June 2010

Tl

.fﬁ. w}'f,w&ﬁei P(nmg

]*,‘1“

e 'V thebestof

Tring Midsummer Fun Run

If you only put one date in your diary this
month, make sure it& Wednesday 16" June,
when for the 10™ time we stage the

Extremely Popular Midsummer Fun Rurs

The events start at 6pm with the first of the
5 races for the younger members of the
Community and the evening is rounded off by

the Senior Run.

Race Director John Manning has keen busy
recruiting helpers, and the chances are that
youde already lined up to fulfil a role on this
busy and exciting evening, but if you &e been
on the Moon since about February, and
John& net has evaded you, |&n sure he
would be grateful even at this fairly late

stage for more offers of help

S e Chilterns

Club Invitation Evening T thank you,
from Tony Hill

| just wanted to say thanks to everyone for a
fantastic invitation evening. All the guest
runners | chatted with loved the routes, the

club and, of course, the nice weather!

Special thanks must go to our group leaders -
Francis, Alison & Peter, Trevor & John and
Steve - and most importantly to our club
secretary for all her hard work in setting u p
the event. Many thanks Kirsty on behalf of all

of us!

STOP PRES8®& Thame Runners Invitation
Evening on Wednesday 14th July 7 that& all
we know at the moment so look out for next
month®& Newsletter for further details if

youde interested . .
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Bob Ford is laying a Hash - July 3 ™ i all welcome

Bob is laying a Hash on the 3rd July at 4.00pm from his house - all are welcome - it will be laid so
that all the family can take part. Afterwards there will be time to swim and then a BBQ - if you
would bring meat and drink Bob and family will do the rest.

Link to map etc. http://www.sh4.co.uk/

Hashing involves following a trail of flour as much as possible off road at each path junction the
route is unknown and the faster runners waste time trying to find the right trail while the slower
runner/walkers catch up there will be short cuts for those that get tired. Hopefully you will a |l find
some paths you have not used before. The base trail will be 4 to 5 miles and take about one and a
half hours so anybody can take part.

Cafe to Cafe Run 1 report - from Verna Burgess

A glorious May morning saw over 30 Tring Runners meet at the Bridgewater Monument for a
tough circular route, starting and ending at the Bridgewater Monument, via the Cafe in the Woods
at Wendover. A quick start, just after 8am, down the hill to Stocks, soon slowed as we crossed
over the golf course and picked up the canal at Marshcroft. The social pace soon ate up the canal
miles and all too quickly we faced the uphill climb to the Cafe in the Woods. Most of us arrived
around 9.45am, well ready for coffee and breakfast.

Around 10.30am, we took the back entrance out o f the woods and picked up the trails through
Northill and Pavis Wood, before heading out to Wigginton and down to Cow Roast. A final climb up
Norcott Hill and a direct trek across Northchurch Common saw us back at the Monument just after
12 noon.

It was good that people were able to fit around this event. Several peeled off at Wendover, others
joined us and a couple of Tring Runners even disguised themselves as cyclists and came along.
The sunshine and beautiful bluebells added to the relaxed nature of t he run and a total tally of
15km on the outward leg and 12 km on the return made it a respectable outing.



http://www.sh4.co.uk/

Of Golden Eagles and Turkish Delight Frittata i from Tony Rubery

There is a misconception that the famous Tring Running Club Easter Trips to the Lake District are

in some way an athletic venture. Well 1 | think ités about time that I
weekends away are really about excellent company, fine food and drink, and a lovely place to stay
surrounded by wondrous countryside i with a bit of running and walking thrown in for good

measure.

The first Easter trip was back in 1996 and we decided then to make it an away t our every two

years. | enjoyed the first couple of these so much that | started organising them and with each
successive trip | 6ve wor thelasd |téhveaet ointl yw omppoidaddbte elni \
and that was in 2006,the only ti me t hat we -fremohomelthedYbuthitCentr&k o ur
next to St. Johns in the Vale Church. But could 2010 really be as enjoyable as 20087

One of the things that has always kept things fresh has been the way these weekends have

evolved. One year Bob Garland volunteered to cook a vegetable curry for everyone. This worked

brilliantly, but it seemed unfair to expect any particular person to undertake feeding this number
ofpeopl e. So began the O6communal meal 6 where eve
drink, and the whole group sit down to dine together. Over the last couple of trips, people have

been so generous that this meal has taken place over two evenings. | may be biased, but | think

there are very few club occasions that can compare with these feasts!

The innovation this yaimgr(andvewen beBer provididgs twb poly@ins of f

Tring beer. As well as giving us excellent ale on tap (hence saving the effort of opening a bottle
after a hard day on the fells), this greatly reduced the glass recycling on Monday morning!

X .
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z‘hanks z‘o Jane /I///z‘che// for z‘he photo

But apart from the social side of things, what else was there? | was a bit worried on the evening

before we travelled to look on the internet at various webcams to see fresh snow almost down to

valley level; would the road to the Youth Centre be passable? And the weather forecast was
pretty awful.



In the end, by Thursday afternoon, snow was restricte d to above about 2000 foot, and when we
arrived it was lovely and sunny! In fact this turned out to be a bit of a pattern; the best of the
weather was in the later afternoons and evenings. But even so, the weather was never bad
enough to stop you doing w hat you wanted to do. However, if it felt like spring in the valleys, it
certainly felt like winter on the tops. On all three days | was well up above both the snow line and
the cloud level; but that adds to the fun.

Running and wal ki thiggs te eccupynttie daytimese Lenarid yelen, amongst our

newer club members, were two of the five 6 n e wb ané asdwell as being introduced to fell

running, they scooted over to Riggendale to look at the sole remaining golden eagle in England.

Having spied its head through binoculars, and watched for some time, they were just about to

|l eave when the bird took to the sky with a wonde
They were still grinning when they got back to the Youth Centre!

Sunday evenings, the last night, have often been a bit of an anti -climax. Some make their way to

the pub for food, whilst others are just exhausted. But this year a significant number of people

managed to co-ordinate their cooking to sit down together to eat , and then Verna produced a new

set of Trivial Pursuit cards all on the subject of food and drink. Teams were drawn up on the
controversial |l ines of Oboysd6 versus 6girlsbd anc
particularly when Beth asked the que st i on A What is the main ingred
turned the card over to get the rather surprising
picked up two cards.

On a personal note, | had three good long mountain runs, a short local run a nd the hash 1 thanks
to Bob for organising that! Not bad for three days. The weekend was every bit as good as |
hoped it would be.

See you there in 20127

On the Quite Big Hill . . or, Lessons in Waste Management,
from Rick Ansell

There is, in the club, quite a tradition of mountaineering. Tony Ruberry used to have a rope and
rack, Alan Rosen could, if you asked him, wield a mean ice axe and few will forget the Sinton et al
epic on Mont Blanc a few years ago. One mountain has attracted considerable attention over the
years: Aconcagua. Variously billed as the highest trek in the world, the highest mo untain in the
Western and Southern Hemispheres, at 6,962m it is, at the last count, the 165 th highest mountain
in the world. It is not technically difficult but it has a reputation for wind. (I could make a cheap
joke here about a ClJub member, but | wonodt

Brian Layton got up it a few years ago and Rob Brown with a couple of mates made a fine
independent ascent. Adie Garner tried it too but was thwarted by bad weather. | tried it in 1992,
treating it a bit like a walk up Ben Nevis. | reached about 6,5 00m and in my ignorance was lucky
to get away with just frost nipped fingers and toes.

This time | felt | had a |ittle bit more of an id
routes that include no technical climbing: one popular and the other o ver-populated. | opted for

an ascent by the longer route and a descent by the shorter and much busier route, thus making a

traverse of the mountain.

From the road the first day takes you up a narrow, rocky valley with the roar of the muddy river
constantly in your ears and echoing off the cliffs, to the Park entrance. Here your Permit is
inspected and you are issued with a rubbish bag that must be returned full on your exit.



Aconcagua is the only mountain in South America for which a Permit must be bought and at a
Himalayan price.

At this first camp you find who you will be more or less in step with for the trip. | met a group of

two Americans and a Swede being guided by an American called Jim, there was a commercial

expedition of Dutch and Brits from Adventure Peaks being led by an English guide called Zak from
Ambleside, an English couple, both pilots in their spare time; Paul was using this in preparation for

a trip to Everest in April/May. Zak had just come back from guiding a trip to Vinson, the highest

mountain in Antarctica. There is huge interest and much business in getting people to the tops of

the ASeven Summitso, the highest mountains on eac

On the second day the valley opens up and walking is easier. The sound of the river is much more

distant and bird song can be heard. Guanacoi same sort of thing as llamas, were evident,

though | saw none. Did you know that these fcame
in the same place building mounds of droppings? | did see a mouse, though, scurrying among the

rocks.

The main hazard was the sun from which there was no escape, though in the evening some clouds
came up. There were a few claps of thunder and it snowed in a desultory fashion. For us it was
mildly exciting but a team of Italians had gone wrong off the summit and got stuck in rocks.

When they finally found them two were dead and the other three almost. This was the second
major accident in recent days. A German guy had fallen down the Polish Glacier and the tragedy
went on when an English guy died of a heart attack just near the summit a few days later.

I amused myself feeding biscuit crumbs to the camp birds, a bold and bossy yellow breasted bird

chased away the other contenders and hopped into the porch of the tent. The other birds flittered

about chirping anxiously outside waiting unti/l he
next morning were penetrated by the repetitive call of a bird. | gradually came to consciousness

repeating the eight note call like a song stuck on my brain.

The third day of the walk in takes you up to Base Camp and at last you get into the mountains.
The green of the valley is left as you climb almost 1,000m. The day involves an invigorating river
crossing, some smdl snow patches and the first view of the mountain. Base Camp is a small
community with around 50 tents and another 20 more permanent structures staffed all season by
representatives of the various trekking and mule companies. Here, for a price you can g et meals,
buy beer or use a sat phone and have internet connections. | felt a bit at a loss and retired to my
tent to cook pasta and fish.

It was bleak spot set among the moraines of an old rubbly glacier. There was a determined clump
of flowers near my tent but apart from a couple of crows that visited noisily in the evening little
sign of life other than human.

Toilets were an issue here. | was taught that each company had its own toilet for its clients. |

had had a rucsac full of food, spare clothes and books sent up on a mule. This was my company

and their toilet was on the other side of the camp. One thing everybody tells you about altitude is

that you must drink a lot. Drinking a lot has inevitable consequences. Having your toilet on the

other side of the camp was a distinct disadvantage. The toilet is a tin shed with a hole in the floor

set above a 40 gallon oil drum which in my toilet
happened when the last eighth was complete was answered next morning when a helicopter flew

in. The tin shed was released from its stays and pulled over. The barrel was covered and a hook

attached. The helicopter lifted it out and flew off down the valley 40 gallons of human effluent

dangling below it.

Having been told off for using the nearest toilet to my tent | set off for the correct one. To
prevent interlopers my company had the toilet door handle hanging from their tent. | collected it,
opened the door with it and pulled the door closed behind me. It was o nly when my task was



complete that | realised | needed to have brought the handle in with me in order to make an exit.

It was a mistake | only made once. There was muc
there was a motto: uiVde maitno ot,0 ppleeaasseed,. yoNot ori gir
to my sense of linguistic symmetry.

There was much discussion in camp about future plans. There was talk of carrying to camp this

and that, having rest days and then sleeping at this or that cam p. Everybody had different

theories and soon it transpired that everybody th
t heir own. We eyed each other up and tried to ga
and had little confidence in our own. | was camped near Paul and Julie and spent time chatting

with them. They were the only other independent team, everyone else having a guide and major

support from porters.

It was generally accepted that a rest day should be taken after arrival to adjust to the altitude

which was about 4, 200m. One of the requirements
Here | was given another bag for waste.

Ailtés OK, |l 6ve got a rubbish bag already. 0o

ANo, this is for your waste. 0

inYes, | haveé. o

ltdawnedonme t hat |, of cour se, rubbish wasnét the only

authorities were dealing with.

AYou must show this to the Ranger when you come o0
I f you dondét you wil/l be fined. 0

The plastic bag looked very flimsy and | began to regret the prunes | had bought in Mendoza as

part of my hill food. Normally you go into the hills with a rucsac very much heavier than you come

out with. I't seemed | wasndt g oiwithgthetexceptionofabl e t o
little fuel. My processed food would just be a little more processed.

Perhaps the crux of the climb was the visit to the Doctor. | had assumed that this was just a

matter of routine but the camp was full of stories of people bein g told they could not go higher up

the mountain or even that they must descend immediately. Lars, the Swedish guy with the

American group was to be airlifted out in the morning. Zak had been told his blood pressure was

too high and c o uthed soMmething af a hiopy fomhimyandfaluhis paying clients.

Paul and | discussed the options. Would not going to the doctor invalidate our insurance? Would
disregarding him have consequences for our Permits? Eventually | queued up with the Italian

group who | walked in with. As each came out they compared their numbers. There were three

key figures: the doctor had to believe you were drinking 4 -5 litres a day, your blood pressure had

to be at or below 150/90 and the Oxygen saturation of your blood h ad to be 80-90%. 98% would

be sea | evel, apparentl y. Il entered with great t
my O2 reading was 86 and my blood pressure was 150/90. This was recorded on my Permit and |

was told to avoid salt, coffee and pepper to ensure my pressure did

| retrieved my rucsac from the mule company and began sorting out food for the mountain. | had

included four tins of beer as a treat for Base Camp. Almhol , of course Bpanodt r ec
of an acclimatisation programme, but sod that! My heart sank as | pulled first one then two then

three crumpled empty tins from my bag. The altitude had been too much and they had exploded.

Next out was my thermal gear and super warm socks. | wa s going up the mountain smelling like

a pub in the morning. One can had survived and was enjoyed with my pasta that evening.

Night time temperatures here reached about minus 5. There was little sense of urgency so it

seemed pointless to stir before the sun got on your tent and warmed things up. If the bladder

calls you have a suitable bottle to hand. Higher up the mountain emptying this in the morning can

be more of an issue as the colder temperatures me
the plastic bottle as you warm it over your stove



| had reccied a trail leading up a re -entrant (ask an orienteer) on the other side of the flat valley.

I had no idea where it might take me but it seemed worth an explore and would gi ve me a bit of

altitude before setting off for Camp One. The sandy path led up to a red rocky hill overlooking

Base Camp at a height of about 4,700m and gave good views of the south side of Aconcagua. |

returned pleased with my adventure. Itwasgoodto be acti ve after the previ
One of the most difficult things about higher altitude mountaineering is the need to spend a lot of

time doing nothing in order to acclimatise. It is a sport well suited to the more lazy among us.

Paul is going to take 72 days over Everest. 72 days just to climb one hilll! Simon climbed 42 in

|l ess than 20 hours | ast year é.

I had three resources to fill my time: a big book, crosswords and an MP3 player with a 24 hour
battery | ife. Wiildesannyiwindy you olwmp aréundccantp artd £hat to people

too. Always in the back of my mind was the thought that | would have a day or two when the

weather would be too bad to leave the tent so | had to husband my resources. Try as you might

thereisonly so much time you can spend sl eeping but it

Three nights in Base Camp seemed like enough so a move to Camp One seemed the order of the

next day. Paul and Julie had been up to carry and dump loads and found it to be at 4,9 50m and

bit higher than expected. They had also found a Camp Half 200m lower and much more
sheltered. Al though the received wisdom is to fAc
make carries to camps and then come down as most others seemed to. | had adapted to the slow

pace of mountain life and it was midday before | was ready to sever my links with the world and

head for the upper part of the mountain. It was about four hours to Camp One so | would arrive

at just about the time the afterno on storm might. 750m seemed a bit of a jump in altitude and

when | got to it Camp half seemed so cozy and the occupants were friendly so | stopped there.

Paul and Julie joined me later along with a pair of Argentinians: Franco and his mate.

The decisionto stop here was a good one. My slight headache cleared in the evening and we had
a very calm night. When | got up to Camp One next morning people said it had blown a hoolie all
night.

On arrival at Camp One | felt a great lassitude but a convivial afternoon was spent drinking mate (

a kind of Argentinian tea with Paul, Julie and Franco and by evening | was thinking about putting a

thermos and a Mars Bar in a bumbag, tying my big jacket round my waist and making a bid for

glory fell-running style. Fortunately sense prevailed and a plan developed . | would move up to

cross the col between Aconcagua and Ameghino, leave the normal route to Camp Two which was

by all accounts a bleak and windswept spot and make a traverse round the mountain to a more

sheltered camp at 5,400m. With two nights there | should be to move up to the high camp at

6,000m from where a summit attempt could be made. This brought me into step with three

French Canadians and their Argentinian guide. Whatever | might say, thiscould n 6t r eal |l 'y be
counted as a solo climb.

Although the height gain was less than 400m Guanaco Camp Three as it is known felt very

different. The summit of the mountain suddenly looked accessible having seemed an unattainable
snow-capped dome of rock. It was much colder and traversing round from the col | had to get out

my big over mitts as | felt the tips of my fingers begin to chill. The route crossed a couple of small
icefields where really | should have goterwasut my ¢c
obtained by making a hole in a pond of frozen snow melt. Like an Inuit fishing hole. Within 30

minutes of the sun slipping behind the mountain the temperature dropped to minus 6. That night

it touched minus 10.

A splitting headache was solved with tea and Nurofen and next morning | felt strong. Do | move
up today and maintain momentum? Do | stay here and have an empty day to fill? A day here
would leave me with less food to sit out a storm at the top camp. Would | really acclimatise here
or would my body just deteriorate? Previous experience told me that nights spent at 5,500m or so
were good preparations for going up to almost 7,000m. Would it be the same this time?



Decisions, decisions. In these situations | tend to just wait and see wh at happens. By about

10.00 | found that | just wasndét packing up. I s
me better preparation for an easier, quicker summit day. Speed on the last day is important; too

much resting and gasping can lead to cold fingers and toes and getting stuck in an afternoon

storm. | sat chatting to the Canadians and whiled the day away easily.

Time seems to drift by at these heights and | had no real idea of how long it took me next

morning to reach Camp Colera the top camp at 6,000m. |t seemed hard work legs were heavy as
was my rucsac. | found myself competing with other teams moving up and even though | was
catching them | felt | was going badly and was very relieved when, quite suddenly | popped over

a little ridge and found a large community of orange tents dotted about in a little basin. Local
guides and porters lounged about in the sun. As the afternoon passed the light -headedness and
spaciness began to fade and | started to feel relatively normal. | dug s now to melt and brewed.

In the night for the first time | was afflicted by Cheyene -Stokes breathing, a disconcerting
condition where as you sleep, or in my case try to go to sleep you stop breathing and then re -start
with a great gasp. It is quite harmle ss as you do always restart but each time | drifted off | would
wake myself up gasping. | took Diamox to help it and eventually got a fitful rest.

The wind was battering at the tent in the morning
badupt her eo. My heart wasnodét in it, I listened to
hope that the consensus would be not to go but | heard the occupants of the other tents getting

ready and felt obliged to follow them. | bullied myself into my boot s and out into the buffeting

wind and cold. The sun was just up and brought some warmth but | was quickly into the shadow

of the mountain. | soon met a pair returning:

Il s the wind bad?0 | asked hopefully.
No, itbés normal 6 RefipMyi ecdl itehnet Russ sviearny gtuiirdeed, 0

o} e 1}

But soon | met more people returning all shaking their heads, all talking of hugely strong winds

higher up. | reached the ruined hut at Independencia and found a large gathering stamping

around in the snow. Everybody watching everybody else. Some were obviously committed to an
attempt . I knew | wasnot . I waited there silent
retire honourably. My prayers were answered, the clouds swirled around and the light snow

became heavier, the wind grew venomous and | joined a general retreat feeling relieved but

concerned by my lack of a real desire to get to the top.

At the camp great billows of snow were driving ferociously across the shoulder, the tents on the
far side were just a dim orange blur through the storm. The tent next to mine had been blown
down and somebody had placed rocks on it to stop it blowing away completely. It had been the
right decision. All afternoon and into the night I lay half dressed in my sleeping bag. | stuffed all
the remaining contents of tent into a bivi bag ready to save what | could if my tent was taken.

The air was full of noise, the tent cracked like a whip, banged and roared. It was impossible to be
heard even by the Americans ten feet away in their tent. The snow was driven in under the tent
and started to drift up in the porch. Lighting the stove was out of the question, opening the inner
tent for just a few moments led to a good covering of snow on my sleeping bag and remaining dry
clothes. I had half a litre of drink in my thermos and sucked my way through a packet of boiled
sweets. To shut out the noise of the wind | put my headphones on and listened to music creating
in my head, a little island of peace in the maelstrom outside. Gradual ly the noise and the
battering of the tent fabric around my face became a part of life and noticeable only in the way
traffic noise is noticeable at home; only the very loudest cracks drew attention to themselves and
as it grew dark | was able to drift fit fully in and out of sleep.

I must have slept well in the small hours because | awoke to silence and cold, the tent sagged
about me, snow pressed in. | waited for the sun to brighten and warm and then unzipped the tent
to find the porch completely drifted up. | excavated my mug and started to bail the snow out until



| found the stove and bag of food. At least | had a ready supply for melting; there was no need to

get out and collect it. Driven snow it miAght hav
sipped my first brew | discovered a half decomposed chilli floating about in my tea and the
sedi ment at the bottom of the mug didndét really b

Across the camp people were emerging from tents shellshocked, testing the day to see if it really

was calm, not quite believing a day could be so still and beautiful. The hills below us were all

bathed in early morning orange or still in deep shadow. The cold was sharp, though. There was

no consideration of an attempt on the summit t oday by anyone, though it would have been a good

day for it. Having only had half a litre of the regulation five to drink during the storm | knew |

woul dnét be going. What to do? I could sit out
daywould of fer a good summit day. I f it didndét it w
would be running short of food and at this height your body is deteriorating. The thought of a

shower, clean sheets and proper food were very appealing. By tomorrow afternoon, | could

probably be down in Mendoza eating steak and drinking beer. It would mean a long walk back up

to here but two nights in town and the acclimatisation | had developed would mean | could move
reasonably fast. | remembered all those accounts of climbs | had read where so often people

battle up the mountain only to be thwarted near the top by bad weather, return to Base Camp and

then make fast and successful summit attempts after a rest. The prospect of another day of

inactivity swung it. Decisive at last | scrabbled my possessions into my rucsac and was soon

hurrying down the hill. In three hours | was down at Base Camp and had a long weary afternoon

walk to the Camp at Confluencia just three hours from the road.

Two days, two steaks and, well, | suppose more than two beers, later | was back at Puente del
Inca the roadhead. | had eight days food and fuel in my bag. There was a nice feeling of self -
containment . I woul dndét need anyt hing f eddom
get up the mountain and back down; a proper
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A big storm had passed over the night before, the river was still in spate and wide muddy puddles
lined the road. The weather was still unsettled and | walke d up to Confluencia in a light, cooling
drizzle that damped the dust and made the walk more pleasant. There seemed to be a pattern of
fine mornings and poor afternoons. Next day as | made my way up the wide desolate valley to
base Camp the weather came in again and | arrived in a snowstorm. The Camp was quiet and
dreary, everybody confined to their tents by the cold.

It had been a long walk up with a heavy rucsac and next day it was an effort to get myself going
and start the long slow plod up to the ¢ amp at Nido de Condores a height gain of 1,200m. The
afternoon snow storm caught me some way short. The final few hundred metres were endless. |
counted 100 steps and then had to rest. | was demoralised and depressed. Surely by now |
should be well enough acclimatised not to struggle like this. 1tried to put it down to dehydration.

I had only carried half a litre of drink with me. Putting the tent up and collecting snow was a huge
effort.

The weather hadndét cl ear ed thetdanttaed whea rlooked aut Wi nd
great clouds of spindrift were being picked up and driven swirling viciously across the mountain. A

pale sun tried weakly to break through but each gust of snow obliterated it. What to do? Higher

up at the top camp it co uld be ferocious, too strong to get the tent up and just getting there might

I might run the risk of frostbite. The camp has a resident Park ranger who has a little permanent

shelter. | went to see if he would make a decision for me: Yes the weather was bad, yes it was

possible to go up and the forecast was for three days of bad wind. | had one day in hand. | could
spend a day here or at the next camp. I didnoét h
myself looking for an excuse to make a retreat again, for going back down and escaping the effort

of upward progress. The struggle | had had yesterday had left its scars on my mind. What was

everyone else doing? Some parties had already set off | had seen them appear and disappear

through the squalls, making slow progress upwards. The big commercial group camped near me

were readying themselves. If they could go, so could I. Once packed and cocooned in protective



clothes the weather seemed less venomous. The gusts became fewer. | plodded steadily up the
path. | seemed stronger than yesterday, fully hydrated now and this lifted a load from my mind,
yes, | was well acclimatised after all. | met Franco on his way down. He and his friend had given
up on the Polish Glacier but had made the summit by the normal route. His success and words of
encouragement gave a further boost to my mental battling. The weather was definitely clearing:
good decision not to sit out. Colera was familiar and as homely as a wind blasted mountain at
6,000m can be.

My doubts, lack of belief and real motivation continued. The morning was cold and windswept. In

the tent my thermometer read minus 14. The wind chill would be significant. | watched people

set off and then a little while later come back down again, though fewer returned than went; some

must be finding conditions manageable. It was all too easy to lie in the relative warmth of the

tent and read, |l i sten to musi c, eat sweet s. The
become too easy now and the urge for action, movement, had subsided. | tried to make myself

believe | was just tired after three quite draining days walking back up to here from the road.

The wind remained strong all day, banging and cracking at the tent. The constant stresse s it had
weathered were telling and | spent parts of the day trying to stick it together with, quite literally,
plaster. The chaffing had worn through the end of the pole sleeve and so the tent was riding up
the pole and small holes were appearing in the fabric where it had rubbed for too long on the
gravel and stones.

The next morning was my last opportunity for the summit. Finally | felt galvanised. Maybe the
failure to move yesterday or the rest day had helped but when the sun touched the tent | foun d
myself purposefully pulling on boots and all my warm clothes. The night before | had melted
water to take. Despite wrapping the bottles in my jacket and keeping them beside me in the tent
they had already turned to slush I put two bottles inside my jack et to stop them freezing further
and a thermos and some jelly babies in a bum bag with my compass. The wind had dropped to a
breeze. | dared believe that | might get up after all. | made good progress up to Independencia
where | had turned back last tim e. | was moving faster than others, catching people easily who
had set off an hour before me. Crossing the well named Cresta de Viento, Ridge of the Wind my
new found confidence was shaken. The path stretched up for ages. | had thought from here the
route was flat for a while until the Canaleta, the final gully that led to the summit but it climbed
steadily.

The Canaleta nagged at my mind. It is the graveyard of many an attempt. In my imagination it
was a steep rubble filled couloir. | saw it as b eing like a huge version of Lords Rake on Scafell,
interminable at almost 7,000m. With my jacket hood and hats pulled close around my face it was
difficult to get a view of anything further than the next two or three steps. With my big mitts
subtle adjustments were difficult. | could pull them off for a moment or two but never managed
to open more than a very blinkered view of the world. The little exposed skin on my nose and
cheeks stung in the cold. | concentrated on a steady rhythm. After a bita p air of boots entered
my sight. | watched them lift one at a time and pause after each fall then they moved aside off
the path and | looked up. | had caught a group of four who were stepping aside to rest and let
me pass. | looked beyond them and found | had already covered half the distance to what had
seemed a distant cliff. From here | could see people moving left up a wide scoop in the
mountainside. Was that the Canaleta? | could certainly get to the cliff from here now.

My toes were cold and had been for some time but by giving them a good wriggle each time |

lifted a foot | seemed to be maintaining circulation. The path steepened and suddenly there was

the cliff. So that wasthe Canaleta nowhere near as bad as in my imagination. The path was

covered in hard neve and my crampons bit easily into it. There was to be no slipping and
struggling on scree. I found my self able to mak
between each step but could keep a slow but steady rhythm. | enjoyed the work, the feeling of

progress and the effort. As I climbed | could see where people in front of me were disappearing

over a small cliff then reappearing and looking back down. Were they resting or had they got as
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far as there was to go? Nearer | he ard them calling down to people below, encouraging them. |
was going to get there, | knew it for sure now. Just a little more time. | became impatient and
tried to hurry but quickly had to stop and gaspingly recover my breath. | tried to regain the
discipline of my rhythm until it was broken by an easy little scramble up the final five meters to the
flat head of the mountain.

I made myself look, see and remember, trying to concentrate through the altitude spaciness of my

brain. | ate jelly babies and tried to drink. The juice was turning to ice despite the fact that it was

inside my jacket. | banged and wriggled my toes. There was relief, almost tears after the doubts.
Looking at the view was dutiful. | tonlywtcagetimedet f or t
and although | made myself stay there for 15 minutes or so, now | wanted to be going down. |

wanted my tent, | wanted to be off the mountain.

Prestwood 10k - 16™ May 2010 i report from Michaela Colwell

45 Michaela Colwell 45.49
63 Richard White 46.54
179 Geoff Dennis 58.19
190 Jane Martin 60.41

236 took part

Another Sunday - another 10k, and this time in the leafy lanes near Great Missenden. A figure of

eight course that promised an undulating first half and a flat second.| was né6ét di sappoint e
flying start down a major hill for about 2k and all the time knowing that | would pay for it later.

Indeed, two serious hills hit shortly after the 2k sprint and then again between 5k and 6k.

After this, and in a haze of nauseous recovery, | managed to venture off -piste and took a wrong
left turn. Me, and several other disgruntled runners behind me, ran into a cul -de-sac. Dead end
established, we doubled backi wasting precious time and placings.

| did manage to claw back a few of the runners ahead but disappointingly, not the girl in the big
flappy t-shirt! First time | have ever gone wrong on a road race course (they definitely needed a
marshal there!) - it is quite a surreal feeling to see the field in front of you suddenly disa ppear. |
guess the fell runners amongst us are quite used to that feeling?

The last 3k was uneventful and flat and a final sprint around the sports field led to the finish. What
with the hills and wrong turns | was relieved to stop and was only cheered w hen | discovered the
bar of chocolate in the goody bag!

Well done Richard, (who is getting dangerously close to beating me at this distance!), to Geoff
who ran 19 miles the day before! and to our new member, Jane, it was lovely to see you there!

St Albans 10k - 9™ May 2010 i report from Michaela Colwell

3 Ross Langley 35.45 Herts County Champsi think Ross was 2"?
49 John Manning 42.20  Prize for 3¢ MV50
76 Michaela Colwell 44.20
a77 took part
For the second time in a matter of weeks (Fred Hu

for the start of the St Albans 10k. It was pretty chilly - gloves were the order of the day. A
beautiful and seriously undulating course, with a particularly long, uphill drag at the 6k mark. The
start was congested and the first 1k was very slow and difficult to pass through the groups of
runners bunching together. The race was really well organised, marshals were all very friendly and
had smart Hi-Vis jackets with the club name on the back! My time was almost a PW but | enjoyed
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the run, didndét feel the hamsdtwelcomgcuda walandcakg unt i |
at end!

Congratulations to Ross who was third overall (and 2™ in Herts Champs | think) and John who
received a prize for 3 MV50.

Pednor 5 i Monday 3 ™ May 2010 i report from John Manning

The race is usually on a balmy Spring Bank Holiday evening. This year, there was a definite chill in
the air but it didn't seem to hamper the runners although we noticed that there were no Tring
ladies.

Out of in the men® race, Ross Langley led the Tring team home in 29.08 and 6th position.

6 Ross Langley 29.08
16 Greg O'Callaghan 31.01
26 Trevor Lark 32.29
27 Nick Williams 32.39
31 John Manning 33.12
34 Clive Cohen 33.31
56 Nigel Kippax 36.28
82 Nick Pierpoint 41.25
105 John Shelton 50.05
108 Geoff Roser 52.46

110 took part

Coniston Fell Race - 1° May 2010 - report from Nigel Kippax

| completed my first ever fell race i 9miles and 3500 feet of climb i in 2 hours on 1% May. The
only Tring representative!

Comments : ltdés called a fell Or acleh@at drsd pir rotbearbd syt ibregle
impossible to run up the side of a mountain and equally impossible (unless you have a death wish)

to run down the side of amountainl As a ¢ ons e qu era lkaetually dhamagedtd runs

much more than 3 of the 9 mil es, but at | east | d
my fellow competitors! | 6 m now | ooking for other fell races 1t
fast descent where runners come into their own and overtake these mountain goat type athletes

that live in the North!!!

12



The Dors et Giant - 24/25 April 2010 T report from John Manning

The Dorset Giant is a 100k/62 mile, LDWA event that follows a circular route which started and
finished in Weymouth and took in beautiful Dorset countryside including Abbotsbury and the
infamous Cerne Abbas Giant hillside figure.

The weather was kind for most of the event and Springtime had sprung all around - bluebells,
celandine, wild garlic, leaping lambs and lots of deer.

This is a route description event and, as ever, the concentration required to find the correct 'faint
path' or to take a bearing to find which of several paths to follow, means that time flies by. | was
still wishing weekend walkers a cheery good morning at 3 in the afternoon.

In several places, the route description warned of very muddy tracks but the recent dry weather
resulted in great conditions underfoot. We even thought we would get round without getting our
feet wet until the two fords ("water over concrete") and the brief showers around midnight.

Again, as with most LDWA events, the spreads of food and drink at the 9 checkpoints were
excellent and were a big temptation to kick back and rest rather than crack on.

190 started the event, a mix of runners and walkers. The Tring contingent set off at 9.15 am and
arrived back between 3am-4am on Sunday.

Well done to Brain Layton leading the TRC group home and finishing in 20th place (not that the
LDWA registers placings!)

20th  Brian Layton 17 hrs 45 mins
24th  John Manning 18 hrs 05 mins
35th  Tony Hill 18 hrs 55 mins

36th David Sawyer 19 hrs 00 mins
190 took part

Parkrun corner T Tring runners at parkruns across the UK

15 May Jane Martin Black Park, Slough 120/148 29.18
22 May John Manning  Willen Lake, Milton Keynes 14/106 20.18
22 May Jane Martin Bushy Park, Kingston 548/702 30.37
22 May Rich Kenington Hyde Park, Leeds 289/318 34.26
29 May Jane Martin Black Park, Slaigh 114/162 29.32

Charndon 5k - 18" May 2010

(out of order chronologically but there wasn & room for it in the right place)

60 John Manning 19' 25 pb
137 David Heron 24' 28
166 Gill Heron 29' 06

191 took part
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TRING RUNNING CLUB

MINUTES of a Meeting dated 3'® March 2010 at 21:15

Venue: Tring CC Pavilion

Present;: Tony Hill, Kirsty Barnett, Maria Cook, Rich Kenington, Michaela Colwell, Peter
Hamson, Richard White, Verna Burgess and Nigel Lacey.

Apologies: John Manning and Jane Porteous

1. Minutes of previous meeting Kirsty & Tony

Equipment Shed i Colin to measure box to obtain appropriate size.
Dates i Send list of important dates to Sandie. (Complete)

2. Cheque signatories Richard

Current - R.White, R.Ansell, M.Burgess and T.Rubery
New i R.White, T.Hill, J.Manning, V.Burgess, K.Barnett.

3. Club trophies

At AGM we agreed to introduce a new club trophy for outstanding achievement / contribution. The
following summary was sent to the club to launch the award. Trophy TBD.

The achievement needs to have a link to running, it does not necessarily have to be an outstanding
physical achievement. It should be something that, for the person being nominated, makes

you think "Wow well done - you really did that!" Or something not quite as polite!

It is specific to the calendar year, so we are looking for an achievement during 2009.

There will be a singular trophy awarded (not male and female).

So we would like to take nominations from the club. Please send your nominations, with a brief
description to explain why the achievement is outstanding.

The next step will be to short list the nominations to 3. At this point we will then ask the club to
vote via the Google group. Assuming more than 50% of affiliated members vote, we will have our
recipient! If less than 50% vote the committee will decide, so we encourage you to have your say
and vote for your favourite.

4. Club vests Maria

If we go down the bespoke route, ask Michelle Hadland to design vest.

What Design? Via email have some discussion on ideas to help generate some dialogue with
Michelle, ideas for next committee meeting.

5. Ridgeway Runi Peter H

Entry Form - Needs updating with sponsorship

Advert in runners world, online entry, 4 portaloos booked

Sponsorship i Solgar seem to be happy to carry on. Saucony i are not going to sponsor the race
any more. Approach Sportspace ACTION P. Hamson.

Apex Sports i no reply currently.

6. AOB

FIl ag!! Add to next monthés agenda.

Is it possible to have a private area on the website?
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TRING RUNNING CLUB

MINUTES of a Meeting dated 7" April 2010 at 21:15

Venue: Tring CC Pavilion

Present: Tony Hill, Kirsty Barnett, Maria Cook, Michaela Colwell, Richard White, Verna
Burgess and Nigel Lacey and Jane Porteous.

Apologies: John Manning, Peter Hamson and Rich Kenington
1. Minutes of previous meeting Kirsty & Tony

Equipment Shed T no updates.
Approach Sportspace about sponsoring the Ridgeway. ACTION P. Hamson.

2. Presentation Evening

All trophies have been returned and will be taken for engraving this weekend.

New Award At he Beacono A w-MikelBlake, FtaGcesNvillsn Maria €ooko n s

Email to be sent inviting people to vote, by Midday Saturday 24" ACTION Kirsty
Votes to be counted in time for presentation evening ACTION Kirsty

3. Club vests & Banner/Flag

Maria has contacted Michelle about designing a new running vest for Tring RC. The current ideas
were discussed and pictures looked at. Michelle is very busy until end of April. Zebra stripes may
come out well, she will do some investigations into what looks good and what is bad. Expecting 2
designs by end of April for review, send around for comments etc. Time and final design will cost

£200. Look at both singlet and vest.

Banner to be put together afterwards in similar design to new vest.

4. AOB
The issue of what is happening with the newsletter was raised as it seemed to have demised over

the last few months. A number of people have commented on missing the newsletter. Path
forward needs to be resolved.

/Dateline 10:10, 10/10/2010 Destination The Ridgeway Run \

Yess anodearly start for the Ri dbeeawseit R
gives us all more free time later in the day 5

But please put this date in your diary in heavyink i d on 6t g dighupsncilni gso that
we can give new Race Director Peter Hamson all the help he needs to continue Rick
Ansel |l 6s fine waevekt..with this special

Qateline 10:10, 10/10/2010 Destination The Ridgeway Run /
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Off Road Club Championships 2009 T Men ..
Box PO R Combe [ DO t af Beachy | H O b €| Brenda
Hi | O Wil Ao by Hill 20 Head ’ Hole Barlow Total

Ross Langley 23 | 25 25 25 25 24 25 172 |1

John Manning 17 19 20 25 23 22 19 145 | 2

Geoff Head 14 15 19 24 22 21 17 132 |3

Paul Allen 24 25 20 69 4

Clive Cohen 18 22 15 55 5

Paul Cowan 16 21 18 55 5

Colin Jeffs 23 16 14 53 7

Chris Egan 23 24 a7 8

Kevin Harding 24 23 a7 8

Kevin Buckingham 18 18 10 46 10
Greg O6Call 24 21 45 11
Jonathan Smith 20 24 44 12
Henry Keighley-Elstub | 22 22 44 12
Nigel Lacey 11 | 20 12 43 14
Steve Long 18 24 42 15
Sam Williamson 21 19 40 16
Geoff Dennis 16 17 7 40 16
Tony Hill 20 19 39 18
Peter Hamson 13 21 34 19
Tony Ruberry 15 18 33 20
Brian Layton 12 | 21 33 20
Peter Alford 22 11 33 20
Nigel Bunn 25 25 23
Michael Burgess 20 23 24
Robert Brown 23 23 24
Trevor Lark 23 23 24
Rob Brown 22 22 27
Rick Ansell 21 21 28
Tom Giriffin 20 20 29
Simon Barnett 19 19 30
Ashley Horton 17 17 31
Darren Hogg 17 17 31
lan Verchere 16 16 33
Jon Scullard 16 16 33
Nigel Kippax 14 14 35
Paul Chariney 13 13 36
Matthew Armstrong 13 13 36
Richard White 12 12 38
Nick Pierpoint 11 11 39
Sam Head 9 9 40
John Shelton 8 8 41
Jonathan Mulcahy 6 6 42
Mike Gaunt 5 5 43
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Off Road Club Championships 2009 T Ladies. .
Box | s wilaspd Combe Dot & Beachy |HOD e Brenda | qoq
Hill Hill 20 Head Hole Barlow
Jane Mitchell 21 24 21 16 82 1
Jane Porteous 25 25 23 73 2
Alison Harding 25 25 23 73 2
Mandy Bonthrone 24 24 22 70 4
Sarah Hill 25 25 50 5
Louise Berry 23 25 48 6
Michaela Colwell 24 24 48 6
Kim Reed 23 20 43 8
Sofie Cole 23 20 43 8
Beth Dennis 23 19 42 10
Cathy Court 22 19 41 11
Liz Daniel 21 17 38 12
France Mills 22 14 37 13
Maria Cook 24 24 14
Bryony Harding 24 24 14
Rachel Evans 23 23 16
Kirsty Barnett 22 22 17
Della Allen 22 22 17
Ledey Gearing 21 21 19
Alison Bunn 20 20 20
Amy Pitch 18 18 21
Gill Heron 15 15 22
Road Championship 2009 i Results

1 Paul Allen

2 John Manning

3 Tom Giriffin

1 4™ overall Michaela Colwell

2 8" overall Beth Dennis

3 13" gverll Jane Porteous

Apologies for the lack of scores/percentages with this table T once | can get the
spreadsheet
Road Championship to go in the July Newsletter - Rich

t o

wor k

I 01

prepare

Gauntlet Trophy 2009 i Results i from Peter Hamson

a

compl et e

The Gauntlet Trophy (or Forrest Gump as it used to be known) is awarded to the runner
who has done the highest number of competitive miles in the year. This will be the fifth

year of the competition. T he first three years were won by Brian Layton. Last year it was
renamed the Gauntlet trophy and Brian again won it with a staggering 1189 miles. This
year Brian wins again with 1029 miles. By comparison my own mileage was a mere 578.5
miles. There were no other entries.

Congratulations Brian.
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