Tring Runner

Club Runs:
Every Wednesday
7:30 pm Running from Tring Cricket ClI

Main Forthcoming Events

Saturday September & (8:00 am)
Breakfast run from Wendover Woods cafe.
(see later in newsletter for details)

Sunday September 2% (11:15am) -
Amersham 5 cross country (new event)
http://www.chiltern-harriers.org.uk/

Sunday September 28 — Dunstable Down:
20 mile Challenge(An off-road championsh
event)

Saturday October 4" (8:00 am)
Breakfast run from Long Marston.
(details to be confirmed later)

Sunday 3" October — Clarendon Marathon
An off-road event from Salisbury
Winchester

Saturday October 11" — FRA Relays (North
Wales)

Sunday October 1¥' — Ridgeway Race
TRC'’s flagship event - lots of help needed

Saturday October 23" — Beachy Hea
Marathon (An off-road championship event)

Sat-Sun October 28/26" OMM Mountain
Marathon

More events on page
Newsletter contributions tPeter Hamsonby

Monday 29" September please.
Email: phamson@caci.co.uk
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Last Month’s Top Performances

There have been two performances of epic ptapt
to record since the last newsletter.

Firstly, there was Simon Barnett's completion o
Bob Graham Round. This is a circuit of 42 peakthé
Lake District and is one of the most deman
challenges available to British Fell Runners, ddday
mountaineers. It involves an ascent of approxing
27,000 feet and a distance of about 73 miles ae
whole route must be completed within 24 hours.
only rule is that the start and finish must behat Moo
Hall in the centre of Keswick. Simorompleted th
route in an amazing 19 hours 51 minutes.

Secondly, Geoff Head completed the Gobi D
Challenge, which involved competitors runr
between 130 and 140 miles in a week while cari
all their food for the week, provisions and mandy
sakty gear. This was an extreme physical and r
challenge across one of the most hostile enviroms

in the world. This is one of the great desert event

similar in statue to the famous ‘Marathon De Sak
Geoff finished 4 in a total time of about 32 hours.

Nearer home, four club members also completed &
mile Ridgeway Ultra Trail Race from lvinghoe Bea
to Avebury. Tony Hill and David Sawyer manage
break the 24 hour barrier while Brian Layton andip
Wilton finished in just over 25 and a half hours.

Congratulations to all those mentioned above. ki
on all these events will be found in this mon
newsletter.

Peter Hamso

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

htt



Race Results

Let me know your results, if you want to be sureyofir 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 | 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
gualified 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 2735 Y

Headington 10k

Runner Time
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 | didn't get the PB that should be
achievable on this course. Very flat
and unexciting with mist and rain. No wonder |
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..............

Posn PB

Northumberland Costal Run (13.5 miles

approx)
Runner Posn Time PB
Richard White 268 1:48:10

Richard writes: There were 801 finishers and |
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:-
- | still have a few numbers to hand out.

- The event has been full for a few weeks now. Hareif anyone has an entry they do not want
they may transfer their number to another runnet.rhe know if you need contact details etc.

Peter Hamson
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Breakfast Run
Hi TRC Gang

Well, the summer is nearly over (did it ever begyiald we will start the autumn brekkie run season
off nice and easy with an early morning trot rowMendover Woods with brekkie at the café
afterwards.

(To those of you who | mentioned it may be at RA&tbh — courtesy of our RAF chum Nige Lacey -
this will be later in the season). | also have haotrun planned at some point from Long Marston
(when | have sorted out a route — volunteers tp he¢ VERY welcome!)

Anyway, details for the next run are:

Date: Saturday'6September 2008

Time: 08.00

Location: Car park in Wendover Woods (bring chafagecar park, sharing cars is good!). | think we
all know where this is now, from Tring, out towardston Clinton, turn left up the B4009 to
Wendover, turn left (signposted to Wendover Woad$ &t. 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 éiglon Monday evenings. They are held from 8-9pm
at Aldbury village school and | have heard theywa® good. The cost is £3.

More forthcoming events

Sunday Nov 2% — Brenda Barlow Handicap(An off-road championship event over the course of
the Ridgeway Race)

Sunday November 18 — Herberts Hole 10K (An off-road championship event)
http://www.chiltern-harriers.org.uk/

Wednesday Nov 26 — AGM — more details later

Chiltern League Matches

The Chiltern League cross country dates and veangesow available for the 2008/2009 season.
More about these next month:-

October 11 ™ Mob Match at Watford

November 8 ™ Mob Match at RAF Halton (tbc)

December 6 ™ Mob Match at Slough

January 3 '@ Mob Match at Wing (50th anniversary match)
February 14 " 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 faredbraces go. It isn’t something you can just iebb
at. For some time | have been rather off the inaihy running but today | was perhaps approaching,
at least, a simmer.

For an entree there is a sharp climb from the starto the fine grassy ridge above the Wasdale
Screes. Knowing what is to come it is important twoover-indulge here. 1 jogged along trying to
ignore the tiredness in my legs from last week'sri8igrs and enjoyed the scenery, trying not to worry
about the vests disappearing in front of me. Ftoenfirst checkpoint on lllgill Head there is aege
plunge back to the valley floor and a flagged miGteendale Bridge where Joss Naylor traditionally,
these days, hands out orange squash. | carefwdiged glancing up the valley to Great Gable as it
always looks such a demoralisingly long way away.

After an almost runable climb to Greendale Tarmdhe a long and, this year, very boggy walk up to
the summit of Seatallan and the second checkp®arhebody next to me went groin deep. | presume
he got out but | didn’t see him again. After S#atayou are really into the meat and two veg & th
course in the form of Pillar, Great Gable and Sel [Fike itself. There are no vegetarian optians t
be had. After the easy grassy running of the fisst the terrain changes to rocks and bouldey®as
traverse the great central peaks. | found myssping tabs on an old friend, Dave Tait, now one of
the leading V60 fell runners in the country. | lanthings have come to a pretty pass when you can’t
even keep up with a 60 year old but over the Estyears or so Dave and | have always been there or
thereabouts. So far this year he was 3-0 up orsamething | really hoped to address. | pulledyawa
from Dave on the climbs only for him to clatter pdswn the hills.

My tactic is always to try to get to Sty Head atteg descent from Great Gable in good order ana the
see what | can’'t do. There are several miles ofdgrg, pretty much runnable climb up past the
beautiful Sprinkling Tarn to the checkpoint at Eékuse Shelter and then on up to Sca Fell Pike, the
penultimate checkpoint. | pulled steadily awaynirBave and two or three others | had been keeping
sporadic company with throughout the race. Wasniugh? From the summit there is a 3,000’
descent back into Wasdale. The first part on thelilg bouldery tourist path and then after a ralf
mile of lovely running across the slopes of Linginalquad crunching run down the Lingmell Nose.
It always takes me a week at least before | cark wailvnstairs properly after this descent. | was
caught at the bottom but not by Dave and finistesdifig a little disappointed again with my time but
very replete and not, to stretch the imagery topdtall half-baked.

A fine stew was being doled out to all runnersdoid by tea and cakes. | sat chatting in the
sunshine with a feeling of warm satisfaction befdneing back to my tent in the Duddon Valley and
a few pints of Jennings’ very fine Cumberland Alghe 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 membefrfig Running Club - David Sawyer, Brian
Layton, Phil Wilton & Tony Hill - took part in th&JK Trail Running Championships (no less) being
run from lvinghoe Beacon to Avebury in Wiltshireaddy, Tom Griffin (bad back) & Peter Hamson
(altitude induced exhaustion) weren't able to stamyway, the run is 85 miles in total with a cuf-o
time of 28 hours. As we all know, parts of the Ridgy are some of the very best trail running.

Last year (2007) David did around 25.5 hours antld¥in't finish. Expectations this year were high
on both counts with David very keen to break thgima4 hours. The start at 10 am on Saturday 23rd
August was in glorious sunshine. We all coveredfitst twenty miles or so very nicely and good
times looked quite possible. Unfortunately, deepdiscussion, a few hours later David & Tony
wandered off the course resulting in a frustradgminute navigational error. The early advantage
had been wasted and it took quite a bit of effontally and get to Goring, the halfway point around
8:15 pm. Brian & Phil followed very shortly theréat

As we left Goring, the weather began to change. Whel picked up and there were intermittent
showers. By around 2 am, the rain and wind hadnsahd the sunshine of the first half was but a
distant memory. In contrast to the beauty of th& fialf, the second half is uninspiring. The teria

at times uneven, rutted and occasionally very yridkhe scenery is bleak and featureless. Still ddly
miles to go!

Nonetheless, displaying huge willpower and stamihea, Tring contingent all finished. Brian & Phil
were around 25.5 hours and David, cajoled merdyléssTony, snuck in under 23.5 hours. So, would
| do it again? | don't think so - unless they clatige 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, egstical words passed my lips whilst looking at arkv
colleague, overweight and less than in form. Nirenths later and after he had turned into a tuned
athlete, | was rueing my words. Training had sthd# quite well and | was on reasonable form, not
carrying any weight but running OK considering asume.

After a weekend training in the Brecon Beaconst thas soon to come to a halt. | foolishly went
from carrying next to zero weight to about 18 kitosd then ran solidly for two days over undulating
terrain. Chronic Achilles tendonitis ensued thatktone out completely for six weeks. In addition, it
had aggravated a whiplash injury from skiing attead found it a struggle to get back to form afte

that. As | started running again, John, (my workeague), came for a run out at Tring with a small
group of us, Colin, Peter and Tony talking avidhoat their experiences with distance running. Tony
continued talking as John moved towards the badkefgroup. It has yet to be confirmed whether
John fell asleep or tripped and broke his anklé angood start for him either.

Some rather tentative training for John and | cordgd, he was out of running for 6 weeks but
managed to swim and maintain some cardio-vascitass. Building slowly, | was completing 3
days in a row of the boundary trail with 20 kilagdamanaging to run it all, (OK, the steps did stop

in my tracks...). It was decision time on which doand equipment | should be taking, visas and
flights had been booked so there was no gettingbitit | read the MdS site to find out what theybo

in the Sahara lived on and what was the suggestiedfcc input, tried the dehydrated foods to find
out which | most liked and started putting togethiee lightweight kit that | had bought for the
Saunders a few years ago. | managed to get evegyihithe pack but then found that | couldn't iift

let alone run with it. Back to the drawing boardpdte about using a Platypus versus water bottles,
space over weight distribution, positioning of fhent pack, location of snacks.. Uh, it was endless
but ultimately | had to accept that | couldn’tifitas much food as | originally intended.

Three days before we left, the silk gaiters arrjwed had decided to go with Velcro to fasten them t
our shoes, it was suggested that the trainers atdemast one size bigger than would normally beluse
as feet tend to swell in the desert. This causkit af a problem as the Velcro was too short for my
shoes, by the time the new set had been despatchvaed, worried about getting it glued on, John was
relying on me to get his done as well. In retrospielc Minute was not the best choice but | was wary
of which type of glue to use. | managed to pick shees 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 tmithing for 4 days, my neck was sore but | had a
collar and was wearing it when not in the sunshiBegjing is quite a place, the fervour was mounting
for the Olympics and the pollution was a joy to blelh We were resting mainly but did put some
effort into the Great Wall, it was an easy way oflanatising. Our flight took off for Ulan Bataar,
(the capital of Mongolia), flew for two hours th&amrned round and came back again, apparently the
weather was bad in UB. Speculation about recems$ ma@s rife but when we did land at 4am, the
landing was interestingly frenetic and we could gina that with bad weather landing would be a
challenge. UB is not the prettiest of capitals $®mwgiven the option to get down to the desertya da
early, we jumped at it.

Mongolia is the size of Europe with a population3ofillion, of which 1.5 million live in UB. The

flight to Dhalanzabad showed how desolate the iarey 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 Heera day early as all the competitors had arrived.
This was the beginning of the total repacking, paglagain and packing once more. The mood in the
Ghers had swung from jovial banter to abject hystafVe had not had a chance to speak to all the
other competitors and the usual pecking order @urestoegan along with the obligatory pre-race

excuses. Having risen at 0600hrs, we breakfastethéolast time on fresh food and vacated the Gher
camp. Being driven to the start line was intergstas 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 theml#t was billed as an easy start at 18 miles.
My game plan was to start slowly and pick up over katter stages, | started mid-pack and stayed
there for a couple of miles, then as | felt reabbnatrong and was coping with the heat quite well,
moved up into the top three. We were ahead of thanisation and missed one of the drink stops, two
of us went down with extreme cramp as the eledieslyvere being drained through our skin. |
managed to keep going at a careful jog and finistegdone in 2nd place but had put my knee out by
trying to run off of the cramp. John had decideat the felt good and was up with the lead at thé hal
way point but lagged a bit towards the end. Ritle e€ventual winner had picked up a couple of
blisters but was otherwise on good form. Now tred race started, first afternoon was spent clapping
the remaining competitors in, tending to my feed aeck, packing, repacking, scoffing, working on
food preparation for the next day, tending to feed neck. It was hot and we were under canvas, |
don’t know what it is about men and camping buirihgs flatulence to the fore and | was surprised
that during the night that the tent wasn’t the rnidixtdenberg, fortunately, there were no flames. As
soon as the sun went down, so did the temperasreve had been continuously trying to maintain
hydration, there were constant comfort breaksnatpmint we achieved synchronisity and faced out at
the surrounding plains in the cold night three sftrying to irrigate the Gobi. Breakfast was af stif
affair, getting out of the sleeping bags at 060Gkas more difficult than | was expecting, stiffness
and knee pain, not a good combination. My first raakfast on just dehydrated food, hmmm, the
jury was out.

Day Two, plains run, initially uphill for 4 miles, througdinother gorge with running water... then out
onto our first view of panoramic desert. | was lenery careful as my knee was getting very sore and
| was taking on lots of water with Nuun tabletsriaintain my electrolytes. | started easily and $jow
moved through the back markers, when the previeasirg caught up on me. Al-Fresco defacation
is always a dicey issue but when you can see hof@mo360 degrees, it becomes less than a solitary
affair. The sun was warming by now and | was glacdée a runner ahead of me, it was the only
Mongolian and she was struggling a little. | gaee Some of my precious snacks as she was running
with a very light pack and only a little water. Bsgniles and | moved off, two checkpoints later, |
heard she had been removed from the race. Sonte aither competitors were really struggling as
well, blisters were the main cause but dehydratas taking its toll as well. | was still moving up
through the field but Rick was a good distance dheang with Chris and Rob who would assume
the 2nd and 3rd positions respectively. | was hiolghbut moving reasonably well as day two ended
with me in fourth postion. My feet were sore andaleping some pressure bruises but the gaiters
were holding up well and stopping rocks and smadhas delaying progress. | noticed that my
stomach was not as well as it could have been¢dtumed to me that the during dinner the prior
evening, | had removed my contact lenses, not thioagout the food | was eating and had emptied
the contents of the silicon bag into my food. k& days to fully clear my system..... The windswa
getting up and whipping the sand around the tdntsticed that there was a communal Gher and
thought | would get away with kipping in there,dadistraction from sleep and warmer. Breakfast was
decidely not much fun... there is only so much sness one can eat, used more water and tried to
drink it instead. Had my blisters seen to by thed re@ff, excellent job, packed then repacked,dille
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up with Nuun drinks and noticed that my pack waéstdeavier than other competitors and wondered
why | was not eating the snacks during the day.

Day Three, 27 miles of plain running. By far the hardest dadtest so far, again | set off slowly and
gently move through the back markers. The groungeig hard and my bruises are blistering more,
my knee is making me grimace but | am back in 4kitppn and holding on to it. The wind is very
hot, at the 2nd checkpoint | heard 47 degrees s, | was told to put my hat on but it was making
me sweat too much and | opted out. FortunatelywkeHzeen blessed with a bit of tar brush and was
not overly affected by the heat. | was out on myhpwouldn’t see the pace and was too far ahead of
the remaining competitors, my mind began to wanélerthe wind picked up, | finished telling myself

a joke, (not particularly well), when a piece ofnfoleweed was blown across the track in front of me.
It kept me amused for the next 9 miles of desewas$ very glad to see the orange tents in the far
distance, as | got closer it turned out to be ar@aenp and not even orange. | picked up the pace,
annoyed with myself. Arriving in camp 4 miles lgtéwas very tired and my feet were sore, | had
given up on even thinking about my knee and my e&s killing me. We had lost a few competitors
this day, only 21 were remaining. We were camped jpmoper nomadic Gher camp, facilities were a
long-drop some 50m walk and goats all around. Tdreilfy vacated the Gher and some of the
competitors slept in the Gher, this allowed mel¢es in a two man tent rather than a cramped three,
bliss. Breakfast was minging.

Day Four, almost halfway through, 26 miles with the longes¢ in Chrissendom. Struggling a little
but again making my way through the back markéwsiet is a routine set in my mind, after 6 miles
each day | was moving into 4th position and therekerating gently. Times weren’t posted at all so |
had no idea what was happening other than usualutsnl had accepted that 4th was going to be the
best | could achieve as the top three were welbhdh®ow. Another hot day and the terrain was
brutally hard on the feet, the rise was about 5kith @anrelenting with many blind summits lending
itself to little bouts of frustration. A French mevas using part of this route, they weren’t cagyi
their food and sleeping kit and | blagged some watel a fresh apple, (heaven!), from one of their
checkpoints. Did this constitute outside assistariogas still out on my own, not fast enough fa th
front pack and ahead of the remainder. It wasdliffiand allowed too much time for soul searching.
Getting to the 4th checkpoint of the day meant thabuld be running up a river bed, softer sand at
last but fatigue was descending on me and if itnitder the pain in my neck and knee, | would have
probably fallen asleep. As | came to the top ofsa,rl looked back and saw a competitor in the
distance, | was being chased down, this spurrecdbmand as | turned down into the beginnings of
another wet gorge, asked how far... 1km came tblky,renigh on broke into a sprint, 3 clicks later
was screaming at the top of my voice, “where ang’yan frustration. It was very hot by now and |
was back out in the sun, coming round a bend, | th@ncamp. Very exposed, the tents were up but
too hot to get into, no shade and the first thoedeéd as though they losing the plot. We managed to
get a tarpaulin up on one of the vehicles and gdeuit but the wind was strong and kept taking the
tarp away. This small amount of shade was probdidy reason we didn't go down with heat
exhaustion. The bodies started piling in and we lwst some more to injuries, now there were
nineteen of us. There was an eagle overhead, llapty lived on the large hamsters, marmosets and
gerbils that kept shouting at us as we went pastad still carrying far too much weight and had so
much food that was untouched that | handed it owbragst the other competitors, very gratefully
received. It was a beautiful, crisp and clear exgeand there was a bank of almost grass so | dpted
sleep out under the stars. WOW, the clearest skidsso many shooting stars. After the best night's
sleep, it was a hard day to follow. Breakfast maepuke.

Day Five, another long day of 27 miles for me started sjpwiery long straight lines with little
marking to prevent any short cuts leading us tofost taster of the largest dunes in Asia. Quite a
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inspiring sight after the harsh terrain that haelcpded it. Up to a checkpoint then a couple of snile
along and down back on to the hard desert. My gaftbed up a bit but were OK at this point. The
hard desert was taking its toll on my knee anddedifeet, the pack was making my neck hurt like
hell but only this and two days more.... Fed uphwalking to myself, | ran with lan for a while ave
some of the gruelling parts but had to leave hireci@am at myself for being so weak. Once over the
line, I recovered fairly quickly and was quietly aped to hear the response from a father — son duo
when asked how it went, “it was the worst day of lifg/, came from the 18 year old, the father just
broke down and couldn’t talk. (Ex Navy....). Rouggimp again and the wind was up, flatulence was
immense in the 3 man so | tried to sleep out bukemap with 2 tons of sand deposited on me and no
skin left on my left cheek. Not a lot of sleep dadlapping tents and even worse flapping butto¢ks!
Breakfast was a spare pepperami and cashew nlutoakin’t face the dehydrated pack.

Day Six, was another 18 miler, my body was starting tckgacand so much time spent on my own
had taken its toll on my mental stability. Fortueigt lan had not suffered too badly from blistensl a
was still moving reasonably fast. | stayed with lamd chatted about rowing the Atlantic, the miles
flew by and | had to tell him that | had set myhggon finishing 4th now and would leave him
towards the end. At the last checkpoint, Jim cawghup and in a fit of youthful idiocy, (he is 53
years old), decided to race us from 100m out to dheckpoint, we all sprinted and although |
managed to get in first, he filled his bottles avaks away before lan and | could recover our breath.
At last we had a race on. It took lan and | abauat iniles to catch him and | was going as quickly as
could hobble, up a series of hills as we left himould see the camp and had to make a bit of & spu
to stop lan from taking away my 4th slot for theydAs we crossed line, the familiar smell of goat
was usurped by fresh camel. We were staying imge lEamilys’ Gher, they had vacated three of them
for the majority of us, very comfortable with hatdacold running goats, well kids actually. Veryeut
but covered in all sorts of nasties and they didnderstand that we weren’t local. Anything thaswa
left out was game for them to investigate and fiesedibility, everything was edible! The long-drop
was a very long walk and had a fantastic view ef dunes but.... also a full-frontal of a makeshift
camp inhabited by posher tourists as was the showerag set-up. Obviously we were past caring
but they seemed vaguely amused. So having inspéloéetiorses and foals, camels and goats, we
asked our interpreter some questions about litdamgolia. We ended up being given some Kumis,
(fermented mare’s milk), | seemed to be the onlssge who liked it, Mongolian protocol is to keep
filling it up if you finish it, it took me a whiléo catch on to that and | felt quite giddy haviragha
billy can and a half. Was this outside assistar®&akfast was anything | had left in the bag other
than what should have been breakfast. Day severave®ple 8km up, across and down and cross
that line.

Day Seven my body felt as though it had been through a rearighad eaten absolutely everything,
(including the dehydrated stuff as | was so hungiy knee was almost seized and my neck was in
bits but there was only 5 miles to kick, my packsveaptied of everything that | could get rid of dnd
was sure that | could make enough time to ensuzeatiith place. By the time | got to the basehef t
dune, | was on one leg, the sand was knee deep fmod part of it and my gaiters were failing
spectacularly but my blisters and bruised pads mehirting. | was picking up stragglers who had
set off early and enjoyed some light banter buthieytime | reached the top of the highest duneldcou
not help but stop and stare in wonderment, thaitewas amazing and | could take stock of what we
had achieved and the beauty of this barren lanterAf bit of a bimble across the top and then an
agonising surf, ski, run down the knee deep sangad back on hard desert. At this point Jim had
caught up with me and we ran in to cross the lagether. Job done. A tinge of disappointment as |
felt that 2nd place could have been mine but a gesmse of achievement watching the others
crossing the line. My heart was in my mouth as Wo#l Falklands veteran who had lost his leg
clearing mines, bounded across the finish linehdak spent more time on the ground than anyone and
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had been through all of my demons and more. | hadimal solar shower and we bundled off to a
commercial Gher with a fridge and beer. Prizesegancongrats and back to our Gher camp for a
feast of freshly killed goat stew. More beer andkay naked Irishmen wrestling and songs to make
the hardest of us whince.

As we decamped and drove back to Dhalanzabad, Nesvéal parts of our route, it took 8 hours of
driving in the Russian made all terrain vehiclegnta flight out to UB. Two days recovery and lofts
eating then the Trans-Mongolian, Trans-SiberianviRai to Moscow, three days then the Red Bullet
to St Petersburg for a couple of days and bacKigh.

Geoff Head
Epilogue:
Quite an experience and certainly not cheap, |
lost close to 10 kilos but now | 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 |
arrived in Moscow although the bruising is still
there, (wrong shoe choice). Fortunately, Sam
and | disappeared off with friends to the South
of France almost as soon | touched down and
my weight is piling back on. John completed
but due to bad blistering walked the majority of
it.

A Gher for the uninitiated

The end John and I...!

Typical plains view.....
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Simon Barnett’'s Bobh Graham Round

A sense of calm

As | went to bed for the fourth and final time thaygdat just after 8pm on July #5008, |
felt a strange sense of calm. This was despitattheder, lightning and torrential rain in
Kendal that limited my sleep to less than an hourwas well prepared, had reccied
extensively and had a very strong support teamthdnvalleys and on the hills. Although |
had told many people that this was just an attefaptire was not really an option.

The Bob Graham Round, a 42 peak circuit in the kakevering about 70 miles with around
26,000ft of ascent had been on my mind for 18 n&nthh had consumed a big part of my
life, and Kirsty’s too, especially for the first Ihaf 2008. Clubmates had given up their
weekend, most taking time off work too. The datal been in their diaries for about 5
months. To become a member of the Bob Graham Cjust had to complete the circuit in
less than 24 hours, as Bob Graham had done in 183&as unlikely that | would ever be
able to engineer a better opportunity for the riewtyears at least, perhaps ever.

Moot Hall, Keswick, 12.59am, 26th July 2008 (L tq Brian, Paul, Kevin, Simon, Alan,
Louise, Dave)

Starting out

As | arrived in Keswick, fifteen minutes before theheduled start at 1am, the rain subsided.
The air still felt muggy and minimal clothes weltgetoption of the night. Paul, whose
hospitality (with Lydia) in the previous 30 hourachhelped ensure that | was fresh and
relaxed left me to put on my shoes and socks, whiete to stay in place for the next 19
hours. A good crowd had gathered to see me offwih the exception of a few photos,
there was no time to get nervous — as | had hopgedontender from Ambleside and 3 hill
supporters appeared from the gloom. They set d&waseconds before my watch moved
round to 1am. A final kiss from Kirsty, a very gelereath, touch the doors of the Moot Hall,
and at last we were off. Steadily Alan, Kevin ameere jogging out of Keswick.

A bit of banter ensued as we criss-crossed the Asid¢ contender. He was on a 22h 45m
schedule. | was on a 23h 30m schedule, but kneve tvas some slack in my schedule in
places. | was unsure of how | would feel in thst [third, so didn’t want to set off too
quickly. My plan was to walk every up, with justeav exceptions. Two of these were going
up the first hill, Skiddaw. On the first we pulleasvay from the Ambleside contender. All
around me layers were being shed as it became eagggast how muggy and warm it was.
At one point | thanked Kevin, who had taken Thuysda well as Friday off work. He replied
that if something was worth doing, it was worth rpiwell. | took that on board, and
repeated it to myself a few times in the ensuingrso

We hit thick cloud at about 700m, which was to beea feature of the day. Alan was doing
a super job of feeding and watering me — he hadchglfood and drink. At 2.25am, seven
minutes up on schedule, we hit the top of Skidd@mly 41 more to go! The next couple of
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hours involved some potentially tricky navigatidong legs, featureless in places. | was
pleased to have Kevin leading the way, so thatlcctocus on keeping relaxed.

Man down!

Coming off Skiddaw Alan convinced himself we weo tfar right, so we fanned out,
looking for a faint trod. Unfortunately Alan farsheout a bit too far and got caught in
increasingly thick heather. | came back to Kewtapped to tighten my lace and we both
shouted. No response. This early in the roundetiveas not time to waste. | was
comfortable with the thought that Alan could exdte himself from the situation, but hoped
that he would be able to catch us up. Kevin apadidhed on. With the exception of his
fleeting head torch, that was the last we saw ah”Adn Leg 1 — and all my provisions! After
an hour or so enjoying the night on his own, Alaorenor less hooked up with the Ambleside
attempt.

Meanwhile | ate Kevin’s food and we filled up hi8@nl water bottle at every opportunity.
But | for one ended up feeling a bit dehydratedighfly ironic given that the ground was
sodden and it was very squelchy underfoot to Qeda. Kevin took me on a new route off
Great Calva, following a fence with a good trod tnexit. Much preferable to the thick
heather which lay on the more direct route. At Hwmtom of the fence we followed a
tributary to the main river. It seemed endlesswds 3.30am now and there was no sign of
dawn. I'd put the start back to 1am in the hopd thaylight would break through before we
hit Blencathra, and the resultant descent dowromarrocky Hall’'s Fell Ridge. All the way
across Mungrisdale Common and up Blencathra weineman the dark. Kevin’s head torch
was bouncing back off the cloud, limiting his visitly to just a few metres. | was able to
hold mine at my waist, and so could see a litthéhter.

About 3.30am - Kevin navigating on Mungrisdale Cornom

Things hadn’t improved at the top of Blencathraon{pass was put away, map tucked down
Kevin’s top and headtorches firmly put on headsindts and bums were the order of the day
as we slipped and slid our way down the narrow yagbper section. We didn’t make a bad
job of it, but it was a relief when the cloud stakto thin and out of the gloom, about 400m
below us, the orange glow of a solitary streettlgbpeared. In the style of Paula Radcliffe |
nodded my head down towards the valley to give yorex waiting the best chance of
spotting us. Kevin and | joked that they wouldlbeking for three headtorches (or the four
of Ambleside), but there was nothing we could dbetp the situation.

Arriving at Threlkeld the torch was discarded. &kfast was eaten. Far too quickly as it
turned out. In the rush Kevin and | forgot to ttlyone what had happened to Alan. Kevin
replaced his food that | had eaten, and now accoiegay Quentin (Kevin's brother) and
Sam, | got a quick kiss and set off, just 4 minatier arriving. As soon as | stood up | knew
I'd eaten too much too quickly. | could hardly Walet alone manage anything near a jog.
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Within a minute | was sick. Kevin, and particujaQuentin, watched with interest, and
while | was still retching they were having a corsaion about the volume and type of
foodstuff and liquid that had been ejected withiewvto getting it back in at the first

opportunity. Feeling much better | took my thirsedayer off, just leaving shorts and vest,
which was how | was dressed the rest of the day vaas most pleased that | felt able to run
again.

Quentin, Kirsty, Tony, Louise, David and Mandy patitly waiting at Threlkeld at about
4am

Sunrise along Helvellyn

A glorious morning broke as we climbed through #&meh above the cloud up Clough Head.
The surrounding mountains poked up above the diase as the orange glow of the morning
sun started to warm the day up. The photos simplgiot do the scene justice. Quentin was
doing his best to slow me down and keep me neaschgdule, but all the way along the

Helvellyn ridge, | was grabbing minutes, bankingrthfor later in the day. My stomach was
still in distress, constantly turning over. | didwant to eat, but the experienced Harding’'s
made me eat something every half an hour or sogefany own back | asked for the loo

roll, which Quentin ran along holding in his hamat &ibout half an hour before | eventually

decided that the moment had passed! Mandy and dffesed welcome encouragement, and
a banana, just before 7am on the way to NetherRi&st They scarpered down to Dunmail

to warn Kirsty and Louise (the catering divisiomdathe Leg 3 team that | wasn't too far

away.

Heading off to Lower Man at 6.35am

After Dollywagon Pike there was the climb up anclbaown Fairfield to contend with.
Early on in my recces | had decided that Fairfieéstded to be embraced. After about 6
hours on the go it could become all too easy tat lbecome a mental barrier. Quentin got
some good lines up and off it and | spent the Ziuieis or so of the climb desperately trying
to eat a Mars Bar. The cloud had encircled usrnagaithis point. As we completed the
descent the Ambleside contender was just startiagtimb. We were all able to encourage
each other, but | imagine this reunion did moregitcee me a lift than him. My thoughts
turned to the bacon baps that were being preparedramail. | hoped desperately | would be
able to keep one down.
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Good progress was made over Fairfield and Seatahanidh 25 minutes being made up on
the schedule over these two tops. So there wae sanprise at Dunmail, even with Mandy
and Tony’s warning, when Quentin appeared out efrtiist, providing a couple of minutes
warning that the rest of us were imminent. Ovei&divin et al had helped me get 65 minutes
ahead of schedule, and given me a fighting chamciaceeding. The next Leg was the
longest, up over and around the Langdales, witbuddery section from Bowfell and Scafell.
If the rocks were wet | knew | would lose time og sthedule.

The Long Leg

Breakfast lasted 8 minutes. It was good to getwtbmght off my feet, but | was still feeling
relaxed and confident that everything was goingatiag to plan. Afterwards | read that the
youngest person to complete the round, aged 13,dwaking tea at Dunmail on an anti-
clockwise round, when his camping chair broke ardfdil backwards tipping his tea all
down himself. Fortunately there were no suchdeots for me. | remember particularly
enjoying some Hula Hoops, a bacon bap and a mtepof

Shortly after getting a quick kiss | asked my neamn of Michael, Rick and Steve if they had
got any sun-cream. Although it was cloudy, | fudlypected to break through the cloud or for
it to burn off entirely. It was forecast to be hutith maybe some rain later in the day.
Michael gallantly returned to the camper van tkpip some sun-cream and spent the whole
steep climb of Steel Fell catching us up.

With Rick heading to Rosset Pike, in the sun, abdiix35am

We were soon up in the sunshine and the morningwaasiing up. | very much enjoyed an
apple on the way to Calf Crag. Rick in particudas doing a good job of making sure | was
hydrated. A bit like Quentin there were attemptsiow me down a bit. Rick commented
that if he knew we were going so quickly that heuldohave brought his head band! But |
just kept going at a pace that | knew | was coratudg with and hoped that | wouldn’t blow
up later in the day.

We stopped for a minute on top of High Raise tolyagome sun-cream and take in the
stupendous view. Langstrath was full of cloud awehy in the distance the boulders of
Bowfell and Scafell were drying out under an insiegly hot sun. But by the time we
started to climb Bowfell, four tops and an hour andtalf later, we were climbing up into
cloud. It cooled the temperature for which | waateful. Steve was not quite so grateful as
| sent a massive boulder tumbling back towards hite. held it long enough to check there
was nobody immediately below, but then had to tetagd it bounced a long way down the
mountainside.

Most importantly on this section, the boulders remed bone dry. We carried on making
good progress with minutes being chipped away. tirhe bank was looking quite healthy,
but there was still a long way to go, including big 900m descent to Wasdale.
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From Esk Hause onwards, for the first time we sawtega few walkers. Up until then they
had been few and far between, just scattered aroarttle Langdales. Mandy, Tony, Brian
and David were waiting in the clag at Esk HausegneH thought a little bit of trivia was in
order. Wainwright described the route we were abowake up Great End as execrable. |
had had to get my dictionary out to find out wha tvord meant. My trivia was to ask for
the definition of the word, but Tony trumped me. gdt as far as saying “Wainwright
describes the rocks we’re about to go over as’nyTimished my sentence for me with the
word “execrable”. | was left somewhat aghast, smmptly set off (without a kiss) up the
abominable rocks.

Brian greeting Simon Michael and Rick at Esk Hause

Upon reflection, perhaps | should have focussednwaia on the word clag. In Scotland it
means mud. In England it means cloud. Poor Dspa&ht much of the day looking for mud
as those around him commented on how bad the daty w

Michael took a heavy tumble on the way out to Ha@. It sounded a heavy fall and | didn’t
dare look round. Fortunately there was no lastaghage and Il Crag, Broad Crag and
Scafell Pike were quickly ticked off. We must hdeen going hard through this section, as
there are no photos! Rick made an attempt to gepuBroad Stand, ala Ansell style. That is
a bunk up/tug on a rope someone had left. Themeavhit of trepidation evident and we
quickly retreated and went up the West Wall Tra@ers new route for me, involving a bit of
a scramble. Michael set off a bit of a minor Idids and fell behind, so Rick waited for
him. As such my drinks got left behind. It tookm@ment to get my bearings at the top of
the Traverse, but quickly Steve and | were scampgetowards Scafell. | spotted a couple
near the top with big rucksacks. With a 40 mindéscent scheduled to Wasdale | knew |
needed some fluid. As they very kindly offereditheater it became apparent that they were
halfway through a bottle of red wine, had a jaF#nch mustard open, and had probably just
finished a steak!

| could have done with another recce off Scafall] think we should have reversed our steps
to start with, to what | think is an easier patis it was this gave Rick and Michael
opportunity to take a short cut and catch up, soweee able to regroup. The steep descent
becomes grassy at the bottom, so | slid on thegnaets on my bottom — taking a little bit of
pressure off my knees.

Arriving at Wasdale | was cheered in by the Anaelll Burgess family. Pasta and more tea
was enjoyed (this cuppa was much warmer and nit@n the one at Dunmail — | got
reprimanded for saying that)! Nigel was stalkiogind the car park with the pen poised to
record the time we left, so lunch was cut to 10utes, and with a quick change of vest and a
kiss | was off again.
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The aftermath of Leg 3 - Steve, Rick and Michaekteip watched over by Paulette

The Toughest Leg

Whilst sat at Wasdale | calculated that | must hbgen an hour up on an attempt | had
helped with 6 weeks previously. Andy Sutton cortgdehis round that day in a shade over
21 hours, but had finished very strongly. | diditiger on that thought because Leg 4 was
tough one, with big climbs up Yewbarrow and ovdlaRiKirk Fell and Great Gable. It was
also my favourite one — at least when I'd beene#ag

During Leg 3 | had started to make some ratherramisies. They're hard to explain. You'll
have to watch the penultimate video clip to undewdt (photos and videos at
www.flickr.com/photos/simonandkirsky They got progressively louder and more frequent
during the day. The first time poor Nigel hearc ai these, about halfway up Yewbarrow,
he turned around, with the fear of God in his eggsecting to see me having a heart attack
or something similar.

Yewbarrow was climbed strongly, gaining 9 minutas the schedule. Only complete
disaster was going to stop me from breaking 24 imaw. We’'d left the cloud whilst
descending to Wasdale, where it was quite warmtharikfully we climbed back into it for
the first half of the Leg 4.

Mark joined Nigel on this leg and faithfully, a like a dog, stuck to my heels the whole way
round. Everyone was superb the whole day longuitingy drinks and food into my hands.
Whatever | asked for was quickly provided. But fbrand a half hours on Leg 4 Mark
performed this task impeccably, whilst Nigel playbd role of navigator and photographer.

Simon & Mark on the climb up Yewbarrow
At the top of Great Gable a couple of women stwgla conversation with Nigel. “He’s

been going since 1am (it was then 5.36pm). Heisgithe Bob Graham Round — 42 peaks”
said Nigel. “Oh dear” was their reply. “QuitetMearily retorted. Then | remembered that |
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was having a grand day out on the hills, fulfilliag ambition in the process. “Only 6 more
to go” | said a bit more cheerily and waddled off.

Leg 4 was a bit of a struggle. | didn't eat as mas | should have. Eating anything was a
chore. | remember pitifully nibbling at a singlgusire of Mint Cake for about 10 minutes at
one stage. Despite this, minutes were still béakgn out of the schedule. Mandy, Brian,
Tony and David lifted my spirits at Black Sail PaBsck Head and between Green Gable
and Brandreth. | was climbing strongly, but thevdse were increasingly difficult. When
Brian joined us over Brandreth and Grey Knotts,rityeskipping away from me and chatting
to Nigel, | knew | was struggling a bit. It wasestiearing a snippet of their conversation that
made me start looking at my watch. For the firsetmy fatigued brain calculated that if |
could carry pinching minutes off the schedule, thraiaking 20 hours was a possibility. But |
didn’t entirely trust my brain at that stage, ahd prospect of Leg 5, starting with a 30
minute climb up Dale Head was sobering.

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

Howard’'s Way

A big crowd was waiting at Honister. | perked upitto see so many people, got some food
and tea down my neck, grabbed a kiss and headedDaffle Head is a bit of an unrelenting
climb. In recces I'd always done it in about 3(haies, sometimes a few minutes faster. If |
could repeat that and feel strong at the top, fubdlirs might just be on. Much banter was
had on Leg 5. It was a bit of a party Leg, whieipled me enormously. Steve and Sam had
been given the official duties. Sam was overlyrkaad each time | indicated to warn other
people that | was about to move to gain a better ¢in the path, he would invariably thrust a
drink in my hand! They were joined by Rick, Briand Dave Findel-Hawkins, who felt like
an old time friend, but whom | had only met oncébe, during Andy’s round.

Sam, Simon, Rick, Steve and Brian heading up Daledd, just before 7pm .
Number 39 of 42.

It turned into a glorious evening, with the sunakieg through the high cloud base and
lighting up Buttermere. | started to work hardeitte beginning of the ups, running a bit
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further rather than just breaking into a walk & finst sign of an incline. The final three tops
flew by and soon Steve was taking us off a gooel tmthe valley floor, from where the pace
was ramped up to High Snab Farm, where Kirsty asulde bravely took a shoe and sock off
each and road shoes were put on.

There was no kiss this time as Kirsty joined Stewel Sam for the final run in along
“Howard’'s Way”. | had named this in honour of Hawjaa chap who had joined Andy’'s
round, who that day showed us the Way. In tryingdsearch “Howard’s Way” shortly
before my attempt, Sam had become quite frustradédo be able to find any reference to it
anywhere!

In my humble opinion, “Howard’s Way” is a much mdittéing end to the Round. It takes in
footpaths that cross high fields, offering betteaws than the alternative road route. The
fields make way to a section through some woods¢iwtvas just dark enough to warrant a
torch to help pick out the roots. Distance wiseMdd’s Way is a little shorter, keeping to
the inside of a bend, and it misses out a hillt Bare must be a dozen gates at least, so Sam,
Kirsty and Steve had to work hard to sprint ahezdl @pen the gates. They worked together
so effectively that | didn't have time to catch rogeath. | was not best pleased when |
decided to enjoy a walk up a small hill and Kirsgyninded me of a Lance Armstrong quote
— “Pain is temporary, failure will last forever’My attempt was now being considered a
failure if | didn’t break 20 hours! Deep down ldwu that opportunities like these don’t come
along very often. With their help and encouragemhenvered the last 8km back to the Moot
Hall in 45 minutes, and broke 20 hours with 9 m@sutio spare.

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

The end?

The noise that | was greeted with upon returnintheoMoot Hall made my hairs stand on
end. Just before | touched the doors and the dtmiped, someone had the nous to take a
picture, not of me, but of everyone clapping andectng me in. Reflecting on that photo |
think it's evident to see the pleasure that otreopbe got from being involved — a feeling |
experienced as Andy had finished. | can’t say thditin't take great satisfaction from the
breaking 20 hours, but there’s something specialibbeing able to share special moments
with other people, and the whole day had come baggierfectly.

Thank you Tring Running Club and especially to thegho introduced Kirsty and | to fell
running. Thank you to those of who helped me mepar the Round, especially Kirsty, and
to those who shared in the adventure df 26ly 2008. | hope to maintain the Bob Graham
tradition for many years to come of supporting, #mefreby sharing, many more successful
rounds.
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As Simon approached the finish everyone
appeared pleased (or relieved) thait was over
(L to R Kevin, Alan, Mandy, Brian, Max,
Rick, Tony, Em)
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at 9pm after Simon’s BGR,
26" 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, Ricl
Ansell, Max Ansell, Brian
Layton, Stephen Burgess,
Dave Findel- Hawkins, Em
Findel-Hawkins, Kirsty
Barnett & Mandy Bonthrone
(missing Quentin Harding &
Paulette Ansell
(photographer?))



A Spectator’'s View of the Bob Graham

I was lying in my sleeping bag, listening to thenrhammering on the tent, and feeling sorry for
myself. It was at the end of the first day of 8eunders, and I'd twisted my ankle badly. | knew i
was the end of the mountain marathon for me, whiak bad enough, but | was also worried in case |
couldn’t help out on Simon’s Bob Graham attemphaffwould have been a terrible shame.

Fast forward 20 days, and again I'm in my tenehgétg to the rain. | haven’t run since the Sausder
— an abortive attempt at jogging round the crigiiéth was called off after half a lap — but I'm
confident | can at least walk on the hills, evehrifay find it ‘interesting’ getting down. I'm tigg to

get to sleep early. Simon is expected to reachetite of the first leg at 4 a.m. at the earliest and
Mandy and |, amongst others, are due to meet haretrand then we’re going to drive to Dunmail
Raise before trogging up Helvellyn to carry a biegtra water to the runners. The alarm is set for
3:30, but sleep doesn’t come. Eventually, sometfter the camper van has made a noisy exit from
the camp site, | do fall asleep, and all too sogrphone wakes me.

Mandy and | get ourselves ready and make our wahdacend of the leg where Kirsty and Louise,

Sam and Quentin and David are all there. It israbw, but cloud is down to about 1500 foot at the
most. After a slightly anxious wait we see ligbts the ridge high above us. We've been told that
another party, with a slightly faster schedule, batloff from Keswick at the same time; is it Simon

or the other lot?

At this point there is a slightly bizarre distracti A lady, probably in her fifties is wanderingand
dressed in skirt, blouse etc. She asks in a rdtéerused way, what we are doing there, and then
limps off towards Threlkeld village. We hear lateat she met Sam, who managed to find out that
she had ‘lost her husband’ sometime last nighte ®hs from North Yorkshire, and had spent the
evening before in Threlkeld; goodness only know®mghshe spent the rest of the night! She asks
Sam “what can | do?” Sam’s only advice is to ph8g8.

Finally, the runners appear through the gloom, waedsoon see it's the distinctive Harding running
style leading the way. Good news — they’re in pieee and, despite losing Alan somewhere, are a bit
ahead of schedule. Simon stuffs down some foah the leg 2 runners are off, and Mandy and |
drive down to Dunmail Raise.

When we get there, although it is just light, we ar thick cloud and, somewhat carelessly, | skt of
up the wrong path. It is running parallel to where want to be, but takes us too high. Just as |
realise that we are slightly wrong, the cloud pamtsmentarily, and we can see we're a few hundred
feet off course and maybe 100 feet too high. H@mewe're soon back on track, and as we climb to
the Helvellyn ridge, we start to see some of theofell tops peeping out above the clouds. By the
time we reach the ridge proper, it is clear, witbud above and cloud filling the valleys below;
beautiful!

At this point we’re still aiming to be on top of Wellyn by 7 o’clock, which is the earliest we expe

Simon and company to be there, even if they aneggakell. But, not for the last time, we're taken b
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 h#ag the top and running towards us. We stop and
get out the water bottles. | offer Simon food dmdsays “No thanks, I'm struggling”. I'm a bit
worried about this, but Quentin says to Mandy “Noi$n’'t”. What | didn’t realise is that Simon had
thrown up his over-hastily eaten breakfast and Wwkaneant was he was struggling to eat.

Then they are gone, and Mandy and | make our wal¢ dawn to Dunmail Raise, which is also the
end of leg 2. | am going slowly and carefully, lpet down without mishap. We get there ahead of
Simon — he has had two further peaks to go oveg, innparticular involving a hard and energy-
sapping climb — but only just. A rapidly eaten ®madutty, and he is on his way. Kirsty cooks more
butties for the leg 2 pacers and everyone elseisvtiere. They taste wonderful.

Mandy and | are keen to see the runners again e@motlnd, so we pop back to the camp to give a
progress report, then to Keswick to pick up somadféor later in the day, then finally we park at
Seathwaite and head for Esk Hause. Esk Hause iBigfnest pass in the Lake District at just under
2500 feet, and is a key point on one of the maitkeva’ routes up Scafell Pike from Borrowdale and
Langdale. Brian and David have already set ofhwvater and food to ensure they will be there to
support Simon, and at 10:30 Mandy and | walk oube&thwaite 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 assteenp up the track to the Hause, we get into thick
cloud. We hear Brian and David before we see tlieow that's a surprise!). They have been
entertaining themselves by counting the numbereafpfe who've asked them where they are and
which way to Scafell Pike. David is amused by Bisaattempts to teach basic map reading skills to
some of these people — Brian’s pupils are bemuestder than amused!

Mandy and | are only just in time. Well before Reve appears out of the mist to give us warning
that Simon is nearly there. Again we hand overewand 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, oveedd Gable (a lovely 1700 foot climb!), then
down to Beck Head, and over Kirk Fell to Black S@dss, which is where we will see Simon next.
We lunch on top of Great Gable, still in cloud altlgh the brightness above us makes us think this
will finally burn off soon. After eating, we visithe Westmoreland Cairn for its classic view of
Wastwater — a bit pointless in the conditions — #reh instead of doing the sensible thing and going
back to the top to find the path down, we try to @cross to it. “Try” is the right word! We eng u

on a very nasty, loose and ankle-threatening désdersn’'t too bad though, and we reach Beck Head
in one piece (or four pieces | suppose).

Next a trudge over Kirk Fell, followed by an engning descent, and we’re on Black Sail Pass.
We've taken a straight-line route here, albeit witimsiderable ascent and descent, whereas Simon has
climbed over the highest mountains in the courdrgpped all the way back down to valley level,
then climbed back up over several tops to readarPivhich 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 eéxfmexr A quick look through Mandy’'s
monocular shows Nigel leading the way, Simon, msgént in Tring RC running vest behind, and
Mark a few yards further back. Amazing.

After the by now usual few brief words they’re affain. This is the best part for spectators ag'the

a lovely traverse path round both Kirk Fell andnti@reat Gable that allows a brisk walker to get
ahead of the runners. And so we see Simon agdeck Head. He’s in a bit of pain, and has no
Neurofen. Mandy manages to find some pain killareer kit, and that makes us feel useful. We
then traverse again, missing out Great and GredieGand make our way back on to the ridge for
one last rendezvous. Yet again we're astonished daon Simon is with us, but he’s beginning to
look very tired. Although he’s still improving dhe scheduled time, we think that for the firstdim
he’s not going to improve much more. Never mindarring a complete catastrophe he could just
about walk and get around in 24 hours now! We @adke’s on course for a 21 hour round, and will
arrive in Keswick at 10 p.m. That will be some iagement.

At this point we go our separate ways. Brian hedakd to run with the company for a bit, whereas |
had already decided | wasn’t going to attempt to ati all. David too was in walking mode, and
Mandy was suffering from sore feet, and so theethoé us headed back down to the cars in
Seathwaite. By now it is a lovely hot and sunrtg @fternoon / early evening — probably too hot for
running, but glorious for walking. | am happy — iy and | have been out on the fells for about
eleven and a half hours, and have climbed betwéf® &nd 7000 feet. We are both feeling
knackered, but this just puts into perspective Sisefforts. And he’s heading for a brilliant tilme

David, Mandy and | go back to the campsite, shamer change, and then head back to Keswick. We
get some fish and chips, and eat them outside thet Mall, which is the start and end point of the
round. We anticipate a leisurely meal, followedabpeer, before Simon appears. But then at about
twenty to nine, lots of other Tring Runners sudgeappear. Simon is not far away! Wow — thank
God we didn’t hang around the campsite.

The Moot Hall stands at the top of the pedestrehisligh Street, and you can see down to a bend
about 100 yards away. And then Simon appears,jrigoks though he’s flanked on either side by
running minders. We all start applauding, andp@s by one the minders drop away, the applause
rises to a cheered crescendo as Simon reachesoibieHdll, touches the door to signify the end & th
run, and immediately slumps down onto the grouNaheteen hours and fifty-one minutes!

Once recovered, Simon offers to buy us all a dagrsince it is still early, | suggest we get bigem
the off-license, and take it back to the campsitertjoy after showers and so on. So, Simon and | e
up in Wine Rack buying beer. Simon is standingdfwiietly going ‘oh .. oh .. oh’. A girl behindu
looks a bit concerned.

“Don’t worry” | 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 fdeast the last six months will know
how much planning and effort went into this attempivas pretty confident that, barring bad luck, h
would complete the round in 24 hours; but he celyavas unlucky with the awful visibility on the
first leg. To get around in less than 20 hours plaanomenal.

Back in March 2004 | wrote: “I think Simon could Wbe a star next year if he keeps improving as
rapidly as at present.” (You read it here firskfb) But if Simon was the star of this particuBaob
Graham production, he had plenty of co-stars. tiiand Louise did a superb job of not only looking
after Simon, but everyone else too. With the ettoapf Quentin, all the support runners and pacers
who did the navigation chores, and carried packé wiater and food were club members. And
carrying the film analogy a bit further, there wetenty of extras, carrying water, or just givindgia

of cheer on the fells or at the end of legs, amegaly contributing to the crowd scenes. It vaas
brilliant club occasion, and there can be very fdubs in the south that could have provided such
quality and quantity of support.

And Simon, bless him, wore a club vest all the waynd!
| have had very many excellent and memorable daye ¢ joined Tring Running Club: running in
the Lakes, the Midsummer Dream run, the looks erkitls’ faces in the Fun Runs, etc. etc. This was

one of the very best of them.

Tony Ruberry
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