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Many thanks to everyone whoôs contributed 

to Octoberôs Tring Runner . . 

 

A busy weekend coming up right now ! 

Saturday ï the first Chiltern League Cross 

Country fixture of the season, at the running 

track at Horspath Road, Oxford. Ladies will 

race at 2.30pm, Men at 3pm. Parking is ONLY 

on the adjacent football pitches, cost £1. No 

parking on Horspath Road. 

 
The October Newsletter  is packed with all 

sorts of interesting reports from different club 

members . . thanks for sending them in  and 

please keep them coming!! 

John Manning is so desperate for us to read 

his Dunstable Downs Challenge that heôs 

offered a prize  to the first person to e -mail 

him (his address is in the next column) with 

the correct number of song titles i ncluded in 

his report!! No need to do that, John, we ôd all 

read it anyway!!  

 

The club website 

www.trin grunningclub.org.uk  

has been simplified and is up to date so 

please use it to find out stuff, such as what 

the next Wednesdayôs interval session 

consists of. If thereôs anything youôd like to 

see included in the website please let me 

know and Iôll consider it, itôs your website 

after all . .  

 

Club Runs:                     Every Wednesd ay   

7:30 pm Running from Tring Cricket Club 

 

Sunday ï our 28th Ridgeway Run  

Starting at 11am on Sunday . .  

Itôs not too late to help out on the day, 

please contact John Manning 

johnmanning@dancinggreen.co.uk  and let 

him know when youôre available and help 

make our event a success once  
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Bob Graham Round  
 

Henry Keighley-Elstub and Alan Whelan 
 

(assisted by members of Tring Running Club) 
 

Friday 26th ï Saturday 27th June 2009  
 

 
Leg One (AW ï óa bit of a mareô) ï assisted on the hill by Kevin Harding and Simon Barnett 
 
The drive North and the subsequent setting up at the camp site was perhaps a little too frantic and 
I had been glad to get to the Moot Hall ready for the off.  A fair number of our supporters 
accompanied us and in no time at all 11pm came and we set off. 
 
The run up Skiddaw was perhaps the easiest run up either of us had ever had ï normally you get 
lactic acid burning after about 60 mins but thankfully not today.  Kevin was doing a good job of 
navigating and we easily found the 4 fence posts marking the way to Hare Crag from the top of 
Skiddaw.  We had difficulty finding the right line over Hare Crag ï and I must admit to having a 
really bad moment as this is where I got detached from Simons attempt last year.  We soon found 
the right path and made good time to Gt. Calva.   
 
The ascent up Blencathra went according to plan.  The only bit we had not figured on was Simons 
injury making him head off down easier slopes to the camp site.  At this point I made a terrible 
decision.  I had wanted to use the easier Doddick Fell to make the descent to Threlkeld and Henry 
had wanted to use Halls Fell.  In hind sight with the cloud base being so low we should have opted 
for Halls Fell ï it is tougher but finding it is straight fo rward.   
 
Henry and Kevin dutifully bowed to my request and we headed off for Doddick.  However we were 
unable to find it and made an awkward descent towards the foot of Scales Fell.  Getting back to 
Threlkeld probably cost us 20 mins and 2 miles of extra running.  To make matters worse I could 
not eat anything valley support had painstakingly prepared for me ï more later. 
 
Leg Two (HKE ï ótrying to catch-upô) ï assisted on the hills by Kevin Harding and Michael Burgess 
 
The mood as the party moved off from  Threlkeld was rather subdued; we knew that we had lost 
time on leg one and that we were down on our rather conservative twenty -three hour schedule. 
The contouring through bracken at the end of the last leg had knackered me and left me feeling 
much more ti red than I had expected at that stage.  
 
On the other hand, we were off; one leg down (and my least favourite) and no more darkness for 
the entire round. It was still perfectly possible that we would be entering the outskirts of Keswick 
in the dying light o f this same day. We knew we could make up time and the slightly low morale 
soon faded as progress was made up the deceptively draining terrain and gradient of dear old 
Clough Head. What is more, I had passed the sheepfold where I had dropped my shorts for a 
crouching observation of the view on my last recce. Bowels remained stalwart, at least for now. 
Dry rock, moderate temperatures, the slightest of wind and a high cloud -base gave us every 
chance of strong progress. The summits passed by quite smoothly, Kevin and Michael leading the 
team over the rounded summits. However, we were making virtually no time up on our deficit, and 
this continued to caste a slight gloom on proceedings. Alan and I were matching each otherôs pace 
perfectly; a legs one and two time  trial together a month before had left us confident of at least 
running together until Dunmail.  
 
The Dodds gave way to the northern satellites of Helvellyn and the big monster itself with its 
accoutrements of trig point, cairn and wind shelter. The summit s came quite quickly, as they do on 
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leg two, giving one a feeling of confident progress, despite not surpassing our twenty -three hour 
predictions. The descent down to Grisedale Tarn took us below the cloud-base, that had lowered 
somewhat, and a daunting view of the long, slanting west -facing line of Fairfield. Michael dutifully 
dropped down the side of Raise Beck towards Dunmail to warn the valley team of our imminent 
arrival, whilst Kevin guided the ascents of Fairfield and Seat Sandal. We dropped off the latter 
slightly too far left, leaving a tricky contour down towards the valley support waiting below, who 
were probably still discussing our late arrival at Threlkeld? Kevin and Michael had done all that 
could be asked of them; they had delivered us into t he hands of the leg three team. Times and 
deficits were soon forgotten in the electric atmosphere by the cars. The energy, despite the early 
hour, and encouragement of those waiting by gave one a feeling of virtual immortality!  
 
 
Leg 3 (AW ï óthe party legô) assisted on the hills by Steve Long, Rick Ansell, Geoff Head, Jonathan 
Smith, Mark Rochester and Mark Richards, Mandy Bonthrone, Brian Layton. 
 
The day was getting better ï we were still behind schedule but the worst was behind us.  As we 
gained Steel Fell it was almost a party atmosphere.  We had good navigation and support, the 
pace felt ok and for me we were heading in to the unknown.  We made good progress for the 
entire leg and with one or two very minor exceptions the navigation was near perfect.  I  had 
started to east properly during leg 3.   
 
During leg 1 and 2 I knew my stomach was playing up and I could not face much of anything.  
Henry had switched to gels by this time and seemed to be fairing well on them.  The plentiful 
support team meant we could afford to send some runners off to collect more water and meet us 
further round the route.  This worked well with Brian leading the posse to where we next needed 
them. 
 
The quote of the round has to go to Rick.  I had just entered uncharted territory.  Unlike Henry 
who has several Ultras under his belt I have never really gone past 30 miles in one sitting.  At the 
top of Bow Fell up pops Rick with his óthis is about the halfway pointô comment.  I was in shock ï it 
was probably true but I had not thought  of the round in those terms ï 11 hours in and the same 
to go again.  
 
The next new territory for me was the Scafell West Wall Traverse.  For various reasons I had 
never been over the last part of leg 4.  We sent all but Steve and Rick down the tourist tra ck from 
Scafell Pike.  This gave valley support advanced warning of where we were and also made the 
ascent of Scafell a little safer.  As it happened the ascent was made without incident and the 
descent to Wasdale was a lot easier than I had feared. 
 
The support in Wasdale was fantastic ï Alison was very organised and we were waited on with 
swift expertise.  I had the best food of the day in a Wayfarer meal (as recommended by Henry).  
The contrast to the sweet mountain food was like nectar.  
 
I also noted th at the stop precluded a view of the next climb ï 2000ô of Yewbarrow. This was a 
relief as looking at it for the duration of the stop would have been very daunting indeed.  All too 
fast the stop was over but suitably watered and fed we set off into the hotte st part of the day.  
 
Leg 4 (HKE ï ómake or breakô) 
 
I had convinced myself that Wasdale was the crux to the BG; if we felt strong and keen when 
looking up at Yewbarrow from the comfort of our chairs we would make it. The reality was a little 
of an anti -climax; I donôt remember even looking up at Yewbarrow, since I was too busy tucking 
into the wealth of snacks on offer. Moreover, I took the brave decision to change my socks for the 
first and only time. I had long since given up the idea of carrying any weig ht and happily nodded 
to Markôs suggestions of goodies ófor the roadô. 
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We were twenty-one minutes up on the leg three schedule, leaving us seven minutes up overall. 
This was enough to prevent timings from dominating my mind through the following leg. Alan  led 
strongly (too strongly for me!) up Yewbarrow, as the afternoon temperature rose uncomfortably. 
Mark Rochester kept me fuelled and hydrated; presenting treats and drinks as though he was a 
cross between Father Christmas and a cowboy with holstered pistols! Reaching Yewbarrowôs 
summit was a relief, though we would have appreciated a fresh breeze to take the edge off the 
heat ï no such luck.  
 
I led the way across the rocky BG trod to Dore Head, but then found the slog up Red Pike rather 
dispiriting; I ne ver expected Red Pike to be so demanding and I was slightly concerned about the 
sapping effect the heat was having on me. However, its summit was gained and onwards we 
strode: Michael, Mark Rochester, Steve and Mark Richardson doing a marvellous job of setting the 
pace and keeping morale as high as possible.  
 
Like a dog marking its territory, though, I had to drop my shorts once again (thatôs once for each 
of legs two, three and four!). I am pleased to say that I have honed my mountain loo skills to such 
professional levels that I can confine the whole process, start to finish, to under thirty seconds!  
 
Pillar and Kirk Fell came and went without too much of a fight. Great Gable lay ahead, arguably 
the final mountain worthy of the name of the round. For the  first time it started raining, though 
the cooling effect was welcome. From Great Gable, the final three bumps presented no serious 
challenge. Simon lay in wait with camera on our approach to Grey Knotts and led the way down to 
Honister.  
 
We were nine minutes up on schedule overall and nothing short of mental collapse or complete 
physical breakdown could hold us back from completion. If either of these symptoms occurred, 
however, I was confident that Alison would frog -march me over the final section if nee d be ï she 
had her orders to show no mercy!  
 
Leg 5 ( AW - óthe beastingô) 
 
The rest at Honister was most welcome and as usual it was a slick affair.  The time went all too 
quickly and we now had the prospect of a 35 min climb up Dalehead.  Kirsty lead the way and I 
have to admit in questioning her earlier comments of óI have never made it up Dale Head in the 
scheduled timeô as we arrived at the top some 6 mins up on schedule! 
 
I have to admit it was probably the hardest I had worked all day.  I thought we w ould then have 
an easy time of it but everyone seemed to get their race heads on and the pace never eased.  
Hindscarth and Robinson came in quick succession and we were treated to a gloriously sunny end 
to the day on the final tops.  The descent into Newla nds saw an increase in the pace, I am not 
sure if it was the gels Henry was eating or the promise of the Fish and Chip supper ï but either 
way we were maintaining the pace.  For the last few miles we changed into road shoes and TRC 
vests and picked up extra pacers.   
 
We opted for the off -road route into Keswick and I must admit to feeling smug in having the 
pacers work hard keeping up with opening the gates for us.  After being on what felt like a 
beasting going over the last few hills I thought óits pay back timeô.   
 
I have never really been aware of the impact of the food we eat when on endurance events but I 
did note the sudden surges of energy that either Henry or I had available on the run in to Keswick.  
Mine was down to Cliff Shot Blocks and it felt like I had a new pair of legs for 10 -15 mins ï then I 
was running on empty again. Unfortunately this was when Henryôs chemicals kicked in and he 
dragged me along for a while.  
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The run into Keswick High Street was a blaze of TRC vests and was quite a sight. And I still cannot 
believe that after more than 22hrs of running we were still keen to try to get under 22:30 hrs, in 
the end just missing it by less than a minute.  
 
The aftermath around Moot Hall afterwards saw one pacer quite badly off but thankfully  
recovering after a lie down, fish and chips all round and I remember lots of smiles.  
 
Once again Henry and I owe a massive debt of thanks to all involved.  We really appreciate how 
the club rallied round when we needed them.  The only question is what are  we going to do next 
year? 
 
 

High Peak 40 Mile Challenge  19 September ï from Peter Hamson 

 

40 miles, 4650ô of ascent 
 
This is one of my favourite events, having completed it 16 times in the past. The event starts and 
finishes in Buxton in the Peak District. It is partly on the fells, partly on road and partly through 
the dales and on disused railway tracks. The course is well marked with bright pink arrows so no 
navigational skills are required. It still helps to have a rough idea of the route as occasional ly 
markers are missing or have been turned round to point in the wrong direction.  
 
The first half is quite hilly and initially heads westward over the fells to the Goyt valley, then 
alongside two reservoirs. The next section is quite rugged as it heads North to Rushup Edge, 
where there are fantastic views to the north over Kinder Scout. Then we follow the hordes of day -
trippers up Mam Tor and down into Castleton.  
 
The second half is much flatter, apart from a deep steep sided gorge known as Deepdale 2 (as it is 
the second dale called Deepdale on the event), which must be crossed after about 36 miles. I 
always find this entertaining and usually manage to catch up all the runners who have overtaken 
me on the previous long stretch of road.  
 
My last few events have taken me over 8 hours and some time ago I resigned myself to never 
breaking 8 hours again. However, this year I was feeling better than I had done for some time and 
soon realized I had a chance of breaking 8 hours but it was going to be close. I reach ed 26 miles 
in just over 5 hours. I was hoping it would be just under but was still on 8 hour pace. As I 
approached the finish the minutes were ticking away and I new it was still going to be touch and 
go. Eventually I was delighted to reach the finish in 7:59:33.  
 
Michaela also joined me this year and had an excellent run to finish third lady overall, improving 
her position by one place from last year. She was also 20 minutes faster than last year, finishing in 
a time of 7:28:15.  
 
Results  
 
Runner  Posn  Time  PB 
    
Michaela Colwell 39 7:28:15 Y 
Peter Hamson 65 7:59:33  
    

160 finished 
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Chilterns 3 Peaks Challenge  ï Sunday 20 September 

 
Several Tring Runners had a lovely day out in the sunshine at this event . .  
 

 
 

 
 
Hereôs Verna, Jane P, Kim, Jonathon, Francis and Liz at the end of their trek, Jane M (who also 
completed the event) took the photo .  
 
Iôve not had a report, but I know that others, including Gill, also took part. Apologies to anybody 
not mentioned!  
 
The Chilterns 3 Peaks Challenge was a brand new event to the I ain Rennie Hospice at Home 
fundraising calendar.  
 
There was a choice of a 5 or 9 mile route along the Chilterns Ridgeway taking in Whiteleaf Cross, 
Coombe Hill and Ivinghoe Beacon.  
 
Participants had the choice of either doing 2 of these pea ks (5 miles) or all 3 (9 miles) . 
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MEDOC 2009  ï Sunday 13 September ï from Maria Cook 

 
Hashed out, Kirsty and I sat watching Mike and Pamôs wedding video which was hugely 
entertaining, particularly the bit at the Akeman  involving the Large Plant That Moved of its own 
Accord and the application of a large number of tequila shots.  
 
ñSoò, Kirsty said, turning her eyes from the more 
unsightly frames of the video, ñmust be the Medoc 
marathon soon, how is the training going?ò  
 
ñJust greatò said I, ñwe ran a boundary trail last 
weekend. We just about got round OK but Richard 
passed out at the end and slumped unattractively over 
the table at the Ashridge cafe. Didnôt put Shirley and I 
off of our tea and buns thoughò. 
ñOh, was that your last training run?ò 
ñKirsty, it was our first training runò. 
 
And so the gap between TRC serious runners and delirious runners grew a few more inches...or 
centimetres for you modernists.  
 
At the committee meeting in September, eight days before we were due to leave Blighty for 
Frogland, Richard staggered in looking Very Grumpy and stuck his foot on the table. He had 
tripped over a twig that evening and sprained his ankle rather badly. His face looked more frosty 
than the huge bag of ice that embraced it. Cue vicious looks from the punters at the bar who had 
warm gin and tonics... Anyway, we had 26.2 miles to stagge r, what to do? Concern etched our 
faces. The days passed and Richardôs ankle was still very painful. We all got together at the club 
the day before our departure to discuss last minute plans, Richard limped in with ankle bound.   
ñWell Richard, I do have some crutchesò I said jokingly ñI keep a pair just in case, you know me!ò 
ñUm actually, can you bring them...Iôm not joking...might need them afterwards...or beforeò. 
First time for everything. And so, dear readers, I packed my crutches, I have never known pre-
race prep like it.  
 
Our plan was to take two cars down to Paulliac with an overnight stay out and back to break the 
journey. Kev B was coming for the ride and offered to drive his car, Richard and Shirley were to 
share the driving in their car.  
 
Thursday 10th September 
 
Kev and Tony picked me up and we drove to Berko to meet up with Richard, Shirley, Jenny - 
Richard and Shirleyôs daughter - and her friend Terri. We drove in convoy down through the 
Chunnel and made our way in the sunshine to Le Mans for our overnight stop. We found our hotel 
and joined the short queue in reception - only 2 in front of us. 45 minutes later we were still 
standing there with our luggage. I brushed the cobwebs from my lime green crushed velvet 
pantaloons (borrowed from Tony Ruberryôs 70s Spring collection) and groaned as yet another TRC 
memberôs credit card was refused. Eventually we paid by Tesco Club Card and we got our room 
keys. Mine didnôt work so it was back in the lift for me whilst Kev turfed leftover food and drink 
from the previous occupant out of his room. Mmm nice.  
 
Anyway, it was off out for grub and French wine, we stumbled into Le Petit Bouchon where we 
argued what Bouchon meant as there were pictures of pigs around the place but pig is cochon not 
bouchon. Anyway found out later that Bouchon is a type of bistro. And cochon is definitely a pig. 
We were definitely grand cochons as we stuffed our faces with various French delicacies and 
beaucoup carafes du vin. This was when I realised that Tony takes a particularly good photo once 
he has had a glass or two. In fact you canôt get him out of the shot.  The menu was tricky to 
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understand even with our collective French O Levels and we had no idea what we had ordered but 
Jenny decided hers was definitely spam. We had driven to France to eat spam. Oof.  
 
Richard, Shirley and Jenny posed for a family photo but where is Nick? If you thought he was back 
in Berko you might be wrong. See if you can spot him...  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Friday 11th September 
 
Off in convoy again, glorious sunshine yet again and we passed fields of sunflowers, just fading 
with the first glimpses of autumn. Marvellous roads, clear and fast ï but expensive tolls or peages 
as they are known. Bordeaux is situated at the bottom of the Gironde river estuary and our plan 
was to drive down to Bordeaux and up the other side of the Gironde to Paulliac. However, Richard 
had just purchased a rather splendid map which showed a ferry crossing across the Gironde from 
Blaye to Lamarque which we thought would be fun.  
 
We stopped for lunch in Blaye (very pretty) where Richard put his poorly foot up and we ordered a 
very nice lunch which the owner had to hastily put into takeaway containers as we could hear the 
hooting of the ferry about to leave! We left a hunched and dr ained Richard to limp along with his 
spaghetti bolognaise ï I knew we should have pushed him out at the Notre Dame - whilst we 
legged it back to the cars. We set sail and ate our lunches which nearly turned into a saucy French 
farce. 
 
 

Richard ñDo I see French letters?ò 
 
Me ñWhere?ò 
 
Richard ñIn your dish. Underneath the goats cheeseò 
 
Me ñOoh are they? Must have fallen out of my 
handbagò. 
 
Shirley ñLettuce, not lettersò. 
 
Me ñOopsò. 
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We disembarked and drove the last few miles to Paulliac. Half an hour later we were at Paulliac 
and we checked in at the camp site. ñBon soirò said the site mademoiselle, ñnous avons a special 
camping area just pour vous, on the crazy golf greenò. And it was. And we werenôt allowed to 
move anything. We got out our set squares , slide rules and graph paper and pitched as best we 
could between the runs. 
 

  

        
 

 
 
 
We prepared for our marathon by trying on our wigs, having a beer or three at the camp site and 
then we all trooped into Paulliac and manged large amounts of pasta and pizza and more wine and 
beer!  
 
 
 
  

Before 

After 

Clever pegging! 

Clever 

pegging

! 
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Saturday 10th September 
 
A cool and dry morning with the heat to come. Shirley made Goldilocks and 3 Bears quantities of 
porridge to maintain our energy levels du ring the day. The theme of this years Medoc Marathon 
was Circus. Shirley and I had visited the Goat Centre at Stoke Mandeville (yes really) and 
purchased some very fine clown costumes. Tony was very excited as he had bought his own 
special clown trousers, which we were very much looking forward to seeing. With the help of tape, 
pins and willpower, we completed our dressing up ï tres bon eh? 
 
We were supposed to meet up with Nick Pierpoint at the start who had Easy  Jetted his way in but 
we didnôt see him at all during our trip. More about Nickôs Amazing Coincidence later. The start 
was fabulous, colourful and noisy. Just look at these aerial drummers! 
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The order of the wine stops had changed this year and we hadnôt looked at the course map.  
 
Big mistake. We think that judging by the amount of water stops and fruit and food stops, the 
organisers were trying to hydrate and feed us up before we started partaking of the fermented 
grape juice. My oh my we got grumpier and grumpier and worst of all we began to think that th e 
Medoc Marathon had fallen foul of the insurance system that made the Beer Run buckle at its 
knees. What if it was dry?  
 
We had all received an email from the organisers that we couldnôt make head nor tail of and we all 
ignored it. What if it said it was  a dry run this year? Just Perrier and peanuts? Last time we ran it 
the first wine stop was after a kilometre. We had to run EIGHT KILOMETRES to get to the first 
wine stop! Anyway we made up for lost time as we enjoyed 3 glasses of scrumptious red and we 
dragged Tony away whilst he was grabbing a fourth. The wine stops came thick and fast after that 
and although we were feeling thick we were not fast.  
 
We were hailed from the rear by an English voice ï a member of New Forest Runners who 
remembered us from the Beer Run! He sported a beret and a very curly moustache. Curly 
imparted the news that the Beer Run might be back on in its old format next year. We cheered 
and Richard pumped his hand, joyous at the news and then clutched at his shoulder...  
 
ñAargh argh aaargh!ò 
ñWhatôs up Richard?ò 
ñIôve put my shoulder out. How can I do that by just shaking someoneôs hand?ò 
 
Over-vigorous pumping is never to be recommended especially involving a man in a beret and a 
fake curly moustache. Richard was now two limbs down. We pressed on, with Richard looking 
more and more like a wounded pigeon, keen to make it through 22K in 3hrs 15mins which is the 
cut off, the last thing we wanted was to miss the final half of the wine stops.  
 
After 6 hours plus which included more wine,  cheese, steak, oysters, cakes etc etc, and some 
more running, we trickled through the finish and made our way to the free, yes free, beer tent. 


