runnable climb up past the 
beautiful Sprinkling Tarn to the checkpoint at Esk Hause Shelter and then on up to Sca Fell Pike, the 
penultimate checkpoint.  I pulled steadily away from Dave and two or three others I had been keeping 
sporadic company with throughout the race.  Was it enough?  From the summit there is a 3,000’ 
descent back into Wasdale. The first part on the horribly bouldery tourist path and then after a half a 
mile of lovely running across the slopes of Lingmell, a quad crunching run down the Lingmell Nose.  
It always takes me a week at least before I can walk downstairs properly after this descent.  I was 
caught at the bottom but not by Dave and finished feeling a little disappointed again with my time but 
very replete and not, to stretch the imagery too far, at all half-baked. 
 
A fine stew was being doled out to all runners followed by tea and cakes.  I sat chatting in the 
sunshine with a feeling of warm satisfaction before driving back to my tent in the Duddon Valley and 
a few pints of Jennings’ very fine Cumberland Ale in the Newfield Inn. 
 
RESULTS 
1   Pete Vale  Mercia  3.51 
35 Rick Ansell   5.04 
 
149 started 

The Man with the Band 
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Ridgeway Challenge – Heaven or Hell 
 
Over the August Bank Holiday weekend four member of Tring Running Club - David Sawyer, Brian 
Layton, Phil Wilton & Tony Hill - took part in the UK Trail Running Championships (no less) being 
run from Ivinghoe Beacon to Avebury in Wiltshire. Sadly, Tom Griffin (bad back) & Peter Hamson 
(altitude induced exhaustion) weren't able to start. Anyway, the run is 85 miles in total with a cut-off 
time of 28 hours. As we all know, parts of the Ridgeway are some of the very best trail running. 
 
Last year (2007) David did around 25.5 hours and Phil didn't finish. Expectations this year were high 
on both counts with David very keen to break the magic 24 hours. The start at 10 am on Saturday 23rd 
August was in glorious sunshine. We all covered the first twenty miles or so very nicely and good 
times looked quite possible. Unfortunately, deep in discussion, a few hours later David & Tony 
wandered off the course resulting in a frustrating 40 minute navigational error. The early advantage 
had been wasted and it took quite a bit of effort to rally and get to Goring, the halfway point around 
8:15 pm. Brian & Phil followed very shortly thereafter. 
 
As we left Goring, the weather began to change. The wind picked up and there were intermittent 
showers. By around 2 am, the rain and wind had set in and the sunshine of the first half was but a 
distant memory. In contrast to the beauty of the first half, the second half is uninspiring. The terrain is 
at times uneven, rutted and occasionally very tricky. The scenery is bleak and featureless. Still only 40 
miles to go! 
 
Nonetheless, displaying huge willpower and stamina, the Tring contingent all finished. Brian & Phil 
were around 25.5 hours and David, cajoled mercilessly by Tony, snuck in under 23.5 hours. So, would 
I do it again? I don't think so - unless they change the route to exclude the second half! 

Tony Hill 
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The Gobi Desert Challenge 2008 
 
“Yeah, if you do it, so will I”, those fateful, egotistical words passed my lips whilst looking at a work 
colleague, overweight and less than in form. Nine months later and after he had turned into a tuned 
athlete, I was rueing my words. Training had started off quite well and I was on reasonable form, not 
carrying any weight but running OK considering it was me. 
 
After a weekend training in the Brecon Beacons, that was soon to come to a halt. I foolishly went 
from carrying next to zero weight to about 18 kilos and then ran solidly for two days over undulating 
terrain. Chronic Achilles tendonitis ensued that took me out completely for six weeks. In addition, it 
had aggravated a whiplash injury from skiing at Easter. I found it a struggle to get back to form after 
that. As I started running again, John, (my work colleague), came for a run out at Tring with a small 
group of us, Colin, Peter and Tony talking avidly about their experiences with distance running. Tony 
continued talking as John moved towards the back of the group. It has yet to be confirmed whether 
John fell asleep or tripped and broke his ankle, not a good start for him either. 
 
Some rather tentative training for John and I continued, he was out of running for 6 weeks but 
managed to swim and maintain some cardio-vascular fitness. Building slowly, I was completing 3 
days in a row of the boundary trail with 20 kilos and managing to run it all, (OK, the steps did stop me 
in my tracks...). It was decision time on which food and equipment I should be taking, visas and 
flights had been booked so there was no getting out of it. I read the MdS site to find out what the boys 
in the Sahara lived on and what was the suggested calorific input, tried the dehydrated foods to find 
out which I most liked and started putting together the lightweight kit that I had bought for the 
Saunders a few years ago. I managed to get everything in the pack but then found that I couldn’t lift it 
let alone run with it. Back to the drawing board, debate about using a Platypus versus water bottles, 
space over weight distribution, positioning of the front pack, location of snacks.. Uh, it was endless 
but ultimately I had to accept that I couldn’t fit in as much food as I originally intended. 
 
Three days before we left, the silk gaiters arrived, we had decided to go with Velcro to fasten them to 
our shoes, it was suggested that the trainers were at least one size bigger than would normally be used 
as feet tend to swell in the desert. This caused a bit of a problem as the Velcro was too short for my 
shoes, by the time the new set had been despatched, I was worried about getting it glued on, John was 
relying on me to get his done as well. In retrospect, Mr Minute was not the best choice but I was wary 
of which type of glue to use. I managed to pick the shoes up on the day we flew out, not the best of 
jobs but it worked, well, initially.... 
 
Our flight took us to Beijing where we did the tourist thing for 4 days, my neck was sore but I had a 
collar and was wearing it when not in the sunshine. Beijing is quite a place, the fervour was mounting 
for the Olympics and the pollution was a joy to behold. We were resting mainly but did put some 
effort into the Great Wall, it was an easy way of acclimatising. Our flight took off for Ulan Bataar, 
(the capital of Mongolia), flew for two hours then turned round and came back again, apparently the 
weather was bad in UB. Speculation about recent riots was rife but when we did land at 4am, the 
landing was interestingly frenetic and we could imagine that with bad weather landing would be a 
challenge. UB is not the prettiest of capitals so when given the option to get down to the desert a day 
early, we jumped at it. 
 
Mongolia is the size of Europe with a population of 3 million, of which 1.5 million live in UB. The 
flight to Dhalanzabad showed how desolate the area is. By the time we were in our Ghers that evening 
the enormity of the area was starting to sink in. 
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Our Race Director decided that we would start the race a day early as all the competitors had arrived. 
This was the beginning of the total repacking, packing again and packing once more. The mood in the 
Ghers had swung from jovial banter to abject hysteria. We had not had a chance to speak to all the 
other competitors and the usual pecking order questions began along with the obligatory pre-race 
excuses. Having risen at 0600hrs, we breakfasted for the last time on fresh food and vacated the Gher 
camp. Being driven to the start line was interesting as it was all off road and through some dicey 
terrain. We had risen to approximately 1200m. 
 
Day one, uphill through an ice-gorge then out onto the plain. It was billed as an easy start at 18 miles. 
My game plan was to start slowly and pick up over the latter stages, I started mid-pack and stayed 
there for a couple of miles, then as I felt reasonably strong and was coping with the heat quite well, 
moved up into the top three. We were ahead of the organisation and missed one of the drink stops, two 
of us went down with extreme cramp as the electrolytes were being drained through our skin. I 
managed to keep going at a careful jog and finished day one in 2nd place but had put my knee out by 
trying to run off of the cramp. John had decided that he felt good and was up with the lead at the half-
way point but lagged a bit towards the end. Rick, the eventual winner had picked up a couple of 
blisters but was otherwise on good form. Now the real race started, first afternoon was spent clapping 
the remaining competitors in, tending to my feet and neck, packing, repacking, scoffing, working on 
food preparation for the next day, tending to feet and neck. It was hot and we were under canvas, I 
don’t know what it is about men and camping but it brings flatulence to the fore and I was surprised 
that during the night that the tent wasn’t the next Hindenberg, fortunately, there were no flames. As 
soon as the sun went down, so did the temperature. As we had been continuously trying to maintain 
hydration, there were constant comfort breaks, at one point we achieved synchronisity and faced out at 
the surrounding plains in the cold night three of us trying to irrigate the Gobi. Breakfast was a stiff 
affair, getting out of the sleeping bags at 0600hrs was more difficult than I was expecting, stiffness 
and knee pain, not a good combination. My first real breakfast on just dehydrated food, hmmm, the 
jury was out. 
 
Day Two, plains run, initially uphill for 4 miles, through another gorge with running water... then out 
onto our first view of panoramic desert. I was being very careful as my knee was getting very sore and 
I was taking on lots of water with Nuun tablets to maintain my electrolytes. I started easily and slowly 
moved through the back markers, when the previous evening caught up on me. Al-Fresco defacation 
is always a dicey issue but when you can see horizon for 360 degrees, it becomes less than a solitary 
affair. The sun was warming by now and I was glad to see a runner ahead of me, it was the only 
Mongolian and she was struggling a little. I gave her some of my precious snacks as she was running 
with a very light pack and only a little water. Big smiles and I moved off, two checkpoints later, I 
heard she had been removed from the race. Some of the other competitors were really struggling as 
well, blisters were the main cause but dehydration was taking its toll as well. I was still moving up 
through the field but Rick was a good distance ahead along with Chris and Rob who would assume 
the 2nd and 3rd positions respectively. I was hobbling but moving reasonably well as day two ended 
with me in fourth postion. My feet were sore and developing some pressure bruises but the gaiters 
were holding up well and stopping rocks and small stones delaying progress. I noticed that my 
stomach was not as well as it could have been, it occurred to me that the during dinner the prior 
evening, I had removed my contact lenses, not thought about the food I was eating and had emptied 
the contents of the silicon bag into my food. It took 3 days to fully clear my system..... The wind was 
getting up and whipping the sand around the tents, I noticed that there was a communal Gher and 
thought I would get away with kipping in there, less distraction from sleep and warmer. Breakfast was 
decidely not much fun... there is only so much sweetness one can eat, used more water and tried to 
drink it instead. Had my blisters seen to by the med staff, excellent job, packed then repacked, filled 
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up with Nuun drinks and noticed that my pack was a lot heavier than other competitors and wondered 
why I was not eating the snacks during the day. 
 
Day Three, 27 miles of plain running. By far the hardest and hottest so far, again I set off slowly and 
gently move through the back markers. The ground is very hard and my bruises are blistering more, 
my knee is making me grimace but I am back in 4th position and holding on to it. The wind is very 
hot, at the 2nd checkpoint I heard 47 degrees mentioned, I was told to put my hat on but it was making 
me sweat too much and I opted out. Fortunately I have been blessed with a bit of tar brush and was 
not overly affected by the heat. I was out on my own, couldn’t see the pace and was too far ahead of 
the remaining competitors, my mind began to wander. As the wind picked up, I finished telling myself 
a joke, (not particularly well), when a piece of tumbleweed was blown across the track in front of me. 
It kept me amused for the next 9 miles of desert. I was very glad to see the orange tents in the far 
distance, as I got closer it turned out to be a Gher camp and not even orange. I picked up the pace, 
annoyed with myself. Arriving in camp 4 miles later, I was very tired and my feet were sore, I had 
given up on even thinking about my knee and my neck was killing me. We had lost a few competitors 
this day, only 21 were remaining. We were camped in a proper nomadic Gher camp, facilities were a 
long-drop some 50m walk and goats all around. The family vacated the Gher and some of the 
competitors slept in the Gher, this allowed me to sleep in a two man tent rather than a cramped three, 
bliss. Breakfast was minging. 
 
Day Four, almost halfway through, 26 miles with the longest rise in Chrissendom. Struggling a little 
but again making my way through the back markers, there is a routine set in my mind, after 6 miles 
each day I was moving into 4th position and then accelerating gently. Times weren’t posted at all so I 
had no idea what was happening other than usual rumours. I had accepted that 4th was going to be the 
best I could achieve as the top three were well ahead now. Another hot day and the terrain was 
brutally hard on the feet, the rise was about 5km and unrelenting with many blind summits lending 
itself to little bouts of frustration. A French race was using part of this route, they weren’t carrying 
their food and sleeping kit and I blagged some water and a fresh apple, (heaven!), from one of their 
checkpoints. Did this constitute outside assistance? I was still out on my own, not fast enough for the 
front pack and ahead of the remainder. It was difficult and allowed too much time for soul searching. 
Getting to the 4th checkpoint of the day meant that I would be running up a river bed, softer sand at 
last but fatigue was descending on me and if it wasn’t for the pain in my neck and knee, I would have 
probably fallen asleep. As I came to the top of a rise, I looked back and saw a competitor in the 
distance, I was being chased down, this spurred me on and as I turned down into the beginnings of 
another wet gorge, asked how far... 1km came the reply, I nigh on broke into a sprint, 3 clicks later I 
was screaming at the top of my voice, “where are you”? in frustration. It was very hot by now and I 
was back out in the sun, coming round a bend, I saw the camp. Very exposed, the tents were up but 
too hot to get into, no shade and the first three looked as though they losing the plot. We managed to 
get a tarpaulin up on one of the vehicles and got under it but the wind was strong and kept taking the 
tarp away. This small amount of shade was probably the reason we didn’t go down with heat 
exhaustion. The bodies started piling in and we had lost some more to injuries, now there were 
nineteen of us. There was an eagle overhead, it probably lived on the large hamsters, marmosets and 
gerbils that kept shouting at us as we went past. I was still carrying far too much weight and had so 
much food that was untouched that I handed it out amongst the other competitors, very gratefully 
received.  It was a beautiful, crisp and clear evening and there was a bank of almost grass so I opted to 
sleep out under the stars. WOW, the clearest skies and so many shooting stars. After the best night’s 
sleep, it was a hard day to follow. Breakfast made me puke. 
 
Day Five, another long day of 27 miles for me started slowly, very long straight lines with little 
marking to prevent any short cuts leading us to our first taster of the largest dunes in Asia. Quite an 
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inspiring sight after the harsh terrain that had preceded it. Up to a checkpoint then a couple of miles 
along and down back on to the hard desert. My gaiters filled up a bit but were OK at this point. The 
hard desert was taking its toll on my knee and bruised feet, the pack was making my neck hurt like 
hell but only this and two days more.... Fed up with talking to myself, I ran with Ian for a while over 
some of the gruelling parts but had to leave him to scream at myself for being so weak. Once over the 
line, I recovered fairly quickly and was quietly amused to hear the response from a father – son duo 
when asked how it went, “it was the worst day of my life”, came from the 18 year old, the father just 
broke down and couldn’t talk. (Ex Navy....). Rough camp again and the wind was up, flatulence was 
immense in the 3 man so I tried to sleep out but woke up with 2 tons of sand deposited on me and no 
skin left on my left cheek. Not a lot of sleep due to flapping tents and even worse flapping buttocks!!! 
Breakfast was a spare pepperami and cashew nuts as I couldn’t face the dehydrated pack. 
 
Day Six, was another 18 miler, my body was starting to pack in and so much time spent on my own 
had taken its toll on my mental stability. Fortunately, Ian had not suffered too badly from blisters and 
was still moving reasonably fast. I stayed with him and chatted about rowing the Atlantic, the miles 
flew by and I had to tell him that I had set my sights on finishing 4th now and would leave him 
towards the end.  At the last checkpoint, Jim caught us up and in a fit of youthful idiocy, (he is 53 
years old), decided to race us from 100m out to the checkpoint, we all sprinted and although I 
managed to get in first, he filled his bottles and was away before Ian and I could recover our breath. 
At last we had a race on. It took Ian and I about two miles to catch him and I was going as quickly as I 
could hobble, up a series of hills as we left him. I could see the camp and had to make a bit of a spurt 
to stop Ian from taking away my 4th slot for the day. As we crossed line, the familiar smell of goat 
was usurped by fresh camel. We were staying in a large familys’ Gher, they had vacated three of them 
for the majority of us, very comfortable with hot and cold running goats, well kids actually. Very cute 
but covered in all sorts of nasties and they didn’t understand that we weren’t local. Anything that was 
left out was game for them to investigate and test for edibility, everything was edible! The long-drop 
was a very long walk and had a fantastic view of the dunes but.... also a full-frontal of a makeshift 
camp inhabited by posher tourists as was the shower in a bag set-up. Obviously we were past caring 
but they seemed vaguely amused. So having inspected the horses and foals, camels and goats, we 
asked our interpreter some questions about life in Mongolia. We ended up being given some Kumis, 
(fermented mare’s milk), I seemed to be the only person who liked it, Mongolian protocol is to keep 
filling it up if you finish it, it took me a while to catch on to that and I felt quite giddy having had a 
billy can and a half. Was this outside assistance? Breakfast was anything I had left in the bag other 
than what should have been breakfast. Day seven was a simple 8km up, across and down and cross 
that line. 
 
Day Seven, my body felt as though it had been through a mangle, I had eaten absolutely everything, 
(including the dehydrated stuff as I was so hungry),  My knee was almost seized and my neck was in 
bits but there was only 5 miles to kick, my pack was emptied of everything that I could get rid of and I 
was sure that I could make enough time to ensure overall 4th place. By the time I got to the base of the 
dune, I was on one leg, the sand was knee deep for a good part of it and my gaiters were failing 
spectacularly but my blisters and bruised pads weren’t hurting. I was picking up stragglers who had 
set off early and enjoyed some light banter but by the time I reached the top of the highest dune, could 
not help but stop and stare in wonderment, the terrain was amazing and I could take stock of what we 
had achieved and the beauty of this barren land. After a bit of a bimble across the top and then an 
agonising surf, ski, run down the knee deep sand, I was back on hard desert. At this point Jim had 
caught up with me and we ran in to cross the line together. Job done. A tinge of disappointment as I 
felt that 2nd place could have been mine but a good sense of achievement watching the others 
crossing the line. My heart was in my mouth as Molly, a Falklands veteran who had lost his leg 
clearing mines, bounded across the finish line, he had spent more time on the ground than anyone and 
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had been through all of my demons and more. I had my final solar shower and we bundled off to a 
commercial Gher with a fridge and beer. Prizes, general congrats and back to our Gher camp for a 
feast of freshly killed goat stew. More beer and vodka, naked Irishmen wrestling and songs to make 
the hardest of us whince.  
 
As we decamped and drove back to Dhalanzabad, we followed parts of our route, it took 8 hours of 
driving in the Russian made all terrain vehicles, then a flight out to UB. Two days recovery and lots of 
eating then the Trans-Mongolian, Trans-Siberian Railway to Moscow, three days then the Red Bullet 
to St Petersburg for a couple of days and back to Blighty. 

Geoff Head 
Epilogue: 
Quite an experience and certainly not cheap, I 
lost close to 10 kilos but now I know what and 
how to do it, would like to go back and give it 
another go, maybe not next year but with Sam 
in a few years time?!? My knee and neck are 
still recovering but my blisters healed before I 
arrived in Moscow although the bruising is still 
there, (wrong shoe choice). Fortunately, Sam 
and I disappeared off with friends to the South 
of France almost as soon I touched down and 
my weight is piling back on. John completed 
but due to bad blistering walked the majority of 
it.  
�

 
 
�

 
Typical plains view..... 

 
 

 
A Gher for the uninitiated 

 

 
The end John and I...! 
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Simon Barnett’s Bob Graham Round 
 
A sense of calm 
As I went to bed for the fourth and final time that day, at just after 8pm on July 25th 2008, I 
felt a strange sense of calm.  This was despite the thunder, lightning and torrential rain in 
Kendal that limited my sleep to less than an hour.  I was well prepared, had reccied 
extensively and had a very strong support team – in the valleys and on the hills.  Although I 
had told many people that this was just an attempt, failure was not really an option.   
The Bob Graham Round, a 42 peak circuit in the Lakes, covering about 70 miles with around 
26,000ft of ascent had been on my mind for 18 months.  It had consumed a big part of my 
life, and Kirsty’s too, especially for the first half of 2008.  Clubmates had given up their 
weekend, most taking time off work too.  The date had been in their diaries for about 5 
months. To become a member of the Bob Graham Club I just had to complete the circuit in 
less than 24 hours, as Bob Graham had done in 1932.  It was unlikely that I would ever be 
able to engineer a better opportunity for the next few years at least, perhaps ever. 

 
Moot Hall, Keswick, 12.59am, 26th July 2008 (L to R, Brian, Paul, Kevin, Simon, Alan, 

Louise, Dave) 
 
Starting out 
As I arrived in Keswick, fifteen minutes before the scheduled start at 1am, the rain subsided.  
The air still felt muggy and minimal clothes were the option of the night.  Paul, whose 
hospitality (with Lydia) in the previous 30 hours had helped ensure that I was fresh and 
relaxed left me to put on my shoes and socks, which were to stay in place for the next 19 
hours.  A good crowd had gathered to see me off, but with the exception of a few photos, 
there was no time to get nervous – as I had hoped.  A contender from Ambleside and 3 hill 
supporters appeared from the gloom.  They set off a few seconds before my watch moved 
round to 1am.  A final kiss from Kirsty, a very deep breath, touch the doors of the Moot Hall, 
and at last we were off.  Steadily Alan, Kevin and I were jogging out of Keswick. 
A bit of banter ensued as we criss-crossed the Ambleside contender.  He was on a 22h 45m 
schedule.  I was on a 23h 30m schedule, but knew there was some slack in my schedule in 
places.  I was unsure of how I would feel in the last third, so didn’t want to set off too 
quickly.  My plan was to walk every up, with just a few exceptions.  Two of these were going 
up the first hill, Skiddaw.  On the first we pulled away from the Ambleside contender.  All 
around me layers were being shed as it became apparent just how muggy and warm it was.  
At one point I thanked Kevin, who had taken Thursday as well as Friday off work. He replied 
that if something was worth doing, it was worth doing well.  I took that on board, and 
repeated it to myself a few times in the ensuing hours. 
We hit thick cloud at about 700m, which was to become a feature of the day.  Alan was doing 
a super job of feeding and watering me – he had all my food and drink.   At 2.25am, seven 
minutes up on schedule, we hit the top of Skiddaw.  Only 41 more to go!   The next couple of 
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hours involved some potentially tricky navigation: long legs, featureless in places. I was 
pleased to have Kevin leading the way, so that I could focus on keeping relaxed.   
 
Man down! 
Coming off Skiddaw Alan convinced himself we were too far right, so we fanned out, 
looking for a faint trod.  Unfortunately Alan fanned out a bit too far and got caught in 
increasingly thick heather.  I came back to Kevin, stopped to tighten my lace and we both 
shouted.  No response.  This early in the round there was not time to waste.  I was 
comfortable with the thought that Alan could extricate himself from the situation, but hoped 
that he would be able to catch us up.  Kevin and I pushed on.  With the exception of his 
fleeting head torch, that was the last we saw of Alan on Leg 1 – and all my provisions!  After 
an hour or so enjoying the night on his own, Alan more or less hooked up with the Ambleside 
attempt. 
Meanwhile I ate Kevin’s food and we filled up his 500ml water bottle at every opportunity.  
But I for one ended up feeling a bit dehydrated.  Slightly ironic given that the ground was 
sodden and it was very squelchy underfoot to Great Calva.  Kevin took me on a new route off 
Great Calva, following a fence with a good trod next to it.  Much preferable to the thick 
heather which lay on the more direct route.  At the bottom of the fence we followed a 
tributary to the main river.  It seemed endless.  It was 3.30am now and there was no sign of 
dawn.  I’d put the start back to 1am in the hope that daylight would break through before we 
hit Blencathra, and the resultant descent down narrow, rocky Hall’s Fell Ridge.  All the way 
across Mungrisdale Common and up Blencathra we remained in the dark.  Kevin’s head torch 
was bouncing back off the cloud, limiting his visibility to just a few metres.  I was able to 
hold mine at my waist, and so could see a little further.    

 
About 3.30am - Kevin navigating on Mungrisdale Common 

 
Things hadn’t improved at the top of Blencathra.  Compass was put away, map tucked down 
Kevin’s top and headtorches firmly put on heads.  Hands and bums were the order of the day 
as we slipped and slid our way down the narrow rocky upper section.  We didn’t make a bad 
job of it, but it was a relief when the cloud started to thin and out of the gloom, about 400m 
below us, the orange glow of a solitary street light appeared.  In the style of Paula Radcliffe I 
nodded my head down towards the valley to give everyone waiting the best chance of 
spotting us.  Kevin and I joked that they would be looking for three headtorches (or the four 
of Ambleside), but there was nothing we could do to help the situation. 
Arriving at Threlkeld the torch was discarded.  Breakfast was eaten. Far too quickly as it 
turned out.  In the rush Kevin and I forgot to tell anyone what had happened to Alan.  Kevin 
replaced his food that I had eaten, and now accompanied by Quentin (Kevin’s brother) and 
Sam, I got a quick kiss and set off, just 4 minutes after arriving.  As soon as I stood up I knew 
I’d eaten too much too quickly.  I could hardly walk, let alone manage anything near a jog.  
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Within a minute I was sick.  Kevin, and particularly Quentin, watched with interest, and 
while I was still retching they were having a conversation about the volume and type of 
foodstuff and liquid that had been ejected with a view to getting it back in at the first 
opportunity.  Feeling much better I took my thin base layer off, just leaving shorts and vest, 
which was how I was dressed the rest of the day, and was most pleased that I felt able to run 
again. 

 
Quentin, Kirsty, Tony, Louise, David and Mandy patiently waiting at Threlkeld at about 

4am 
 
Sunrise along Helvellyn 
A glorious morning broke as we climbed through and then above the cloud up Clough Head.  
The surrounding mountains poked up above the cloud base as the orange glow of the morning 
sun started to warm the day up.  The photos simply do not do the scene justice.  Quentin was 
doing his best to slow me down and keep me near my schedule, but all the way along the 
Helvellyn ridge, I was grabbing minutes, banking them for later in the day.  My stomach was 
still in distress, constantly turning over.  I didn’t want to eat, but the experienced Harding’s 
made me eat something every half an hour or so.  To get my own back I asked for the loo 
roll, which Quentin ran along holding in his hand for about half an hour before I eventually 
decided that the moment had passed!  Mandy and Tony offered welcome encouragement, and 
a banana, just before 7am on the way to Nethermost Pike.  They scarpered down to Dunmail 
to warn Kirsty and Louise (the catering division) and the Leg 3 team that I wasn’t too far 
away.   

 
Heading off to Lower Man at 6.35am 

 
After Dollywagon Pike there was the climb up and back down Fairfield to contend with.  
Early on in my recces I had decided that Fairfield needed to be embraced.  After about 6 
hours on the go it could become all too easy to let it become a mental barrier.  Quentin got 
some good lines up and off it and I spent the 15 minutes or so of the climb desperately trying 
to eat a Mars Bar.  The cloud had encircled us again at this point.  As we completed the 
descent the Ambleside contender was just starting the climb.  We were all able to encourage 
each other, but I imagine this reunion did more to give me a lift than him.  My thoughts 
turned to the bacon baps that were being prepared at Dunmail. I hoped desperately I would be 
able to keep one down. 
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Good progress was made over Fairfield and Seat Sandal, with 25 minutes being made up on 
the schedule over these two tops.  So there was some surprise at Dunmail, even with Mandy 
and Tony’s warning, when Quentin appeared out of the mist, providing a couple of minutes 
warning that the rest of us were imminent.  Overall, Kevin et al had helped me get 65 minutes 
ahead of schedule, and given me a fighting chance of succeeding.  The next Leg was the 
longest, up over and around the Langdales, with a bouldery section from Bowfell and Scafell.  
If the rocks were wet I knew I would lose time on my schedule.   
The Long Leg 
Breakfast lasted 8 minutes.  It was good to get the weight off my feet, but I was still feeling 
relaxed and confident that everything was going according to plan.  Afterwards I read that the 
youngest person to complete the round, aged 13, was drinking tea at Dunmail on an anti-
clockwise round, when his camping chair broke and he fell backwards tipping his tea all 
down himself.  Fortunately there were  no such incidents for me.  I remember particularly 
enjoying some Hula Hoops, a bacon bap and a mug of tea.   
Shortly after getting a quick kiss I asked my new team of Michael, Rick and Steve if they had 
got any sun-cream.  Although it was cloudy, I fully expected to break through the cloud or for 
it to burn off entirely.  It was forecast to be hot, with maybe some rain later in the day.  
Michael gallantly returned to the camper van to pick up some sun-cream and spent the whole 
steep climb of Steel Fell catching us up. 

 
With Rick heading to Rosset Pike, in the sun, about 10.35am 

 
We were soon up in the sunshine and the morning was warming up.  I very much enjoyed an 
apple on the way to Calf Crag.  Rick in particular was doing a good job of making sure I was 
hydrated.  A bit like Quentin there were attempts to slow me down a bit.  Rick commented 
that if he knew we were going so quickly that he would have brought his head band!  But I 
just kept going at a pace that I knew I was comfortable with and hoped that I wouldn’t blow 
up later in the day. 
We stopped for a minute on top of High Raise to apply some sun-cream and take in the 
stupendous view.  Langstrath was full of cloud and away in the distance the boulders of 
Bowfell and Scafell were drying out under an increasingly hot sun.  But by the time we 
started to climb Bowfell, four tops and an hour and a half later, we were climbing up into 
cloud.    It cooled the temperature for which I was grateful.  Steve was not quite so grateful as 
I sent a massive boulder tumbling back towards him.  He held it long enough to check there 
was nobody immediately below, but then had to let go and it bounced a long way down the 
mountainside. 
Most importantly on this section, the boulders remained bone dry.  We carried on making 
good progress with minutes being chipped away.  The time bank was looking quite healthy, 
but there was still a long way to go, including the big 900m descent to Wasdale. 
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From Esk Hause onwards, for the first time we saw quite a few walkers.  Up until then they 
had been few and far between, just scattered around on the Langdales.  Mandy, Tony, Brian 
and David were waiting in the clag at Esk Hause, where I thought a little bit of trivia was in 
order.  Wainwright described the route we were about to take up Great End as execrable.  I 
had had to get my dictionary out to find out what the word meant.  My trivia was to ask for 
the definition of the word, but Tony trumped me.  I got as far as saying “Wainwright 
describes the rocks we’re about to go over as”.  Tony finished my sentence for me  with the 
word “execrable”.  I was left somewhat aghast, so promptly set off (without a kiss) up the 
abominable rocks.   

 
Brian greeting Simon Michael and Rick at Esk Hause 

 
Upon reflection, perhaps I should have focussed my trivia on the word clag.  In Scotland it 
means mud.  In England it means cloud.  Poor David spent much of the day looking for mud 
as those around him commented on how bad the clag was! 
Michael took a heavy tumble on the way out to Ill Crag.  It sounded a heavy fall and I didn’t 
dare look round.  Fortunately there was no lasting damage and Ill Crag, Broad Crag and 
Scafell Pike were quickly ticked off.  We must have been going hard through this section, as 
there are no photos!  Rick made an attempt to get us up Broad Stand, ala Ansell style.  That is 
a bunk up/tug on a rope someone had left.  There was a bit of trepidation evident and we 
quickly retreated and went up the West Wall Traverse – a new route for me, involving a bit of 
a scramble.  Michael set off a bit of a minor landslide, and fell behind, so Rick waited for 
him.  As such my drinks got left behind.  It took a moment to get my bearings at the top of 
the Traverse, but quickly Steve and I were scampering towards Scafell. I spotted a couple 
near the top with big rucksacks.  With a 40 minute descent scheduled to Wasdale I knew I 
needed some fluid.  As they very kindly offered their water it became apparent that they were 
halfway through a bottle of red wine, had a jar of French mustard open, and had probably just 
finished a steak! 
I could have done with another recce off Scafell, as I think we should have reversed our steps 
to start with, to what I think is an easier path.  As it was this gave Rick and Michael 
opportunity to take a short cut and catch up, so we were able to regroup.  The steep descent 
becomes grassy at the bottom, so I slid on the wet grass on my bottom – taking a little bit of 
pressure off my knees. 
Arriving at Wasdale I was cheered in by the Ansell and Burgess family.  Pasta and more tea 
was enjoyed (this cuppa was much warmer and nicer than the one at Dunmail – I got 
reprimanded for saying that)!  Nigel was stalking round the car park with the pen poised to 
record the time we left, so lunch was cut to 10 minutes, and with a quick change of vest and a 
kiss I was off again. 
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The aftermath of Leg 3 - Steve, Rick and Michael rest up watched over by Paulette 

 
The Toughest Leg 
Whilst sat at Wasdale I calculated that I must have been an hour up on an attempt I had 
helped with 6 weeks previously.  Andy Sutton completed his round that day in a shade over 
21 hours, but had finished very strongly.  I didn’t linger on that thought because Leg 4 was 
tough one, with big climbs up Yewbarrow and over Pillar, Kirk Fell and Great Gable.  It was 
also my favourite one – at least when I’d been recceing. 
During Leg 3 I had started to make some rather odd noises.  They’re hard to explain.  You’ll 
have to watch the penultimate video clip to understand (photos and videos at 
www.flickr.com/photos/simonandkirsty).  They got progressively louder and more frequent 
during the day.  The first time poor Nigel heard one of these, about halfway up Yewbarrow, 
he turned around, with the fear of God in his eyes expecting to see me having a heart attack 
or something similar. 
Yewbarrow was climbed strongly, gaining 9 minutes on the schedule.  Only complete 
disaster was going to stop me from breaking 24 hours now.  We’d left the cloud whilst 
descending to Wasdale, where it was quite warm, but thankfully we climbed back into it for 
the first half of the Leg 4.  
Mark joined Nigel on this leg and faithfully, a bit like a dog, stuck to my heels the whole way 
round.  Everyone was superb the whole day long in putting drinks and food into my hands.  
Whatever I asked for was quickly provided.  But for 4 and a half hours on Leg 4 Mark 
performed this task impeccably, whilst Nigel played the role of navigator and photographer. 

 
Simon & Mark  on the climb up Yewbarrow 

 
At the top of Great Gable a couple of women struck up a conversation with Nigel.  “He’s 
been going since 1am (it was then 5.36pm).  He’s doing the Bob Graham Round – 42 peaks” 
said Nigel.  “Oh dear” was their reply.  “Quite” I wearily retorted.  Then I remembered that I 
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was having a grand day out on the hills, fulfilling an ambition in the process.  “Only 6 more 
to go” I said a bit more cheerily and waddled off. 
Leg 4 was a bit of a struggle.  I didn’t eat as much as I should have.  Eating anything was a 
chore.  I remember pitifully nibbling at a single square of Mint Cake for about 10 minutes at 
one stage.  Despite this, minutes were still being taken out of the schedule.  Mandy, Brian, 
Tony and David lifted my spirits at Black Sail Pass, Beck Head and between Green Gable 
and Brandreth.  I was climbing strongly, but the downs were increasingly difficult.  When 
Brian joined us over Brandreth and Grey Knotts, merrily skipping away from me and chatting 
to Nigel, I knew I was struggling a bit.  It was overhearing a snippet of their conversation that 
made me start looking at my watch.  For the first time my fatigued brain calculated that if I 
could carry pinching minutes off the schedule, that breaking 20 hours was a possibility.  But I 
didn’t entirely trust my brain at that stage, and the prospect of Leg 5, starting with a 30 
minute climb up Dale Head was sobering.  

 
Simon & Mark heading up Brandreth with Green and Great Gable in the background 

Howard’s Way 
A big crowd was waiting at Honister.  I perked up a bit to see so many people, got some food 
and tea down my neck, grabbed a kiss and headed off.  Dale Head is a bit of an unrelenting 
climb.  In recces I’d always done it in about 30 minutes, sometimes a few minutes faster.  If I 
could repeat that and feel strong at the top, sub 20 hours might just be on.  Much banter was 
had on Leg 5.  It was a bit of a party Leg, which helped me enormously.  Steve and Sam had 
been given the official duties.  Sam was overly keen and each time I indicated to warn other 
people that I was about to move to gain a better line on the path, he would invariably thrust a 
drink in my hand!  They were joined by Rick, Brian and Dave Findel-Hawkins, who felt like 
an old time friend, but whom I had only met once before, during Andy’s round.  

 
Sam, Simon, Rick, Steve and Brian heading up Dale Head, just before 7pm .  

Number 39 of 42. 
 
It turned into a glorious evening, with the sun breaking through the high cloud base and 
lighting up Buttermere.  I started to work harder at the beginning of the ups, running a bit 
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further rather than just breaking into a walk at the first sign of an incline.  The final three tops 
flew by and soon Steve was taking us off a good line to the valley floor, from where the pace 
was ramped up to High Snab Farm, where Kirsty and Louise bravely took a shoe and sock off 
each and road shoes were put on. 
There was no kiss this time as Kirsty joined Steve and Sam for the final run in along 
“Howard’s Way”.  I had named this in honour of Howard, a chap who had joined Andy’s 
round, who that day showed us the Way.  In trying to research “Howard’s Way” shortly 
before my attempt, Sam had become quite frustrated not to be able to find any reference to it 
anywhere! 
In my humble opinion, “Howard’s Way” is a much more fitting end to the Round.  It takes in 
footpaths that cross high fields, offering better views than the alternative road route.  The 
fields make way to a section through some woods, which was just dark enough to warrant a 
torch to help pick out the roots.  Distance wise Howard’s Way is a little shorter, keeping to 
the inside of a bend, and it misses out a hill.  But there must be a dozen gates at least, so Sam, 
Kirsty and Steve had to work hard to sprint ahead and open the gates.  They worked together 
so effectively that I didn’t have time to catch my breath.  I was not best pleased when I 
decided to enjoy a walk up a small hill and Kirsty reminded me of a Lance Armstrong quote 
– “Pain is temporary, failure will last forever”.  My attempt was now being considered a 
failure if I didn’t break 20 hours!  Deep down I knew that opportunities like these don’t come 
along very often.  With their help and encouragement I covered the last 8km back to the Moot 
Hall in 45 minutes, and broke 20 hours with 9 minutes to spare. 

 
The final run in: Sam, Simon, Steve and Kirsty head off on Howard's Way 

 
The end? 
The noise that I was greeted with upon returning to the Moot Hall  made my hairs stand on 
end.  Just before I touched the doors and the clock stopped, someone had the nous to take a 
picture, not of me, but of everyone clapping and cheering me in.   Reflecting on that photo I 
think it’s evident to see the pleasure that other people got from being involved – a feeling I 
experienced as Andy had finished.  I can’t say that I didn’t take great satisfaction from the 
breaking 20 hours, but there’s something special about being able to share special moments 
with other people, and the whole day had come together perfectly.  
Thank you Tring Running Club and especially to those who introduced Kirsty and I to fell 
running.  Thank you to those of who helped me prepare for the Round, especially Kirsty, and 
to those who shared in the adventure of 26th July 2008.   I hope to maintain the Bob Graham 
tradition for many years to come of supporting, and thereby sharing, many more successful 
rounds.  
 



 
 
 

 Page 19  

 

���������
 

 

As Simon approached the finish everyone 
appeared pleased (or relieved) that it was over 

(L to R Kevin, Alan, Mandy, Brian, Max,  
Rick, Tony, Em) 

 

Above: Tring Running Club  
at 9pm after Simon’s BGR, 
26th July 2008. L to R: Verna 
Burgess, David Heron, Louise 
Berry, Steve Long, Sam 
Williamson, Mark Rochester, 
Michael Burgess, Nigel Bunn, 
Kevin Harding, Simon 
Barnett, Zack Burgess, Alan 
Whelan, Nathan Burgess, Rick 
Ansell, Max Ansell,  Brian 
Layton, Stephen Burgess, 
Dave Findel- Hawkins, Em 
Findel-Hawkins, Kirsty 
Barnett & Mandy Bonthrone 
(missing Quentin Harding & 
Paulette Ansell 
(photographer?)) 



 
 
 

 Page 20  

A  Spectator’s View of the Bob Graham 
 
I was lying in my sleeping bag, listening to the rain hammering on the tent, and feeling sorry for 
myself.  It was at the end of the first day of the Saunders, and I’d twisted my ankle badly.  I knew it 
was the end of the mountain marathon for me, which was bad enough, but I was also worried in case I 
couldn’t help out on Simon’s Bob Graham attempt.  That would have been a terrible shame. 
 
Fast forward 20 days, and again I’m in my tent listening to the rain.  I haven’t run since the Saunders 
– an abortive attempt at jogging round the cricket pitch was called off after half a lap – but I’m 
confident I can at least walk on the hills, even if I may find it ‘interesting’ getting down.  I’m trying to 
get to sleep early.  Simon is expected to reach the end of the first leg at 4 a.m. at the earliest and 
Mandy and I, amongst others, are due to meet him there, and then we’re going to drive to Dunmail 
Raise before trogging up Helvellyn to carry a bit of extra water to the runners.  The alarm is set for 
3:30, but sleep doesn’t come.  Eventually, sometime after the camper van has made a noisy exit from 
the camp site, I do fall asleep, and all too soon my phone wakes me. 
 
Mandy and I get ourselves ready and make our way to the end of the leg where Kirsty and Louise, 
Sam and Quentin and David are all there.  It is dry now, but cloud is down to about 1500 foot at the 
most.  After a slightly anxious wait we see lights on the ridge high above us.  We’ve been told that 
another party, with a slightly faster schedule, had set off from Keswick at the same time; is it Simon 
or the other lot? 
 
At this point there is a slightly bizarre distraction.  A lady, probably in her fifties is wandering around 
dressed in skirt, blouse etc.  She asks in a rather bemused way, what we are doing there, and then 
limps off towards Threlkeld village.  We hear later that she met Sam, who managed to find out that 
she had ‘lost her husband’ sometime last night.  She was from North Yorkshire, and had spent the 
evening before in Threlkeld; goodness only knows where she spent the rest of the night!  She asks 
Sam “what can I do?”  Sam’s only advice is to phone 999. 
 
Finally, the runners appear through the gloom, and we soon see it’s the distinctive Harding running 
style leading the way.  Good news – they’re in one piece and, despite losing Alan somewhere, are a bit 
ahead of schedule.  Simon stuffs down some food, then the leg 2 runners are off, and Mandy and I 
drive down to Dunmail Raise. 
 
When we get there, although it is just light, we are in thick cloud and, somewhat carelessly, I set off 
up the wrong path.  It is running parallel to where we want to be, but takes us too high.  Just as I 
realise that we are slightly wrong, the cloud parts momentarily, and we can see we’re a few hundred 
feet off course and maybe 100 feet too high.  However, we’re soon back on track, and as we climb to 
the Helvellyn ridge, we start to see some of the other fell tops peeping out above the clouds.  By the 
time we reach the ridge proper, it is clear, with cloud above and cloud filling the valleys below; 
beautiful!  
 
At this point we’re still aiming to be on top of Helvellyn by 7 o’clock, which is the earliest we expect 
Simon and company to be there, even if they are going well.  But, not for the last time, we’re taken by 
surprise by how fast they are travelling, and about 
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A  Spectator’s View of the Bob Graham (continued) 
 
a quarter of a mile from Helvellyn we see them reaching the top and running towards us.  We stop and 
get out the water bottles.  I offer Simon food and he says “No thanks, I’m struggling”.  I’m a bit 
worried about this, but Quentin says to Mandy “No he isn’t”.  What I didn’t realise is that Simon had 
thrown up his over-hastily eaten breakfast and what he meant was he was struggling to eat. 
 
Then they are gone, and Mandy and I make our way back down to Dunmail Raise, which is also the 
end of leg 2.  I am going slowly and carefully, but get down without mishap.  We get there ahead of 
Simon – he has had two further peaks to go over, one in particular involving a hard and energy-
sapping climb – but only just.  A rapidly eaten bacon butty, and he is on his way.  Kirsty cooks more 
butties for the leg 2 pacers and everyone else who is there.  They taste wonderful.  
 
Mandy and I are keen to see the runners again on the round, so we pop back to the camp to give a 
progress report, then to Keswick to pick up some food for later in the day, then finally we park at 
Seathwaite and head for Esk Hause.  Esk Hause is the highest pass in the Lake District at just under 
2500 feet, and is a key point on one of the main walkers’ routes up Scafell Pike from Borrowdale and 
Langdale.  Brian and David have already set off with water and food to ensure they will be there to 
support Simon, and at 10:30 Mandy and I walk out of Seathwaite to meet them.  We hope to get there 
by 12 o’clock, which should be plenty early enough.  
 
It is quite sunny as we leave the valley, but as we stomp up the track to the Hause, we get into thick 
cloud.  We hear Brian and David before we see them (now that’s a surprise!).  They have been 
entertaining themselves by counting the number of people who’ve asked them where they are and 
which way to Scafell Pike.  David is amused by Brian’s attempts to teach basic map reading skills to 
some of these people – Brian’s pupils are bemused rather than amused!  
 
Mandy and I are only just in time.  Well before 12, Steve appears out of the mist to give us warning 
that Simon is nearly there.  Again we hand over water and a bit of food, and then they are off.  Wow – 
this is starting to look like something special! 
 
The four of us plan a walk down to Sty Head, over Great Gable (a lovely 1700 foot climb!), then 
down to Beck Head, and over Kirk Fell to Black Sail Pass, which is where we will see Simon next.  
We lunch on top of Great Gable, still in cloud although the brightness above us makes us think this 
will finally burn off soon.  After eating, we visit the Westmoreland Cairn for its classic view of 
Wastwater – a bit pointless in the conditions – and then instead of doing the sensible thing and going 
back to the top to find the path down, we try to cut across to it.  “Try” is the right word!  We end up 
on a very nasty, loose and ankle-threatening descent.  It isn’t too bad though, and we reach Beck Head 
in one piece (or four pieces I suppose). 
 
Next a trudge over Kirk Fell, followed by an entertaining descent, and we’re on Black Sail Pass.  
We’ve taken a straight-line route here, albeit with considerable ascent and descent, whereas Simon has 
climbed over the highest mountains in the country, dropped all the way back down to valley level, 
then climbed back up over several tops to reach Pillar, which is not far short of 3000 feet.  We’re 
expecting a long wait.  
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A  Spectator’s View of the Bob Graham (continued) 
 
But again we spot some runners long before we expect too.  A quick look through Mandy’s 
monocular shows Nigel leading the way, Simon, resplendent in Tring RC running vest behind, and 
Mark a few yards further back.  Amazing. 
 
After the by now usual few brief words they’re off again.  This is the best part for spectators as there’s 
a lovely traverse path round both Kirk Fell and then Great Gable that allows a brisk walker to get 
ahead of the runners.   And so we see Simon again at Beck Head.  He’s in a bit of pain, and has no 
Neurofen.  Mandy manages to find some pain killers in her kit, and that makes us feel useful.  We 
then traverse again, missing out Great and Green Gable, and make our way back on to the ridge for 
one last rendezvous.  Yet again we’re astonished how soon Simon is with us, but he’s beginning to 
look very tired.  Although he’s still improving on the scheduled time, we think that for the first time 
he’s not going to improve much more.  Never mind – barring a complete catastrophe he could just 
about walk and get around in 24 hours now!  We reckon he’s on course for a 21 hour round, and will 
arrive in Keswick at 10 p.m.  That will be some achievement. 
 
At this point we go our separate ways.  Brian has decided to run with the company for a bit, whereas I 
had already decided I wasn’t going to attempt to run at all.  David too was in walking mode, and 
Mandy was suffering from sore feet, and so the three of us headed back down to the cars in 
Seathwaite.  By now it is a lovely hot and sunny late afternoon / early evening – probably too hot for 
running, but glorious for walking.  I am happy – Mandy and I have been out on the fells for about 
eleven and a half hours, and have climbed between 6500 and 7000 feet.  We are both feeling 
knackered, but this just puts into perspective Simon’s efforts.  And he’s heading for a brilliant time! 
 
David, Mandy and I go back to the campsite, shower and change, and then head back to Keswick.  We 
get some fish and chips, and eat them outside the Moot Hall, which is the start and end point of the 
round.  We anticipate a leisurely meal, followed by a beer, before Simon appears.  But then at about 
twenty to nine, lots of other Tring Runners suddenly appear.  Simon is not far away!  Wow – thank 
God we didn’t hang around the campsite.  
 
The Moot Hall stands at the top of the pedestrianised High Street, and you can see down to a bend 
about 100 yards away.  And then Simon appears, looking as though he’s flanked on either side by 
running minders.  We all start applauding, and, as one by one the minders drop away, the applause 
rises to a cheered crescendo as Simon reaches the Moot Hall, touches the door to signify the end of the 
run, and immediately slumps down onto the ground.  Nineteen hours and fifty-one minutes! 
 
Once recovered, Simon offers to buy us all a beer, but since it is still early, I suggest we get beer from 
the off-license, and take it back to the campsite to enjoy after showers and so on.  So, Simon and I end 
up in Wine Rack buying beer.  Simon is standing there quietly going ‘oh .. oh .. oh’.  A girl behind us 
looks a bit concerned. 
 
“Don’t worry” I say.  “He’s had a hard day!”     
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A  Spectator’s View of the Bob Graham (continued) 
 
Post script:   Anyone who has spoken to Simon in the bar for at least the last six months will know 
how much planning and effort went into this attempt.  I was pretty confident that, barring bad luck, he 
would complete the round in 24 hours; but he certainly was unlucky with the awful visibility on the 
first leg.  To get around in less than 20 hours was phenomenal. 
 
Back in March 2004 I wrote: “I think Simon could well be a star next year if he keeps improving as 
rapidly as at present.” (You read it here first folks!)  But if Simon was the star of this particular Bob 
Graham production, he had plenty of co-stars.  Kirsty and Louise did a superb job of not only looking 
after Simon, but everyone else too.  With the exception of Quentin, all the support runners and pacers 
who did the navigation chores, and carried packs with water and food were club members.  And 
carrying the film analogy a bit further, there were plenty of extras, carrying water, or just giving a bit 
of cheer on the fells or at the end of legs, and generally contributing to the crowd scenes.   It was a 
brilliant club occasion, and there can be very few clubs in the south that could have provided such 
quality and quantity of support.   
 
And Simon, bless him, wore a club vest all the way round!  
 
I have had very many excellent and memorable days since I joined Tring Running Club: running in 
the Lakes, the Midsummer Dream run, the looks on the kids’ faces in the Fun Runs, etc. etc. This was 
one of the very best of them. 
 

Tony Ruberry 


