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From the Editor 

It is hard enough at races to 

follow in the footsteps of Paul 

Dodd, but following in his 

footsteps as Editor for the 

newsletter was always going to 

be a tough challenge. However, I am pleased that my 

first issue as Editor has turned out to be yet again 

another bumper edition. 

It has been a busy few months for the Club with many 

of us training hard and running marathons. Given the 

large number of marathon runners this year I thought 

it would be a good idea to make this a bit of a 

marathon special.  I hope you enjoy the reports and 

that perhaps some of you will be inspired for future 

years.  

Paul Dodd has provided us with a short update on the 

Championship. The Championship seems to be 

producing a number of great personal performances 

and improvements, as well as mini-battles between 

members from the top to the bottom of the league. If 

you attend a Championship race then please try to 

help maintain a good team spirit by cheering on and 

encouraging your fellow Harriers!  

We Harriers are an active and interesting bunch of 

people! This issue is jam packed with stories from 

members on a range of things including epic cycle 

rides, ultra runs as well as the odd social activity.  

If you have picked up this newsletter and aren’t a 

member and think we sound like a fun bunch of 

people and fancy joining us then there is a 

membership form on the back page. 

I hope you enjoy the newsletter.  I have really enjoyed 

putting it together. A big Thank You! to all those that 

contributed articles. 

Summer 2010 

http://www.chippenhamharriers.co.uk
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Remember it is your newsletter and can only be 

produced if members come forward to provide 

content. This could be a preview or a report of a 

running event or a non-running human interest story.  

If you have any ideas or suggestions for the next 

newsletter then do let me know.   

I plan to produce the next newsletter during 

September for publication in early October – so if you 

do anything over the summer worth a write up let me 

know.  Also, if you know of someone who deserves a 

mention under Congratulations to.. then please email 

me or PM through the Forum. 

It is always nice to have a picture or two to as well, so 

get writing and snapping! 

Mike Bright 

Chairman’s babble 

Who’d have thought it, here we 

are barely half way through 

2010 and we are on newsletter 

number 2 already! To be honest 

I was wondering if we were 

going to get any newsletters out 

at all this year after Jeremy and 

Caroline ended their run at producing it last year. 

Once again big thanks to them and to Paul Dodd for 

producing a bumper edition in the first quarter and 

now to Mike Bright for putting this one together. 

Obviously at the time of writing this piece I have no 

idea what form it will take but under Katherine’s 

guidance I am sure it will be ‘top notch’. 

So what is happening in the coming months? Well the 

race season is well under way and the championship is 

shaping up nicely but I am sure that there are some 

fascinating battles to come with the Shaw Stampede 

(now 10K), Poole 10K and the Lacock Relays leading us 

into the summer with Golden Cap on the south coast 

happening before the schools break up.  

In the mean time though we have preparations for the 

Cotswold Relays to think about and will be out 

running our legs to prevent repeats of my disaster 

some years ago on leg 4 at Coopers hill! Having said 

that there are numerous ‘stories’ about Cotswold 

preparations ranging from Julian’s impression of a 

pigeon with a homing problem to Phil’s acrobatics on 

leg 6 and several weeks with his arm in a sling. All I 

can say is don’t get caught at the bar with one of us 

and get us started on this subject as you will certainly 

be bored rigid! 

The start of July is always a bit hectic following 

Cotswolds with Golden Cap (which you need to 

experience once in your life) through to the River Run. 

This year’s race is on the 14
th

 and is now in its 15
th

 

year and still going strong attracting over 300 runners 

last year along with over 100 kids for the fun run. As 

with all Harrier events we rely on our members to 

help out and make it a fun and well managed event 

that keeps runners coming back year after year. So, if 

you haven’t already put yourself forward for a job 

then do it now or find someone else to help in your 

place if you want to run. 

An addition to the July calendar this year is an event 

called ‘The Dumbpost Dash’ put together by Brett 

Ceazar starting and finishing at the Dumb Post pub 

near to Bremhill. This is going to be an open invitation 

event to our fellow runners in the clubs around us as 

well as to all Harriers who want to run the ‘mildly 

undulating’ course (hmm). 

The event is happening on the 22
nd

 of July which is a 

Thursday night (club night) with all runners and 

families welcome to watch the race and enjoy a drink 

and meal in the beautiful surroundings and warm 

evening sun.  Whilst this is a run it is also a social 

event and will be enjoyable for all whether you like to 

run or prefer to exercise only your right arm. 

Another social event that we are hosting is an ‘Elvis 

Night’ on the 14
th

 of August at the Sports club and 

promises to be a lot of fun even if you are not a big 

fan (as I am). We have opened this up to all the other 

sections of the sports club and all the profits made will 

be donated towards the Help for Heroes campaign. As 

well as music, games, fancy dress (optional), food and 

cocktails the evening’s main event is going to be Elvis 

tribute artist Al Duncan and his live show. Tickets for 

this event are £5 in advance and it will be great to see 

you all support it and generate funds for such a needy 

cause. Andy and the staff have tickets at the bar or 

see myself or John Duckenfield. 

With August out of the way we will then be in to 

preparation for the Half Marathon and another event 

called the White horse relays but more about that 
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hopefully in a later edition and then we will be rapidly 

approaching Christmas! Yes I can hear you all groan 

now but we already have a date and a venue of Friday 

the 3
rd

 December at the Sports club and are already 

working hard to make it a great evening with 

something a little different planned this year. 

That’s me done for this edition but just to wish you an 

enjoyable summer and an injury free period. 

Colin Morris 

My first marathon 

It was Wiggy (bless him) who kept bagging me to take 

part in the London Marathon early in 2009. Eventually 

he finally got through to me and I subsequently 

applied. Initially I was turned down but managed to 

blag a club place. 

I was serious about my intentions and I started 

training straight away. I knew 

in my heart that I would need 

to lose a great deal of weight 

which also meant sacrifices, 

in my particular case a few 

less beers. My diet has always 

been fairly healthy the 

problem is I tended to 

supplement it with not so 

good stuff on a fairly regular 

basis. I eventually discovered 

that I could still treat myself 

provided I was realistic. 
Steve Wood before running 

I was fortunate in that I’d already learned a lot of 

lessons (through various injuries) about doing too 

much all at once and so my training was very 

measured. In the early stages in particular I discovered 

that respecting even the most modest of niggles paid 

dividends, sure enough eventually strong marathon 

legs started to creep in and the niggles subsided. In 

fact I remained injury free apart from a foot problem 

which affected my endurance over distance meaning 

I’d have to stop and rest for 30 seconds after about 7 

miles. Eventually this was treated with a steroid 

injection and it worked, the distance threshold before 

stopping increased to 9 then 13 then 17miles until the 

day of London I was completely pain free. 

The winter of 2009/10 was particularly cold and I have 

to say that getting up at 6.30am on a Sunday morning 

to go running on roads consistently covered in sheet 

ice or snow was not particularly appealing. I didn’t 

mind the rain so much since that usually meant it 

wasn’t so cold. My training was based on 3 serious 

running sessions per week interspersed with 

moderate Youth Club & Beginners sessions. I was 

lucky in that a number of club members were also into 

distance training so I always had company. I took part 

in a couple of 20 mile races along the way, and also 

completed the 22 mile canal run 2 weeks prior. That 

particular distance gave me great deal of confidence 

about London.  

The day of the marathon eventually arrived; Lynda 

and I had stayed the couple of nights beforehand in 

London near Bank tube station. I was up and about at 

6am and feeling really good, no aches and pains 

whatsoever, the tapering down during the previous 

couple of weeks had worked its magic. Eventually it 

was time to head off to Tower Bridge station to get 

the train to Blackheath. The station was absolutely 

crowded with fellow marathon runners but the 

service (laid on free incidentally) was excellent with 

trains arriving every 15 minutes. 

Arriving at the start area is the real first indication of 

the huge scale of this event, with helicopters buzzing 

overhead, cameras pointing at you from all directions 

and runners as far as they could see; that’s when the 

nerves really started to kick in. By pure luck I bumped 

into first Robbie and then Paul G and chatting to them 

helped to take my mind of the task ahead.  I had 

previously been a little concerned about the 

temperature since the day before was very warm I but 

needn't have worried since just after arriving at the 

start area the rain started to pour down, fortunately 

I'd packed a black bin bag and this helped to keep me 

dry.  In fact the weather turned out to be perfect for 

the entire race, the rain stopped but it remained 

cloudy for the first 3 hours then sunny intervals with 

regular shade from the surrounding tall buildings for 

the final part of the run. 

The call went out over the PA to make our way to the 

start position, I found myself in Pen 8 of 9, evidently 

I'd been a little too honest about my estimated finish 

time and as a consequence I found myself positioned  
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behind such costumed runners as ‘The Angel of the 

North’ etc.  And then we were off! 

The first half of the run was pretty much routine, my 

marathon legs carrying me along fairly effortlessly. For 

me this was the part of the race I enjoyed the most, 

the crowds of supporters were unbelievable both in 

terms of sheer quantity and vocal support. I’d had my 

name printed on the front of my vest and this proved 

to be a good move with literally thousands of voices 

calling out my name as I passed by.  I think I could 

probably have filled a few sacks with the sweeties that 

were on offer. I had a grin on my face for the first half 

until effort started to kick in. All the kids and many 

adults were hell bent on high fiving as many runners 

as they could, I made the mistake early on of high 

fiving a St John’s ambulance volunteer until I realised 

they were offering up Vaseline. Took my mind off the 

pain for a while though whilst I tried to work out what 

was all over my hand.   

Much of the early part of the run I found myself 

running on the spot as the roads narrowed, such was 

the sheer volume of runners. At one point I was 

running just behind a human caterpillar, a bunch of 

runners all roped together. I later discovered this was 

in fact the Richard Branson cortege which also 

explains the huge roars from the crowds as it snaked 

its way along. Tower Bridge is just before the half way 

point and here the vocal support from the crowds was 

phenomenal, I swear I could actually feel the bridge 

moving. Just after this is mile 13 and I knew there 

were a bunch of Harriers waiting there to shout me on 

including my good Lady wife.  

If I had to pick a distance where fatigue started to set 

in I’d say it was mile 17, by now the sun was beginning 

to show itself more often and the temperature rose a 

little. I noticed that the grin had disappeared from my 

face and I was becoming a lot more focused. Knowing 

that I’d see the same Harriers again at mile 23 really 

spurred me on. By mile 19 my feet were really starting 

to hurt, and I felt I was running with a really heavy 

footfall. Each mile in the run is marked with a huge 

overhead gantry and looking out for the next one 

really starts to become a focus for your attention. 

All the preparation during the cold winter months was 

now proving worthwhile as I started overtaking 

numerous runners who were pulling up with cramp or 

fatigue, many of them less than half my age. Evil as it 

sounds this actually lifted my spirits and spurred me 

on. At mile 23 I really started to struggle, my calves 

were fit to burst and the area between my shoulder 

blades was seriously cramping up, this was the time 

when I needed to somehow manage the pain so I 

concocted a chant in my head; ‘cannot stop – will not 

stop’ (at this stage your mind grasps on to anything it 

thinks will help).  And help it did, I found myself 

running down the embankment torn up with pain only 

vaguely aware of the 10’s of thousands of people 

screaming encouragement at me from the sides. 

And then The Mall, possibly the longest 400 yards I’ve 

ever run in my life. Such was my relief that I shed a 

tear or two as I saw the finish line. But then I 

remembered the worlds cameras were probably 

pointing at me and so I stiffened up my shoulders and 

bounded on doing the best I could to pretend that it 

was pretty effortless really. 

So there you have it, I completed the Marathon in 

4hrs 32mins and didn’t stop (my main aim). With all 

the pain and training commitment involved, would I 

do it again? Oh yes! Already entered Abingdon 

Marathon in October, and next year’s London. 

Steve Wood 

The ‘Other’ Marathon 

About 10 years ago I wrote an article for the then 

Club Newsletter about the day in the life of a 

marathon spectator, and how enduring this can be. I 

fully understand how hard running the Marathon can 

be, but following the event as a supporter and 

spectator can be quite an event in itself. 

Paul Edwards, Wiggy, Neil Perry and I left 

Chippenham at 5:00am and ventured forth to the City 

of London. We arrived by 6:50 and parked up in St. 

James Square and made our way to Charing Cross 

Station for a ‘wake up’ cup of coffee. On the 

concourse we met Mel who was on her way to the 

start and looking as fresh as a daisy. We also caught 

up with Colin and his daughter, and made our way to 

the halfway point which is located on the Highway 

just off Tower Bridge. We did recall another time 

when we were making a similar journey and our 

esteemed Chairman decide he needed to utilize the 

services of one of London’s portaloos. His mistake 
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was handing his video camera to one of his 

colleagues. I’ll leave the rest to your imagination. 

Anyway we reached the halfway point and set up our 

minicamp. This just happened to be opposite a trailer 

which had upon its surface the Fullers entertainment 

crew … or in other words a very loud disco. They were 

noisy but kept us entertained while we waited for the 

runners to appear. At this point we were joined by 

Kate and Lynda Wood. It was 9:30 and so time for 

breakfast. For me the ever famous egg and ham 

sandwiches made their appearance. Everybody 

immediately dived for cover as eating these has been 

known, according to others, to cause me some 

interesting side effects. I blame this entirely on the 

ageing London drainage system! This time I think I got 

away with it. 

We watched the elite runners from both the women’s 

and men’s race and then the inventible onslaught of 

the main race. When you’ve got 35,000 runners 

pounding towards you and you’re trying to spot just 

eight from your Club, this does require due diligence.  

Still we saw them all, even Rob Field who decided he 

would race in ‘pink’ so that he would be stand out. 

However, due to the noisy entertainment opposite, 

most of the runners missed our attempts to cheer 

them on. 

 
Rob Field with his pink hair! 

And so to our next stop… the 23 mile mark. Well that 

was a trudge in itself trying to negotiate thousands of 

spectators in the Tower Bridge area. We eventually 

got to Upper Thames Street but by now the crowd 

were lining the route and it was difficult to see the 

runners let alone pick out ours. Still we persevered 

and had added updates from Neil’s phone which had 

every bit of info you needed. He on one occasion 

nearly sorted out a Tourist issue with finding Temple 

tube station. By now it was nearly 12 o’clock and time 

for lunch. For me this was a Scotch Egg, more egg 

sandwiches and a banana. I was getting some strange 

looks from those around me and others had 

completely disappeared. Can’t think what was wrong!  

And so back to the Sherlock Holmes to meet up with 

the finishers and share in their delight and euphoria. 

That meant a two mile walk, and by now we were 

getting a little tired. 

Still we arrive and me up with all. Most seemed very 

happy with their efforts. Trevor was a little miffed he 

didn’t finish under three hours but Paul G was over 

the moon when he realized that he had gone under 

2hrs 50. As for Gemma, I’m sure you have all heard 

the story by now! But by far the happiest was Steve 

Wood who seemed a little emotional, but he had put 

in a great effort and certainly deserved to be so. 

Well, it was 3pm and we have been on our feet for 

over 8 hours, so it was time for home. Getting out of 

London was easier than I thought and we were home 

by 5:30pm…..practically 12 hours after we started. 

Phew! 

All our runners bar one had done a great marathon, 

but we had also undertaken ours. You certainly need 

stamina to be a followers/ spectator as it’s a pretty 

long day to be on your feet. However, it is also very 

satisfying when you see those tired but smiling faces 

at the finish. 

Next year….we’ll see! 

Phil Hayward 

The Brighton Marathon | London by the Sea 

Brighton Marathon, the UK's newest 26 miler, in my 

opinion does offer an amazing alternative to London.  

On the day the sun shone with a cloudless blue sky, 

there was a gentle sea breeze deflecting some of the 

heat, and the crowds were out in force and I mean out 

in force!  I think cheering crowds covered at least 80% 

of the route and I would say, on the day, they rivalled 

London!  However if the weather had been a 

windswept ‘rain fest’ I am not sure if the atmosphere 

would have been as electric and glorious, but it wasn’t 

so here’s my race report based on my day! 
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Runners World – Overall score 95% 

Liz Laird – Overall score 100% 

The race started in Preston Park which is about 2 miles 

from the sea front; it then took in the best of the city 

centre followed by fabulous stretches of coastal road 

which included amazing panoramic views.  The course 

does loop quite a bit which I thought might be hard 

going seeing runners ahead, but you also had the 

reverse when you saw the runners behind you as well, 

so ultimately it actually had the opposite effect on 

me!!  Due to this course layout there was also a lot of 

added banter between runners and spectators at 

these points and this did momentarily make you 

forget the idiocy of what you’d signed up for!  

Generally, it was a fast course, held exclusively on 

roads and tarmac promenade and was entirely free of 

traffic.  Of course there were some undulations on the 

route, principally in the first half of the race, while the 

second half was entirely flat, hooray!  The worst part 

was miles 20 – 23 and not solely down to being 

knackered (a technical term) but due to this being the 

‘industrial’ part which unfortunately seems to appear 

in every race to get the miles in.  In this case we were 

out by the power station, basically a wasteland!  

Thoughtfully they had built a brickwork bridge, just 

after mile 20, to run under which had ‘You have just 

hit the wall’ emblazoned on it, and then when you ran 

under it again on the way back, just before mile 23, it 

had ‘The road to hell’ on the other side, now that is 

inspirational but weirdly just made me laugh, possibly 

deliriously!  On various points on the course there 

were bands playing, households with their stereos on 

full blast and out in the wasteland a man on decks (I 

know it wasn’t Fatboy Slim as he was behind me in the 

race!).  

Stop Press!!!!! 

At the time of writing the Committee are planning a 

Chippenham Harriers Family Fun Day on Sunday 8
th

 

August 2010.  

We hope to have a Bar, BBQ as well as a number of 

fun games for all ages! 

Put the date in your diary and keep an eye on the 

Forum or listen at the shout for further details! 

 

 

Liz celebrating with a nice cool beer on Brighton Beach 

My lasting memory is the last mile and not just 

because the end was in sight, it was the crowds that 

blew me away.  Five deep in places and still 

applauding hours after the first runner had gone 

through they were just brilliant, I ended up applauding 

the crowd myself (my official photos do look a bit odd 

due to this!).  I had my name pinned to my top so it 

felt all the way around I had my own fan club with the 

crowds shouting ‘Go Liz!’ much of the way, but even 

more so on that last mile.  There’s nothing more 

motivational than hearing someone shout ‘looking 

good Liz’ at mile 25, even if you know it’s a downright 

lie or they should have gone to Specsavers!  The finish 

was on Madeira Drive, just east of the famous 

Brighton Pier, and I would have stood there to lap up 

the atmosphere longer if I didn’t have a sub 4-hour 

marathon in my sights!  I crossed the finish line in a PB 

of 3:58:25, beating my previous time by a paltry 39 

minutes!  That post race beer on the beach never 

tasted sweeter! 

My overall opinion, Brighton rocks! 

Liz Liard 
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The Great Welsh Marathon 

After running the ‘Great’ Chippenham Half Marathon 

last year I decided I needed a new target to work 

towards over the winter, so around Christmas decided 

I would go all out and see if I could get into a Spring 

Marathon. 

As I had only been running since March at that point I 

decided to get around would be an achievement, but 

around the four hour mark would probably be a good 

effort. Not that I really knew anything at that stage. 

So immediately after Christmas I signed up for the 

Great Welsh in Llanelli and started my training. It 

didn’t start well with all the snow and ice, so made 

good use of the gym membership. I didn’t have a 

programme, I just decided to try and run most 

evenings upping the mileage until I was running 

between 40-60 miles a week, with a mix of long runs, 

easy recovery runs, the odd speed work session etc. I 

also tried to keep up my regular swims in the 

mornings and/ or at lunch time. I did however plan in 

a couple of 20 mile races. 

Despite almost every run being very cold and wet I 

found I was strangely enjoying the training.  Because it 

was dark I was mainly confined to running the winter 

route, which I think I have been around in every 

configuration possible. However, the odd occasion I 

bumped into to Paul G always provided a few 

entertaining miles! 

The marathon goal was doing its job in keeping me 

motivated and training hard through the winter 

months. I continued to get a lot fitter and leaner. The 

early part of the year saw me to continue to chalk up 

new PBs including by first sub 40 min 10k, and sub 

1:30 half marathon. These achievements made me 

revise my marathon target time to a sub 3:30. 

Although, in the last few weeks I did wonder if a sub 

3:15 was possible? 

However, before I knew it April was here and so was 

the big day, Gulp! 

As I wrote on the Forum, the Great Welsh Marathon 

in Llanelli was a pilot event, with just over 250 

runners, around the Millennium Coastal Park. The 

course was largely very scenic and the weather was 

excellent, nice and sunny but with a gentle cool sea 

breeze.  

 

Mike Bright in Llanelli before the Great Welsh Marathon 

I managed to run around 7:15 min/miles until mile 15 

when I needed to dive in the local undergrowth for a 

pit stop. After that I struggled to get back on the pace 

as my legs got heavier and heavier. The last 6 miles 

were very tough going, but I refused to let myself stop 

and walk, although my pace was slowing dramatically. 

I distracted myself trying to do the maths of whether I 

could still achieve a sub 3:30. I am pleased to say I did 

coming in 47
th

 with a 3:26:51.  

The event was very well organised and next year will 

be opened up to a larger field on a slightly modified 

course. I think the start and finish will be at the Llanelli 

Scarlets’ Rugby Stadium, so a noisy finish can be 

expected. Certainly one to consider for the future. 

So what next, well like Liz I am looking at the 

Benidorm Marathon in November 2010. I am also sat 

writing this on the 3
rd

 May whilst I stay up until 

midnight so I can try and get into the 2011 London 

ballot.  I also find myself looking at bikes thinking 

about a triathlon or iron man.  Pete C is this how it all 

started for you? !!!! 

Mike Bright 
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It is all Steve Wood’s fault 

Steve Wood mentioned  one day in that he was going 

to do the London marathon and me being silly said 

“when you start your training I come along and help 

with the mileage’’ my thinking was that I need to start 

getting some of my mileage up and improve my 

running  and running with Steve would help me .  

Then I started to think (bad thing, me and thinking 

don’t really go well together) if I was going to be doing 

these miles why don’t I find a marathon to do   and so 

I found one, Stratford On Avon here I come and 

the  bonus it was on same day as London.  

So I paid my money. I didn’t want to do this on my 

own (chicken) so I pressed ganged Paul and   Edwina 

to enter but have to be honest I never thought I would 

actually get to the start line and doubt I would have it 

if it hadn’t been for the guys pushing me along and 

their support over the period leading up to the 

marathon. I might have found an excuse to not do 

it  and big thanks to the guys that joined us on those 

Sunday runs Kirsty, Paul, Jerry, Brian, Wiggy, 

Catherine, Claire.  

I managed to build the miles up and entered Bramley 

20 in Feb and got around in 3hrs 58 sec and for the 

first time I thought I could maybe actually do the 

marathon. 

In March I entered the Mad March again another 20 

miler this was going well until approx mile 15 and my 

left calf became really tight and all I could do was run 

and walk and those last 5 miles just seemed to drag 

although bit down about it I wasn’t too disappointed 

as still completed it in 3hr 18 so was still happyish.  

I was told to contact Stuart Dinwoodie and he would 

sort my calf out, when he came around and he asked 

what my pain threshold was like, now I was getting 

worried, but I didn’t squeal like a pig (much).  

Race day - Bugger! I was actually going to do it. Got to 

the runner village (bit of a posh word for couple of 

tents) stored my bag and was waiting to meet up with 

Paul but due to technical problems (he had forgot his 

running top) we missed each other but did bump into 

Dave Jones who gave me some last words of 

encouragement as we walked to the start.  

 

 

Baggy on the finish straight at the Mad March 20 

The race started and I was off and felt really quite 

good  we started to do the first mile around the town 

where there was some good support from the crowds 

and then we began to head out of town the weather 

was warm and  temperature was beginning to rise     

First three miles was flat and around the town and 

although there were quite a few people running you 

never got boxed in, we started to then run out of 

town and I was feeling comfortable and  was looking 

forward the temperature was beginning to rise and 

thought take a gel early as didn’t want to suffer later 

on.  

Three to six miles to course was going through the 

outskirts of town and out into the country side one 

small hill and thought this be a good test as me and 

hills don’t really get on (I hate the things) but went up 

it ok about mile five I then took another gel as again 

temperature was rising and was worried about 

suffering later on. Went through the first six miles in 

my normal 10k time but was still feeling good. 

We were running out on a main road which weren’t 

closed but have to say they didn’t have problem with 

the cars, we then turned on a cycle route this was bit 
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like running down the cycle track although track didn’t 

have to many ruts and the track was quite wide and 

for some reason I decided to take another gel. 

Got to mile seven and then my stomach was 

beginning to feel bit funny and my legs started to feel 

heavy and as the time went on I was being to feel sick 

and although I tried to be I couldn’t be for next few 

miles I wasn’t at all happy legs were not moving and 

all the time my stomach was turning and not feeling 

good.  

Managed to get to about mile eleven and was 

beginning to feel better and started to push on bit; at 

this point the people doing half marathon went one 

way and we peeled off and started our second lap, 

again this was going through the outskirts of the town 

so main roads and had to keep an eye out for cars but 

was feeling better and was actually enjoying it, the 

miles were going by. The route took you along some 

main roads and one big climb but I was running 

comfortably.   

Got to mile 20 and we turned back on to the cycle 

track yippee only six bit miles to go! 

As we were running down the track you could tell 

people were struggling as the only noise you could 

were peoples’ feet hitting the ground no one was 

talking and then I felt my calves began to tighten up 

and my legs were getting heavy.  I had to stop and try 

and loosen them up but they were not moving, I 

started to shuffle along a bit and over took a couple of 

people, but then had to stop and walk and the people 

I over took passed me, I got going again and over took 

the same people and shuffled along for a bit but then 

had to walk and the people I over took, passed me 

again this went on for the next five and half miles all 

along this cycle track.  

We came off the cycle path on to a coned off section 

along the main road and we then dropped down into 

the park by now I had enough of this walk run walk 

run. I just wanted to finish!   

We were coming along the side of the river and could 

see the finish line and so I started to push on a bit 

more. Those last few yards felt really good and then 

that was it I had finished! 

So after feeling sick, my knees and calves hurting, 

finding places that rubbed that I never knew would 

rub (why is that they never rubbed during all those 

training miles) and all the time spent training, would I 

do another? ………………………… yep! 

Richard Bagshaw  

Marathon recovery… 

So the race is done. You are 

either feeling ecstatic as 

you got a PB or a bit down 

as it didn’t go too well, or 

just happy with your time. Whatever has happened 

you need to recover and recover properly. A whole 

summer of training and racing can be destroyed by 

poor recovery… 

Immediate aftermath - Immediately after staggering 

across the line try to consume some liquid, maybe a 

protein recovery drink or just some water, and some 

carbohydrate and protein, a ham/cheese or tuna 

sandwich will do. 

Change out of your racing clothes, put on your ‘Paula’ 

socks or skins and then by all means sit down!! 

Do have a few drinks, but do also ensure you keep 

hydrated and eat well. 

The following morning you will probably feel horrible 

(especially if you had one too many beers!!), walking 

will be hard and especially stairs. Gentle stretching 

will help but don’t overdo it. Hot baths or even ice 

baths if you feel you can stand it all help. 

You will probably feel rather euphoric if all went well, 

and this can give you false hope in your recovery. And 

vice versa the temptation if all went wrong is to jump 

straight back into training the next day. Not a good 

idea! 

First two weeks - The minimum time I would suggest 

you do not run is one week. Preferably two weeks, 

with one week as complete rest and the second week 

as x-training, swimming and walking are the best. If 

you can’t bare to do this then introduce some easy 

runs of no more than 4-5 miles the second week, but 

no more than 3 easy runs, with one other day of x-

training. 
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Book a massage to help with recovery in the second 

week. 

Week 3 - This week you can start running. If you ran 

last week then do the same but increase to 4 runs 

with one run up to 7 miles max. If not then run 3 times 

4-5 miles very easy Mon-Sat, with a longer run on 

Sunday of 6-7 max again very easy. Again a further day 

of x-training can be used to make up to 5 sessions. 

Keep up the gentle stretching and keep protein levels 

quite high to help muscles recover. 

Week 4 - You can start to introduce some gentle 

speed work to your runs. So Something along the lines 

of: 

Mon: REST or x-train 

Tues: 6 miles with strides NOT sprints (4-6x100m) 

Weds: 4-5 miles very easy 

Thurs: 6 miles with 2 miles faster steady in middle 

Fri: REST 

Sat: 3-4 miles easy or x-train 

Sun: 8-9 miles easy/steady 

Week 5 - This week you should be feeling fully 

recovered. Increase your running sessions to 5-6 

depending on what you are used to, and start to 

include more speed work, runs with strides, longer 

reps, threshold runs and fartleks are best to avoid 

injury initially. Ensure sessions in between are easy to 

aid recovery.  

If you are aiming for summer 5 and 10ks then over the 

next couple of weeks start to introduce faster sessions 

with longer recoveries. If an autumn half or marathon 

is on the agenda start to introduce hill sessions, longer 

reps with short recovery and threshold runs again 

with more mileage towards the end of July. 

Good luck with your recovery… 

Michelle Maxwell 

 

 

Help for Heroes 

Along with many 

other organisations 

in Wiltshire the 

Chippenham Harriers 

are backing the 

Wiltshire Times and the Gazette and Heralds Help for 

Heroes Appeal.  

Help for Heroes raises money to support members of 

the Armed Forces who have been wounded in the 

service of their country. To date they have raised 

millions of pounds to buy much needed services that 

will aid wounded servicemen’s recovery. The Charity’s 

founders Bryn and Emma Parry both live in Wiltshire. 

The Gazette and Herald and Wiltshire Times have 

made the Help for Heroes Appeal their appeal for 

2010 and hope to raise £50,000. The money raised 

through the appeal will stay in Wiltshire and be used 

to help build and equip a personal recovery centre in 

Tidworth. 

 

We will be doing our bit for the appeal by donating a 

proportion of the money raised at the 15
th

 annual 5k 

River Run and Fun Run on July 14. Last year the event 

attracted more than 300 adults and about 116 

children. The event is a great family day event and 

ideal for beginners. 

We also organising with the Chippenham Sports and 

Social Club the Elvis Night on August 14
th

, proceeds 

from which will also be donated to the Help for 

Heroes Appeal. 

Please show your support for those members of our 

Armed Forces injured in the service of our Country by 

bringing your friends and family along to these events.  
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‘Have trainers, will travel!’ 

Budapest, Majorca, 

Rome, Malta, 

Prague……Newcastle!? 

The idiocy of the bomb-

happy runner who’s 

armed with internet 

access, a love of travel 

and quite often a glass of 

wine whilst making such 

race and travel decisions! 

It all started with the Great North Run in 2006.  With 

very little research I entered the ballot and with much 

astonishment secured a place on the first attempt.  I 

managed to get cheap SleazyJet flights and a 

reasonable airport hotel, so off I went into the great 

unknown.  Without going into miniscule details the 

GNR was an amazing experience, we had great 

weather and it was just like you see on the TV!  I 

hadn’t been running long so it was all very new and 

exciting, plus I got to run beside Scott Maslen for a 

while (female viewers of The Bill or Eastenders will get 

this reference)!!   It was a fabulous first adventure!  

Next 2007 and Budapest!  Over a glass of wine and a 

flyer I discovered ‘Running Crazy’ on the internet.  The 

idea of ‘Running Crazy’ is that you book your own 

flights for flexibility and then ‘Running Crazy’ do the 

rest; met at the airport, escorted to/from hotel, hotel 

accommodation booked, race entry sorted, race 

number/chip/goody bag delivered to your hotel, pre-

race pasta meal organised, after race party plus 

optional tours.  You just have to turn up!  Before I 

knew it I had booked myself on a Malev flight to 

Budapest!  It was with trepidation that I entered the 

arrivals lounge, what if there was nobody there?  My 

knowledge of Hungarian being non-existent!  Fear not, 

I was greeted by Malcolm and the Budapest 

adventure commenced!  I met my fellow ‘Crazy’ 

runners that evening where we were given all the race 

information needed plus the opportunity to all go out 

together for a pre-race pasta dinner.  The group was 

made up of a mixture of friends, couples, families and 

a running club who adopted me for the weekend!  The 

half marathon was a fabulous course, mainly beside 

the river Danube plus it avoids the hills of Buda!  It 

was an amazing experience running overseas and 

certainly gave me the bug……also a lot less stressful at 

the race start as you have no idea what the race 

announcer is saying so you just follow everyone else!  

The evening was spent celebrating in style at the after 

race party…..5am finish seems to ring a bell!  The next 

day was spent, at a leisurely pace, taking in the sights 

of Budapest.  What a city! 

At the end of 2007 I was back out again with ‘Running 

Crazy’ in Majorca.  The base is in Maguluf which I can 

only imagine is completely different in the summer. 

No boom, boom, boom of the bars and clubs mid-

December!   The half marathon course is extremely 

scenic taking in Magaluf, Santa Ponsa and Palma 

Nova.  The weather was very kind to us and we 

enjoyed sunshine the whole weekend.  Having had 

such a ‘wicked’ trip in 2007 I decided to repeat the trip 

in 2008! Again new friends made and old friends 

reacquainted with, it was getting like home from 

home, the only difference this year was the weather 

and hail, I decided, can be very painful indeed! 

Also in 2008 was Rome and this time a marathon!  A 

friend from work and I decided that Rome marathon 

sounded like fun, obviously ignoring the cobbles 

aspect and concentrating more on the sights of the 

course; the Colosseum, St Peter's Square, the Trevi 

Fountain, the Piazza Navona and the Spanish Steps.  

We rented an apartment next to the Colosseum (the 

race started and finished there) and we were sorted.  

Saturday we went to see Italy v Scotland in the 6 

Nations Rugby; I’d by fluke won tickets on eBay for 1p!  

It was a great day, the downside being that we had to 

by-pass the Peroni village and Scotland lost!  Sunday 

was race day and I don’t think I’ve ever seen so much 

tight Lycra in my life, not a rhino, superhero or diving 

suit in sight!  The atmosphere blew me away and the 

last few miles seemed so much less painful with all the 

amazing sights.  Finishing in front of the Colesseum is 

an experience I will never forget.  The bonus of having 

an apartment near the finish was that we could grab a 

chair and a beer and watch the later runners coming 

in!  The next day I ignored the aches and pains and did 

the tourist thing; the Colosseum, St Peter's Square, 

the Vatican, the Sistine Chapel and finally the Basilica!  

St Peter’s Basilica wasn’t my finest idea, 320 steps up 

does mean the same coming down…..I was nearly 

joining the beggars in St Peter's Square by the end! 

2009 saw me back with ‘Running Crazy’ and Malta this 

time!  If anyone wants a downhill race I can certainly 
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recommend Malta half marathon; it starts in the 

centre of the island at Mdina, an ancient market town, 

and finishes in Sliema by the harbour.  My training 

hadn’t been great due to winter ailments and I still 

managed to produce not a bad time!  The hotel is 

based in Sliema so a perfect location for seeing 

Valetta and the island.  As before a great opportunity 

to make new friends, see new places and maybe party 

just a little! 

Those on the forum will have possibly already read my 

‘Running Crazy’ tales of Prague 2010, so I will not 

repeat myself you will be relieved to know! 

So I have managed to combine my love of running, 

travel and socialising (a great word) into one 

combined jaunt!  So where next?  Benidorm is 

possibly beckoning later this year and Riga, Latvia for 

2011.  As they say ‘the world’s my little running 

oyster’! 

Liz Laird 

My Running Bug 

After spending more than half my life as a rugby 

player, through school to Chippenham and Avon Vale 

Rugby clubs, I began to count up my injuries.  After 

the count the thought crossed my mind that it was 

time to stop playing rugby. 

Over the following year I settled into a life without 

routine exercise and I didn't realise how unfit and 

overweight I had become.  'Go to the gym' I said to 

myself and went to the Olympiad.  'Let's try the 

running machine' I thought.  After five minutes I'd had 

enough and could do no more.  Gradually with regular 

exercise classes, gym workouts and running my fitness 

increased and the weight came off; I felt human again. 

I was now ready for my first race and chose the 

Corsham 10K.  I found it very hard but it was 

something different, something new and I enjoyed 

it.  With that under my belt the next challenge was the 

Pewsey Half Marathon in August 2009.  Lots of people 

advised me that this was not a good first half 

marathon to choose as the course is very hilly.  They 

were right, I struggled, didn't pace myself properly 

and walked the last hill, but I was pleased with my 

time. 

Following Pewsey was the Chippenham Half Marathon 

in September 2009.  This course was flatter, but even 

with pacing myself with my new Garman, I finished 

with the same time as the Pewsey race.  This I found 

confusing.  

 

Graham at this year’s Corsham St George’s Day 10k 

At this point I joined the Harriers and after lots of 

training and encouragement I entered the Bath Half 

Marathon in February.  A very cold start to the day I 

stood around for some time before the race, wearing 

my fashionable black bin bag.  Due to the high number 

of people in the race I had to pass a good few before I 

could get a good pace going, but did my best time 

yet.  It built up my confidence and I was on a high as I 

travelled back to Chippenham on the train. 

Next was the Reading Half Marathon in March.  I 

finished this race five minutes slower than Bath as I 

set my pace too quick.  After eight to nine miles my 

legs felt heavy, I did not feel too good and almost gave 

up.  As I neared the end of the race I was overtaken by 

Banana Man, which lowered my spirits.  I entered the 

Madejski Stadium for the finish, and as I ran around 

the track with the crowds cheering the runners I felt 

as though I was in the Olympic Games and was on a 

high again - especially when I overtook Banana Man 

before the finish. 
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The support and practice I have received since joining 

the Harriers has certainly improved my running 

performance.  I have a new found interest, new 

friends and a great T shirt collection. 

Graham Howell 

Skiing – days Zero and One 

Last issue:  Peter described in turgid detail his 

preparations for his first ski holiday…. Read on. 

Having bought the kit, Iain and I decided that we 

would take to the snow as total ski-virgins.  So no trips 

to the “Snowdome” for us.  Some of the other 

beginners in the party had broken ranks and sneaked 

off for a crafty practice.  Cheats. 

I was concerned as to how my ankle and knee would 

stand up to the new stresses I was about to place on 

them.    Having a dodgy Achilles, and having had a 

knee arthroscopy a couple of years ago, I was half 

expecting the holiday to consist of 2 hours skiing and 5 

& a half days in the hot tub.  So before heading out I 

did lots of strengthening exercises, and was reassured 

to read that running was excellent preparation for ski-

ing, particularly running downhill on rough surfaces.  

So I figured that there should be plenty of residual 

strength in the legs, even though I wasn’t doing much 

running.  Maybe that Cotswold Leg 2 in summer 

would help. 

The day before we were due to fly out, it was a lovely 

cold bright morning, and I just couldn’t resist a Birds’ 

Marsh run.  “It’ll be good training”, I told myself.  I was 

right; it certainly got me into the swing of falling flat 

on my face as I “did a Hayward” into some frozen 

mud.  Fortunately, apart from the nasty graze on the 

forearm, I was unhurt, and after icing the ankle, 

declared myself ready to go.  Iain, on the other hand, 

had done bugger all training.  As I might have 

mentioned, he’s 19 and knows everything. 

The flight to Chambery was due to leave Birmingham 

at 9am, so by 5am we were on the road.  Iain was 

rather disorientated by this; generally he only saw 

5ams from the other direction as he wandered back 

from whatever dubious student soiree at which he’d 

spent the evening.  

We duly arrived at Chambery only a few minutes late, 

but were disappointed to learn that the Edinburgh 

flight, on which John, the final member of the party, 

was due was running 2 hours late.  Doing the teamy 

thing, we persuaded the minibus driver to allow us to 

buy him a coffee while we waited.  

Driver was intrigued..  “Qu’est-ce-c’est?”  he said, 

pointing at Iain’s bottle of Irn Bru. This was too much 

to resist; it was time to dig out the holiday French.  

“C’est un boisson fabriqué en Eccoss ….er ….de le fer”, 

I replied.  Not surprisingly, Driver looked totally blank.  

Obviously in the Savoy region they speak a different 

dialect to the Queen’s French which I was taught at 

school.  

Finally the Edinburgh flight touched down, and I 

wandered to the balcony to watch it disembark.  I was 

horrified to see that it had arrived just after two 

plane-loads of Russian tourists, the first of which was 

taking hours to get through immigration.  This sign of 

Europe’s lowering borders was great, but not what I 

wanted to see.  Fortunately they let the Edinburgh 

passengers off between the two Russian ones, so we 

were away and up into the mountains. 

We were staying in a chalet at Champagny-en-

Vanoise, close to la Plagne and Courchevel.  It turned 

out to be a very small village equipped with 3 or four 

bars and restaurants, a few apartments, lots of chalets 

and two ski-hire shops.  Most importantly it was 

covered by a thick layer of snow. 

We dumped our stuff in our chalet and went up to 

sort out our skis.  Memories of Pitlochry came 

flooding back as I squeezed my feet into the boots.    

After much grunting, pulling, & adjusting we declared 

ourselves satisfied.  Back to the chalet for dinner. 

In the morning, the snow was still falling steadily, and 

the temperature was around minus 10 Celsius.  How 

many layers to wear?  I figured that I’d be doing 

bugger all else but stand around and fall over, so 

elected for 4 layers.  Basically, this involved wearing 

most of the kit I’d bought, and stepping out into the 

snow, I was perfectly warm.  Good choice, I thought.  

After the ten minute walk through the deep snow up 

the steep hill to the boot hire shop, I was sweating as 

if I’d just done a Lacock Relay. The boot-hire shop was 

roasting hot, and after struggling to get the boots on, 

I’d done another Lacock lap.  Finally the struggle up to 
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the lifts, where we met the man who would turn out 

to be “le hero de la neige”, our instructor, Thomas 

Laurent. 

Thomas was an instructor with l'école du ski Français, 

the French national ski school.  It was his task to take 

6 total novices from ground zero to red runs in 6 

lessons.  After introductions, it was into the gondola 

to climb up to the piste (I believe it was called).   This 

was no time for Val to confess to suffering from both 

claustrophobia and vertigo.  

Day 1 was simply hard work.  Nothing was easy.  

Standing upright was just about possible, but once 

you’d fallen over, getting to one’s feet got harder and 

harder.  Standing for long periods with knees slightly 

bent wasn’t as bad as people had warned me it would 

be, but everything was a struggle.  Clambering up the 

stairs to the lunchtime restaurant in those bloody 

boots was torture, but I didn’t dare take them off in 

case I didn’t fancy putting them back on.  A couple of 

Kronenbourgs dulled the pain, and it was back out 

into the snow to see if we could put into practice 

anything we’d learned from the exuberant Thomas.  

In the afternoon we were in the hands of Ian & 

Mandie, our hosts and expert skiers.  I’d shared a flat 

with Ian for two years at University, and knew that for 

all his positive characteristics, he hadn’t been the 

greatest teacher in the World, as I had discovered 

when he had tried to get me to roll a kayak in the 

University pool.  We were getting nowhere, I was 

becoming more and more tired, and my sinuses were 

thoroughly saturated from hanging upside-down 

underwater in a boat.  Eventually he gave up in 

exasperation and referred me to another canoeist, 

who within five minutes had me righting the kayak 

with relative ease.  It made a difference that the other 

guy had noticed that I was right handed!  

Anyway, at some stage in the afternoon I was on the 

ground, my skis refused to line up along the slope, and 

I couldn’t be arsed to get back to my feet.  Mandie’s 

advice was sound, but I wasn’t in the mood to listen, 

so by 3.30 we all decided to head back.  Iain’s 

afternoon had already been curtailed as someone had 

taken his skis by mistake from outside the restaurant. 

 

 Pete Moss – runner, skier, crab footballer, break dancer! 

Had I enjoyed myself?  Hardly.  But with any new skill, 

you’ve got to put the work in, and as we swapped 

experiences over some bottles of wine and a hot 

meal, all hoped we’d put down some foundations.  

The next days would show whether it had been worth 

it. 

Pete Moss 

Race Report - Inter-county Cross Country 

Championships 

After placing 6
th

 in the senior men’s race in the 

Wiltshire Cross-Country Championships in December 

of last year I qualified for the Wiltshire Cross-Country 

team. Bart also qualified after placing 2
nd

 in the junior 

men’s race.  The Southwest Championships were 

cancelled due to snow in January which left us with 

the National Inter-County Championships on Saturday 

March 13 at Cofton Park in Birmingham. 

The National Inter-County Championships also 

doubled up as a trial to establish the British teams for 

the World Cross-county so the standard was 

particularly high with all the fastest runners in every 

age category present, including Mo Farah and Steph 

Twell. The senior men race over 12k, with the junior 

men competing over the same 8k course that the 

senior women use. 
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Anyway now that you know a bit about the race, 

here’s my race report:   

The day started badly as I 

had picked up some sort of 

bug on Friday which 

caused the right side of my 

mouth/cheek to swell up 

overnight so after not a 

great deal of sleep I 

started the day at Swindon 

NHS walk in clinic at 9am 

getting some anti-biotics. 

Not the best of starts!  

The drive up  to Birmingham was not too bad and 

parking was good across the road from Coften Park 

where the race was being held, I managed to get there 

before midday so could relax for a couple of hours. 

The weather on the day was windy and quite cold 

which made the hilly course even tougher. The senior 

men's race consisted of 4 laps of a 3k course, the 

course from the start went uphill for about 500m 

before levelling out then a couple of short sharp down 

hills, some flatter muddy sections, another long uphill 

section, followed by a short downhill back to the start, 

the wind made the uphill sections particularly tough. 

The start is a bit mad, you are packed tightly into 

starting pens for your county and then have to wait an 

age for the TV cameras to pan across the start and 

focus on more important runners like Mo Farah. 

Finally the start gun goes and everyone almost sprints 

up the first hill, well for a bit anyway, if you don't start 

quickly you just get spat out the back with no real 

chance of a race. I slowed down throughout the first 

lap as I knew I was not in as good form as I would have 

liked. Near the end of the lap I saw a runner I knew 

from Berkshire who usually just beats me so I tracked 

him for the next laps and a half. I then started to feel a 

bit better so thought I would try and push on. This was 

a big mistake as I got a bad stitch, which virtually 

finished my race as I had to slow down quite a bit for 

the next lap, and got passed a few athletes and only 

managed to pushed on again in the final half lap. I 

finishing 3rd home for Wiltshire behind Mark Threlfall 

and Mark Anderson who had a really good race. Mark 

Anderson passed me when I had my stitch and I only 

managed to get within 10secs of him by the finish. The 

other two Wiltshire runners finished a minute further 

back. 

Overall considering the problematic build-up including 

lack of training and the stitch in the race  I was sort of 

happy with the race, it was not as good as the last 

time I did it when I came 197
th

, which was well above 

expectations and partly down to very muddy 

conditions which I tend to run well in. My time was 

43:57 that works out at about 36:40 over 10k, so only 

20 seconds off my road PB anyway. So over 12k cross-

country not to bad normally, but pretty slow when 

you consider the leaders were about 8-10 quicker!   

I would encourage anyone willing to try to compete in 

the Wiltshire Championships this year so you have the 

option of competing next year as in the U20 and 

senior age groups for both men and women Wiltshire 

has a very poor turnout. For the Senior men only 5 

people out of 15 named originally turned up with a 

couple cancelling only a couple of days before. 

It's pretty unfortunate that very few people in 

Wiltshire are interested in Cross-country races, even 

with the efforts of people at Wilts AA and at some 

clubs including the effort of many people at 

Chippenham Harriers in organising last Winters 

Championships and promotion of the Gwent League. 

Hopefully we will have more senior runners next year 

other than me and Ian Trussler at the Gwent League 

and Championship races can be scheduled around 

them. 

Paul Key 

Grand Union Race Report 2010 

As always, it is important before any event to ask 

yourself why you are doing it and what your 

objectives are. The former is necessary so that you 

can call upon it when the going gets tough and the 

latter so that you know what success looks like. 

So why was I doing GUCR? I can’t remember when I 

first heard/read about it but as the country’s longest 

most prestigious non-stop ultra running race it had 

immediate appeal! In addition, after doing many 

events with small laps, a long point to point race was 

also different and interesting. 
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I was also keen to see how I would do in a stand-alone 

running ultra and whether some of the lessons I had 

learnt in long triathlons would be transferable. 

My objective was not just to finish. Even though I 

knew there was probably a 30% chance I wouldn’t 

finish – mostly likely due to a fundamental mechanical 

breakdown whereby I just wouldn’t be able to move 

forward. 

I honestly felt there was a chance I could get under 

30hours. Looking at previous year’s results 32-35 hrs 

was more likely especially as a first timer. 36hrs was 

ok. Anything above that would be disappointing. 

 

We (my crew – my wife, Angela and friend Scott and 

myself) travelled up to Birmingham on the Friday 

afternoon and got to another friend's (Fix’s) place in 

King’s Heath at about 6.30pm. Fix drove us to the pub 

where registration was taking place and it all seemed 

quite low key. It took about 2 mins and we decided to 

get back to Fix’s for our evening meal which Madame 

Fix had cooked for us – it was a delicious pasta meal 

and the only thing missing from a superb and convivial 

evening was a glass of red wine. I had been on a self 

imposed 2 week alcohol ban and was delighted that 

was coming to an end. 

We got up at 4am on Sat and after a shower and 

breakfast, we were led by Fix (what a guy! Gets up at 

5.15am to show us the way to the start!) to Gas 

Street. It was funny to see people literally falling out 

of nightclubs (with the consequential rows!) at the 

same time as we were about to start such an epic run.  

I saw James Adams (another ultra runner) and various 

others and said hello. Brian approached me and shook 

my hand. It was an emotive handshake! I mumbled 

something like good luck and he could see how 

heartfelt that was and with the proximity of the start 

no doubt in his mind he looked close to tears which 

almost set me off!  

The hooter went off and we were off. My plan was to 

start off at 9-9.30miling and see how long I could keep 

that going. I was hopeful that it would be at least 

halfway. This was, with hindsight, not a very good 

plan. 

The first 5 miles were easy. I went through in exactly 

45mins. I was alarmed to see that I was 3rd (behind 

Dave and Mimi) but on the other hand I was running 

to my schedule and it felt very easy so I wasn’t too 

concerned. 

I was wearing my 14 year old daughter’s ipod and 

really enjoying the music. In fact I listened to it right 

up to 70miles and apart from the odd song (with 

dodgy lyrics) I generally approved especially of the fast 

beat. I went through the first marathon in 4.10 and 

everything was rosy. 

Soon after the course goes off road and because it 

was raining the ankle deep grass was pretty wet. The 

ground was also cambered/rutted and it meant a lot 

of zig zag running which is not conducive to the hips 

etc. The wind was now picking up. We now 

encountered the worst conditions of the race as it was 

exposed, wet under foot, rutted and we were running 

into a head wind.  

I went through the second marathon in 8.39 and again 

all felt fine. I was now in about 5th position. My 

garmin shows that my 53rd mile was 10.30 so I was 

still moving well at that stage. 

 

It was around this time that Rob Treadwell went past 

me and we had a little chat. He then stopped to sort 

his feet out which I felt was a little strange. My 

approach was that my feet felt fine so don’t mess with 

them. I think on reflection, his approach would have 
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been better!!! (I might have avoided the leg infection 

– see below - if I had taken better care of my feet). 

Miles 68 (11.16), 69 (11.56), 70 (12.17) and 71 (13.41) 

show a steady deterioration! 

At about 68 miles I had arranged to get from my crew 

a Bacon sandwich but my stomach was already in 

turmoil and I took one bite before handing it back to 

Angela. I could sense a “waste not want not” attitude 

from Scott hovering nearby and sure enough Angela 

told me later he had quickly avoided the sandwich 

going to waste……… 

I met our friends the Slackos (Rachel and Steve) at 

70miles and was disappointed that (contrary to my 

hope) I was not going to able to run strongly with 

them. I ran a marathon with Rachel but at mile 80 I 

started to feel quite low. My stomach was in turmoil. I 

took some painkillers and within minutes I was very 

dazed and confused. In fact I felt close to collapsing. I 

remember running down part of the towpath and 

there was grass either side of it – the bit of the path I 

was on was moving (in the correct direction) but the 

grass bits were both moving the other way. I soon 

started feeling nauseous and unable to run. 

We talked for a while when I suddenly blurted out 

that I couldn’t carry on any more. I actually surprised 

myself I said it. I felt totally empty, hopeless and 

devoid of energy. The thought of even being able to 

do another 7miles was impossible let alone another 

70miles. 

We meet Angela and Scott at 87 miles. I sat down on a 

bench and got some warm clothing on. I didn’t want 

to go on. Eventually they persuaded me to walk a 

couple of miles and see how I felt. So I hauled myself 

off the bench and started again – it was a massive 

effort. 

It was now dark and we started running again through 

rutted and wet ground so we switched after a while to 

walking. Rachel kept encouraging me all the time and 

somehow we found ourselves at Invinghoe (96 miles) 

where Steve had been waiting patiently for some 

time! 

Through a combination of 3min run/5min walk Steve 

and I managed to make reasonable progress to the 

100mile point. There were a couple of guys there 

mending their feet etc. Steve was pleased I had been 

able to make up a couple of places! I laughed –my 

competitive juices were long gone! My objective now 

was just to get to the finish. 

I had, from the start, been carrying a British 

Waterways key for access to a tap and toilets along 

the way. We got to the delightfully named Cow Roast 

(102miles) and I decided I would like to use the toilets 

there but the key wouldn’t fit the door! Unfortunately 

I had more things to worry about- Angela offered me a 

toasted hot cross bun but as I sat down to look it I had 

my second major bonk. I started to feel very unwell 

and all of a sudden I wasn’t going to make it (take 2!). 

They decided a sit down in the car for 10min might do 

the trick. 

. 

I sat in the car and pulled the duvet over me. Bliss. 

What seemed like 2 seconds later, Steve was tapping 

on the window – time to get going! You have got to be 

joking – that was never 10mins! I shook my head but 

even before I could reach the door lock, Steve had the 

door open and was saying “C’mon Mate let’s just try 

walking for a bit” as he (ahem) gently “helped” me out 

of the car. Feeling a little manhandled and freezing 

cold it wasn’t a good moment – I started shivering 

uncontrollably. I put on extra clothing and much to my 

surprise it wasn’t long before we were running 

3min/walking 5mins again and doing 16min miling. In 

retrospect that was also partly due to some rice 

pudding that I had eaten a little earlier and was now in 

my system. 

Unfortunately we weren’t able to get into much of a 

rhythm as first I had an issue with my toes that 

needed a pit-stop (including my toeless trainers) but 

then I started having a problem with the front of my 

left ankle. I was horrified to see that there was lump 

at the top of my ankle/bottom of my shin was about 
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half the size of my fist. Not good. I put on some cold 

freeze and an ankle brace. It did the trick and we 

started running again but it wasn’t long before I just 

couldn’t lift my left foot off the ground so I had to 

walk which was tedious for all concerned.  

Slacko left me at 122 miles. I was sad to see him go. I 

had grossly underestimated the importance of having 

such good friends as buddy runners. I definitely would 

not have made it without their encouragement, 

tolerance and patience. I was ready to quit (twice) and 

they, along with Scott and Angela were the only 

reasons I didn’t………(or more accurately weren’t 

allowed to!! Surely there must be a law against 

that……). 

 

Another friend and work colleague (Derek) met me at 

126miles. I tried running with him but it was hopeless. 

My ankle just hurt too much. It was now grossly 

swollen and dark red which was alarming - I was now 

thinking stress fracture. Every little downhill was 

murder and I had to shuffle down sidewards. 

I was ashamed that my friend who is new to running 

had to see me walking in a running race so I kept 

trying to run every now and again – especially as my 

stomach felt so much better. It also took the shine off 

the event for me. I had entered a running race and 

even though I had expected to be run/walking at 

some stage just walking didn’t feel right.  

I met Angela at 133 miles and it was pretty much the 

same pattern i.e. walking with the occasional running 

effort. We were walking pretty quickly but it was very 

dispiriting. I had gone from walking for the first time in 

a running race (although in fact I had walked a small 

section at the Triple but not at all at the 10x1 

Decairon) to it being the norm. I wasn’t a happy bunny 

but determined to see it through especially after 

getting through two very rough patches! 

Angela kept me entertained with her home spun 

versions of US Marine type marching chants! 

 

We had quite a long diversion just after Hamborough 

which although annoying, in that it added a mile or so 

to the distance, was actually welcome in that it gave 

us something to think about. 

And finally we were within the last 6 miles and our 

pace considerably quickened – suddenly we were 

run/walking 15min miles although by now my ankle 

had become so stiff that I wasn’t very elegant! I was 

also finding it very difficult to work out my anticipated 

finishing time. One min it is 40hrs then 

no…….35hrs……no much more……it was a relief when I 

realised it was almost certain to be 36hrs something. I 

felt that was respectable. 

And so after numerous turnings when I expected to 

see the finish, it really did arrive! I sprinted the last 

200yds and although most finishes are an anti-climax 

this was pure pleasure!! As I ran under the banner it 

just felt so good to be finally finished! Dick hung the 

medal around my neck and shook my hand and I said 

something along the lines that I had tried to give up – 

for the first time ever – not once but twice! He told 

me everyone needs a crew like that and that many 

people don’t realise they can get through really bad 

patches.  

 

We found Scott – he had missed the finish by 10mins 

after driving round London for 2hrs trying to find Little 

Venice! I got into the back of the car and elevated my 

foot. When we got back to Chippenham, both Angela 

and I were very concerned at how it looked so I made 

my way to casualty where the Doctor said it was an 

infection and gave me some anti-biotics. 

I am now writing this nearly a week after the race and 

my leg is still very swollen but not quite so red. It also 

hurts where the ankle bends so I still think I have done 

some damage. I need to get it checked out. I can’t see 

me running for at least a few weeks.  

Reflections – a great race and I am pleased I did it. I 

learnt a lot from the experience. NOT that I am 

planning to ever do it again!! 

I had great support from Fix, the Slackos, Derek, Scott 

and of course Angela. I couldn’t have made it without 

them – both to the start line and to the finish line! I 

cannot possibly do justice to the effort they all put 

into this project – suffice to say I really appreciated it 

and they all went well beyond the call of duty! 

Pete Cusick 
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2010 Championship Update (Pre-Poole 10km) 

56 men and 20 ladies have taken part in championship 

races so far. Mike Bright and Joc have already 

completed 8 events, so only need another two to get 

the maximum 10 done, but I’m sure both will do more 

than 10 and will thus be able to further enhance their 

total points tally by eliminating events where they did 

not score highly earlier on.  

Men’s Age Graded (Veterans) Championship 
TOP 10 

 Name Races Points 

1 DODD, Paul  6 120 

2 BRIGHT, Mike 8 116 

3 GILLHAM, Paul 6 98 

4 BENNETTS, Andy  5 94 

5 HOWELL, Graham 7 88 

6 SCHOFIELD, Richard  4 77 

7 CRABTREE, Paul 5 67 

8 LEWIS, Gary 6 64 

9 GRABOWSKI, Paul 5 62 

10 PAKI, Len 6 58 

 

There are 10 events left and the opportunity to score 

in ‘best lacock’, ‘best half’ and ‘best marathon’, so if 

you’ve not done any (or at least not many) then 

there’s loads of time left to figure well in the 2010 

championship. 

Women’s Age Graded (Veterans) Championship 
TOP 10 

 Name Races Points 

1 DODD, Joc 8 160 

2 JONES, Debbie 7 126 

3 WALTERS, Kate 7 102 

4 THORPE, Mandy 5 89 

5 BLACKMAN, Mel 4 77 

6 WHITE, Vicky 4 75 

7 LAIRD, Liz 5 74 

8 STRANGE, Sarah 4 65 

9 DAWBER, Catherine 4 55 

10 BLAKE, Caroline 3 49 

 

Just to remind you: 

 Your best time achieved at Lacock in May, June 

or July is used for points (not the handicap). I’ll 

add these points to the champs table after the 

July event. 

 Only FOD, Bath, Bristol, Cardiff and Tewkesbury 

count for the ‘best half’ category. There are only 

Cardiff and Bristol left this year. 

 Any marathon you do in the year will give you 

points. 

 You can do as many championship races as you 

like…… but it’s only your best 10 that count. 

Quite a few of the younger quicker men have been 

concentrating on marathons and so it’s hard to 

determine any real ‘on form’ leader in the Men’s 

Open Championship at this stage. Andy Bennetts is 

getting back to winning ways and it’ll be interesting to 

see what happens if he, Bart, Matt and Paul Gillham 

turn up at the same races. Chris Marshall and Paul Key 

are also both capable of spoiling the big points party 

but it all depends on which races they turn up for. 

Paul (Crabbers) has improved greatly this year and 

when he recovers from Edinburgh it’ll be interesting 

to see how he fits into the mix. Lee is quick at present 

too – hope he can get 10 events in this year. Graham 

has been getting a fair few races in recently and has 

put in some good performances – especially at 

Corsham. Len also seems to be one of the growing 

band of regulars at races this year. 

Joc is dominating the ladies age graded champs at 

present but with so many events left anything could 

happen towards the end of the year, especially when 

Sue gets back after injury. 

Men’s Open Championship 
TOP 10 

 Name Races Points 

1 BRIGHT, Mike 8 120 

2 DODD, Paul 6 109 

3 GILLHAM, Paul   6 108 

4 HOWELL, Graham 7 100 

5 BENNETTS, Andy 5 96 

6 CRABTREE, Paul  5 74 

7 GRABOWSKI, Paul 5 69 

8 LEWIS, Gary 6 67 

9 SCHOFIELD, Richard 4 65 

10 MARSHALL, Matthew 3 59 

 

In the ladies open, Vicky and Debbie are battling it out 

for 1st place whilst Mel and Mandy are also picking up 

good points. Kate is consistently turning up for races 

too at the moment and is currently third – the best 

way to improve your racing is to race! 
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Women’s Open Championship 
TOP 10 

 Name Races Points 

1 DODD, Joc 8 140 

2 JONES, Debbie 7 137 

3 WALTERS, Kate 7 105 

4 THORPE, Mandy 5 88 

5 WHITE, Vicky 4 80 

6 BLACKMAN, Mel  4 75 

7 LAIRD, Liz 5 72 

8 STRANGE, Sarah 4 70 

9 DAWBER, Catherine 4 60 

10 BLAKE, Caroline 3 50 
[Note all tables are as 8 June 2010 and include results from Swindon 

5k Park Run and Poole 10k] 

By the time this newsletter gets to you we’ll have had 

the Poole 10k and we’ll all be looking forward to the 

June Lacock and then the Cotswold Relays, where 

intra-club competition takes a back seat and we’re all 

on the same team … for a while. 

Please remember to wear your Harrier’s vest at 

championship races: it’s important for other members 

to know who they’re racing against; it helps new 

members know who they can chat to; and a sea of 

blue and white gives us the psychological advantage in 

the team prizes. 

Paul Dodd 

Race Report- Tewkesbury Half Marathon 

The morning got off to a cold start, with many runners 

trying to decide how many layers would be needed for 

the conditions. 

After a quick warm up it was clear that it was warmer 

than we all thought so single layer chosen.  

This proved to be the right decision as from the 

moment the race started the sun shone. 

My preparations for this race had not been anywhere 

near perfect so I was expecting to find this race 

difficult, within 1 ½ miles I was already wishing it was 

over, luckily I  started chatting to another runner and 

between us we managed to get to mile 6 with a pace I 

was happy with.  

It was at this point however that everything started 

going badly, I took my gel hoping that within a few 

minutes I would feel more lively however the 

advertised effects never came and I had to run the 

second half of the race feeling awful. It was at this 

point that my race target was revised from ‘sub 2hrs’ 

to ‘just bloody finish without walking’ I reduced the 

pace with a few futile attempts at increasing it and 

managed to get to the finish line. Rather helpfully as I 

came onto the home-straight feeling mighty angry 

with myself the helpful Mr ‘PB’ Bright had managed to 

miscalculate my time and thought I was heading for a 

PB and cheered me on, although he thought he was 

shouting encouraging words they were just reminding 

me had poorly I had done! 

 

Kate picking up her Best Female Newcomer 2009 Award from Phil 

Hayward 

Still I got round in one piece and finished in 2.03.45, 

not much to report regarding the course, apparently 

some bits were uphill and some downhill but to be 

honest I was too busy beating myself up to notice this 

detail. Crowd support was present in some places but 

very absent on the majority of the course. 

I guess we have to have the bad results to truly 

appreciate the good ones, bring on the next 

challenge……. 

Kate Walters 

Chippenham Harriers Youth Tournament 

On Wednesday evening 

5th May we held an 

inter club track and field 

event at Sheldon School 

playing fields (I guess 

technically speaking 

since the track is grass 

then it is a field but you 

http://www.chippenhamharriers.co.uk/photos/2010/annual_awards/images/large/img_010.jpg
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get my meaning) and once again invited Moonrakers, 

Devizes junior running club, across to take part. 

It’s amazing just how much planning you need to do 

prior to the event to make things run as smoothly as 

possible. So Julian Danton, Gemma Collings and I set 

about drawing up said plan. We opted for 2 age 

categories namely year 6 & younger and year 7 & 

older. With kids you have just about an hour before 

boredom and mischief sets in (and also before chilly 

supporting parents start to shuffle their feet in the 

diminishing sunlight) so it’s important to keep things 

moving.  

Due to the time constraints we were limited as to the 

event choices bearing in mind we were trying to 

satisfy 2 different age categories. Also we decided to 

combine the sexes into single events but apart from 

the relay events we still recognised 1
st

 male, 1
st

 

female, etc. 

We had 5 senior events: 

 4K cross country (A perimeter run around the 

school fields) 

 1500mt  

 4 x 100mt relay 

 400mt 

 100mt sprint 

 

And 2 junior events: 

 4 x 100mt relay 

 75mt sprint 

 

In the weeks prior to the event both Devizes and 

Chippenham the senior athletes were asked to choose 

up to 3 events and the juniors 2, the idea being that 

we would know in advance who was taking part in 

which event. Sounds like a great plan but then kids 

turn up who haven’t previously registered and then 

some that have registered don’t turn up. Anyway the 

folks in the registrations tent did a fantastic job on the 

day and we just about got by. 

On the day a small army of athletes, marshals and 

parents descended upon Sheldon school playing fields 

and it all went rather well apart from the relays which 

we had to admit were a bit disorganised. With the 

junior relay event the kids weren't sure of the team to 

which they belonged despite assurances to the 

contrary. This resulted in athletes jumping lanes to 

pass relay batons to pals rather than team mates. The 

senior relay suffered from numerous athlete swap 

outs prior to the event which delayed the start 

considerably. A special mention to Kirsty here who 

stepped in and took control of a manic bunch of 

marshals (me included) and calmly sorted everything 

out. 

All in all the tournament went really well, a few 

hitches here and there which will provide food for 

thought next time around. A medal ceremony was 

held at the end of the evening awarded to 1
st

, 2
nd

 & 3
rd

 

boy and girl for all categories together with 1
st

, 2
nd

 & 

3
rd

 relay teams.  All participants were also given a 

commemorative t-shirt so nobody was left out.  

The biggest reward though was to witness the 

enthusiasm and competitive spirit of all the kids who 

took part. Big thanks to all the volunteers who turned 

up to marshal; it simply could not have happened 

without your kind support. 

Steve Wood 

Chippenham to London Two Day Cycle Ride 

(Sustrans National Network Route 4) 

Buzzzzz!!! Buzzzz!!! Buzzzzz!!! My hand projected 

itself out from under the warmth of the duvet out into 

the cold of morning in a frantic search for the alarm 

clock. Dreary eyed I fumbled for the snooze button 

and eagerly pushed it! But I knew I couldn’t risk falling 

asleep again and being late to rendezvous with three 

other cyclists who will be peddling with me all the way 

to London. So I reluctantly rolled out of bed, stood up 

and thrust open the bedroom curtains to be greeted 

by a blaze of sunlight! “Jesus I must be late?” After 

double checking the time was really 5am I got 

changed into my amateur cycle gear and trundled my 

way into the kitchen to shovel in a bowl of cornflakes 

and tea! 

I loaded up the pannier and set off to Melksham at 

5:30am. I was impressed with how much day light 

there was on this mid May morning. The birds were 

twittering noisily and it is a wonder how they don’t 

wake me up every morning. The stillness of the empty 

A350 down to Melksham was soon shattered by the 

passing of a Sainsbury’s juggernaut. “Hope it is not like 

this all the way to London? I took heart from thinking 
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such monstrosities can’t fit onto the Kennet and Avon 

Canal towpath further into the day ”  

At the rendezvous point my cycle milometer flashed 6 

miles and my backside was already beginning to ach! 

Not a good sign! Yep, I’ve done no training for this 

adventure. John, Ian and Nigel soon arrived. We 

quickly exchanged the morning pleasantries and 

eagerly got on with the job of peddling for hours. A 

short range wireless, hands free two way 

communication system for cyclists would have been 

really useful. Another idea for the Dragon’s Den 

perhaps?  

 

The other guys completed the very same route last 

year and found that the towpath between Devizes and 

Hungerford was extremely over grown with four foot 

high nettles. So to avoid that, we cycled on the A4 

passing near Avebury and the mysterious Silbury Hill, 

which to me looks like a huge prehistoric breast. From 

there we cycled to Marlborough and onto Hungerford. 

We had a few jelly baby stops (marvelous things) 

along the way. The coffee stop at Hungerford was very 

welcome and we all contemplated on the fantastic 

sunny day. Progress was good!  

From Hungerford we took the Kennet and Avon Canal 

Towpath to Newbury and stopped for a pub lunch in 

Woolhampton after 55 miles. The two pints of beer 

consumed there didn’t even touch the sides of the 

glass. I knew I was nearing the London area because 

the price of food and beer was rocketing. A plate of 

scampi and chips and two pints of London Pride was 

£13! Ouch! From there we progressed onto Reading, 

Sonning and then finally ending the first day in 

Maidenhead at 5pm after 8.25hrs of cycling and 88 

miles! I was knackered!  

The bedsit at Maidenhead was owned by a very nice 

lady who was beamed up to us from the past. She was 

an elderly matter of fact person and things had to be 

organised properly. I turned my eyes up behind her 

back when she asked “Now then, who is the leader of 

your party?” and “What about the young one?” John 

later called her Mrs Doubtfire.  

That evening we ventured into Maidenhead and 

found a good for value Chinese restaurant serving 

unlimited set meals for £13! Bargain! The Chin Dao 

beer was great too!  

The whole day set me off into a deep sleep dreaming 

of Mrs Doubtfire. 

“Good morning gentlemen!” 

“Good morning Mrs Doubtfire.” 

“Now then. Would you like a cooked breakfast?” 

“Oh yes Mrs Doubtfire. That it’ll be just grand!” 

“Wonderful.. How many beans would you like?” 

“Five please” 

“And what about the young one?” 

“Aaaahhhh!!!” 

Sunday morning wasn’t that traumatic thank 

goodness and we set off for London at 9am. I was 

assured by the experts who had completed the course 

last year that we were to only cycle 35 miles that day. 

Well, 50 miles later we arrived at Trafalgar Square 

after cycling along the river Thames, Hampton Court 

and Bushy Park. Thousands of Londoners were out 

enjoying the fabulous sunshine.  

 

From Trafalgar Square we cycled through Admiralty 

Arch along the Mall to Buckingham Palace. Had a 
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quick cup of tea with the Queen and I nearly tripped 

over one of the corgis.  The Queen asked after the 

Chippenham Harriers and I returned the club’s best 

wishes. Her Majesty couldn’t chat for long as she was 

very busy dealing with the Sarah Ferguson fiasco! 

However Her Majesty did find enough time to wave us 

farewell from the Palace’s balcony as we disappeared 

into St James’s Park. Then onto to Hyde Park arriving 

at Paddington at 15:30; 146 miles from my house in 

Chippenham. A group ticket for the four of us on the 

train back home was £52 between us. That’s of course 

£13 each. So the trip contained three sets of 13, 

maybe it’s a lucky number after all!  

On the way home we drank beer from the buffet bar. I 

was asked if I wanted to do a 270 mile cycle ride over 

three days across Wales later this year. I promptly 

replied “No!!”  

Useful links: http://www.sustrans.org.uk/what-we-

do/national-cycle-network 

Paul Lawrenson 

Elvis Night!  

What’s that? Yep you heard it right we are hosting an 

Elvis night at the Spots club on the 14
th

 of August. Not 

just any old Elvis night but an evening jam packed full 

of Elvis music, games, fancy dress and food and 

headlining is the superb Elvis tribute act Al Duncan. 

This is open to all Harriers, 

partners and families as 

well as the other sections 

at the SC and if you know 

of anyone else who wants 

to come along then sign 

them up by buying a 

ticket. The cost is just £5 each and we will be donating 

any profits we make to the Help for Heroes charity so 

yet another great reason to come along and join in the 

fun! 

If you are really adventurous you can get yourself an 

Elvis or Priscilla costume and enter the fancy dress 

competition like me! So yet another reason to come 

along is to see me in my fancy dress costume and 

after a few beers who knows what might break out!  

Colin Morris 

Youth Hostel Weekend 12th March 2010 – 

Somewhere in Wales! (Llanddeusant, 

Breacons) 

If you have not ventured out on one of the Hostel 

trips, it’s well worth doing. 

Ok, the bedrooms are shared (no not mixed!), the 

showers run hot and cold sometimes with no control, 

some of us snore quite loud but these are minor 

problems in comparison to the fantastic scenery, 

company, food and drink. 

This was the second time I have been to the Brecons 

hostel. Tucked deep away in the hills with a single 

track road to get there. Very quiet, well apart from us. 

Only 13 members turned out which was a little 

disappointing but more room for us than normal. 

 

The standard format is biking on the Saturday then 

long run/walk on Sunday, big fry up, then leave 

Sunday afternoon. 

The weather was pretty kind to us although snow 

greeted us on the top of the hills (I just had to play 

snowballs). 

Can't remember the distance on the bikes but it was a 

long way, 5/6 hours with a lunch break next to a lake. 

It really does not matter if you have a bike at the 

bottom end of the spectrum. Mine has front 'shocks' 

only and no disc brakes, ok it’s a bit heavy but that 

makes for harder training! Have a look at the link on 

the forum for Paul’s headcam video. Trust me it is 

great fun. 

All of us survived with no nasty falls. A few had 

punctures from a particularly nasty gully that had just 

http://www.sustrans.org.uk/what-we-do/national-cycle-network
http://www.sustrans.org.uk/what-we-do/national-cycle-network
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been coppiced, thorns all over the place. I carried my 

bike. 

It was quite entertaining to see Steve Thomas try to 

ride across a river. He didn’t make it. Rather wet feet!! 

Richard Schofield won the 'King of the mountains' 

title, very impressive and uncatchable. 

We returned at about 3pm, decided it was too early to 

get the beers out so 5/6 of us went for a walk. This 

turned into a hike up one of the mountains. Silly thing 

to do with tired legs from cycling. Very enjoyable 

though. We thought we had lost Chris and Wiggy but 

it turned out that they went Badger watching in the 

dark (don't ask!!) 

 

The evening meal was a shared affair, Rich and I 

cooked (something my wife did not believe). It was a 

surprise to have matching birthday cakes (Rich is 

officially one year older than me, and I am 49). Much 

drink was consumed and we all had an early night. 

NOT. 

The run on Sunday is always slow with good breaks, 

but very hilly. We had snow on top which made 

temperatures in the wind very low. But with the right 

clothing, nobody suffered. Some of the group went for 

a long walk. It is your choice what you do, which 

makes the whole weekend more enjoyable. Don't feel 

pressurised into doing the run. 

The fry up back at base was as good as usual (don't 

tell Doctor Mel about the cholesterol levels). 

We had a quick clean up then all went home. Bring on 

the next one. You have to try it at least once!! 

Julian Arthurs 

 

Location! Location! Location! 

If there's one thing I hate about running, it's not 

blisters, fatigue, coming next to last... It is running 

around the Great British Housing Estate.  Run around 

Chippenham's own suburbia and you could be in 

Melksham, Warminster, Preston maybe. It all seems 

the same.  So for me the highest priority when I set off 

out for a run is not distance or speed but location, 

location, location!  

Whenever someone suggests a trip around the Castle 

Combe circuit or Slaughterford I am immediately 

interested and I try to make time for those outings.  

That's one of the reasons why I love the Cotswold 

Relays and the reccies - what a privilege to run in 

some of the best countryside in the world and with 

some of the best company in the world too. (I'll go on 

believing that until Claudia Schiffer takes up multi-

terrain running.) 

One of my favourite local routes starts from Methuen 

Park. (The trading estate opposite Sainsbury's)  At the 

top end of the trading estate is a gap in the hedgerow 

which opens out onto a minor road where I turn left 

until the lane joins the old A350. I turn right along the 

old road. It's hard to believe how much traffic this 

road once took. It really isn't long ago that the by-pass 

changed Chippenham for ever and definitely for 

better. The road now is much quieter though for a 

couple of hundred yards until the railway tunnel you 

need your wits about you as the road is twisty and 

visibility is poor.  After the rail tunnel traffic lights, 

turn right. The road becomes wider and safer and 

there is an extensive grass verge to seek refuge in. I 

view this part of the run as a bit of a necessary evil to 

get to some very nice countryside. Very soon you'll 

arrive at the roundabout which forms the southern 

end of the by-pass. But for the runner, it forms the 

start of the drive to Lackham College and at last you 

will be in peaceful surroundings.  (If you have a friend 

who will drop you off at the roundabout your bliss will 

be complete!)  

It's a bit of a climb for a hundred yards or so until you 

meet the former entrance to the college. (Now closed 

to vehicles, but a pedestrian can enter there still.) The 

tree-lined drive stretches out ahead of you, more or 

less level and with the River below you on your left. To 

the left you can survey the college's farmland until 
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you arrive at the edge of the Lackham campus 

buildings. The road through the estate turns to the 

right at 90 degrees, (the road straight ahead is a dead 

end) and you emerge onto more open farmland with 

the livestock watching your progress with that intense 

gaze that you always get from sheep and cows. 

There's an equestrian arena to pass and a small 

gloomy pond, a couple of speed humps to catch out 

the unwary, and then all too soon Lackham is over and 

you arrive at Reybridge. 

Reybridge is familiar with those who have run the 

Lacock Relays, the place where you cross back over 

the River Avon to commence that climb up to the 

traffic lights.  It's a much better place on a sunny 

morning, just jogging along with the birds singing at 

you, or even in the freezing fog with hoar-frost on 

your hat. Unlike the relays you won't be climbing up 

that damned hill, but going straight on at the corner 

instead and through a gate onto open land in the form 

of Lacock Common. There's a path across the 

common, quite un-mistakable, and very quickly you 

will have crossed, and climbed as you go, to the edge 

of Lacock village.  There’s another gate to pass 

through and then you follow the lane to the ford. This 

ford features in the opening title sequence of 

Antiques Roadshow but unlike the tractor in the TV 

film, you avoid the ford and cross the brook on a 

pedestrian bridge. The lane leads you to Lacock 

church in Church Street where you must go right and 

almost immediately left along narrow East Street. Left 

here, it’s your chance to run past the Red Lion and the 

gates of Lacock Abbey at a leisurely speed this time, 

before heading along the relay circuit briefly.  I always 

use the causeway there, safer and the elevated 

walkway affords good views into Abbey grounds.  

 
Birdman in Lacock! 

Ahead of you now is a very ancient bridge across the 

River Avon, with many additions, alterations and even 

changes of direction to accommodate the fickle river 

and its changes of course over the centuries. At this 

point it would be possible to continue up the slope 

and left along the well-trodden route of the Lacock 

Relay, continuing round to Reybridge. However, in the 

first departure from metalled surface on the whole 

run, I prefer to turn left into the field from the river 

bridge. Discretion is needed here as these fields are 

the flood plain and in the winter can be under a lot of 

water!  So far I have only encountered good running 

conditions and the path is easily followed across the 

pasture.  It’s a bit muddy, nothing terrible, at a field 

boundary where stepping into the next field you run 

along the river bank for a short while. Then, heading 

across the open field to the gate at the lane in 

Reybridge, you emerge onto the relay course again 

and run almost to the bridge at Reybridge where a 

footpath is signed to the right. This takes you across a 

small meadow and across the drive of Rey Mill.  From 

there the path runs between hedges until it reaches 

open fields. Keeping to the left of the first field and 

passing through the gate into the next field, the aim is 

to run up the gentle slope until the point where the 

Chippenham to Lacock cycle way is currently wired off 

in a dispute about rent.  

Turning left, you are now on the towpath of the 

derelict Wilts and Berks Canal.  If you haven’t run 

along there yet you have missed one of our areas best 

kept secrets. A truly magical mile of waterside running 

follows until the canal finally arrives at its junction 

with the branch of the canal that brought boats into 

Chippenham. There are some locks here; the canal 

trust is slowly restoring the lock chambers in the hope 

of one day returning the sleeping waterway to its 

former glory. The path is very easy to follow as it 

departs the canal side and heads off for Pewsham. A 

few gates bar the way before you find yourself 

running alongside the main road at Pewsham. 

By turning left and sticking to the left side of the road 

you will soon come to the cycleway signs and will be 

able to follow the track down to the river side again 

which can be followed all the way to the weir in 

Chippenham Town centre.   

Ian Trussler 
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The West Highland Way Race: Part 1 

The 2010 West Highland Way Race (WHWR) was my 

major project for 2010, so I thought I’d produce a two 

part article for consecutive newsletters: part 1 being 

about the background of the WHWR, and my training 

and preparation for it; part 2 being about my 

experience of the race. I dare say this article will be a 

bit long-winded for many of you, but others will 

appreciate the level of insight it gives. 

The West Highland Way is an official long distance 

route, from Milngavie (pr. Mull-guy), a northern 

suburb of Glasgow, to Fort William. It is 95 miles long, 

with a cumulative ascent of c15000 feet. It goes from 

Scotland’s biggest city to the foot of its highest 

mountain, passing along the shores of its largest loch 

on the way. There is a clear path all the way, which is 

pretty well signposted. It starts off gently, getting 

tougher underfoot and much more exposed to bad 

weather when it reaches the mountains. 

I first heard of the WHWR at the end of the 2007 

Thames Path Ultra 50, my first ultra and indeed my 

first running race! I spoke to a chap from Northern 

Ireland who’d done it the year before and walked 

from about 40 miles onwards, in a world of pain. 

“Only a fool would want to do such a thing,” I thought. 

I’d had fun on the 50, but my legs were very stiff and 

sore; the idea of nearly doubling the distance and 

adding in some considerable climbs and much rougher 

terrain sounded like madness. 

A couple of years later I’d upped my maximum 

distance and raced over much rougher terrain, and my 

idea of ‘a fools race’ wasn’t what it was. I entered the 

WHWR in 2008, to be supported by a friend from 

Glasgow, Graham Kelly, but he had to drop out, 

leaving me with no choice but to withdraw (it is 

compulsory to have motorised support and I couldn’t 

get a replacement) 

I supported a friend, Mark Rawlinson in last year’s 

WHWR, and I’d really enjoyed the camaraderie and 

atmosphere of the event. We’d agreed that he would 

repay the favour in 2010, and Graham was eager to be 

the other member of my ‘team’. Having got my 

support sorted, I was poised to get my application in 

on the planned opening date in August. 

However, only 3 weeks after the 2009 race, tragedy 

struck: Dario Melaragni, WHWR director since 2000, 

died of a heart attack whilst out running in the 

Grampians with friends. I’d chatted to Dario at one of 

the checkpoints in 2009 and enjoyed his warmth and 

enthusiasm, so news of his sudden death was a blow. 

It hit the close-knit WHWR ‘family’ very hard. Dario 

was a ‘one man band’ where the race admin was 

concerned and had sole control of the website, and 

obviously an appropriate time was needed to mourn 

Dario’s passing, so the opening of entries was delayed 

for an indeterminate time. To use a cliché, carrying on 

with next year’s race was most definitely ‘what Dario 

would have wanted’, and I was sure that the 2010 

event would be used as a means of paying tribute to 

him, so the 2010 WHWR was never in doubt. Entries 

eventually opened at the beginning of November, and 

I had my acceptance email by the end of the month 

(as you can imagine, entries are vetted). 

I made a loose plan for the half year leading up to the 

WHWR. My experience of the 2009 Ridgeway 

Challenge (85 miles and c8000 feet of ascent) had 

shown me that less can be more in ultra training: I’d 

done fewer ultra distance runs in the build up to the 

2009 race than I had in 2008, but had done more fast, 

sometimes hilly, medium (15-20 mile) races. This 

helped me to knock my Ridgeway time down from just 

under 21.5 hours in 2008 to just over 20 in 2009. I 

knew that if I worked on my pace and just let the 

stamina almost take care of itself though a few longer 

excursions, I’d have a more enjoyable, faster WHWR 

than if I did loads of big runs. I also wanted to build up 

my climbing speed and stamina, which would make a 

larger part of the WHWR ‘runnable’. 

For ‘Phase 1’ of my plan, I had a series of hilly trail 

races lined up, culminating in the Grizzly at the 

beginning of March; an interim target event on the 

way to the WHWR. The year got off to a great start 

with the Slaughterford 9, which I ran about 7 minutes 

faster than I did in 2008 (1:05 versus 1:12). And I ran 

The Hill. That was followed by the Mayhill Massacre 

and Dursley Dozen over the next two weekends, both 

of which I enjoyed and felt good about, especially my 

climbing. The Grizzly is one of my favourites, and 

provided me with another opportunity to knock time 

off my previous years (2007 and 8), this time finishing 

in 3:07, versus 3:22 in the other two years. It doesn’t 

make sense to call it a PB, as the course changes year 
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on year: actually, the 2010 course was tougher than 

2007 and 8. As a climax to ‘phase 1’, it couldn’t have 

gone better. 

My ‘less is more’ approach carried on into phase 2: I 

trained mostly between 7 and 15 miles, with only one 

long, 25 mile training run before up to my first ultra of 

the year. At the end of March I got a half marathon PB 

on the new Forest of Dean course, 1:29:46: more 

useful pace training. 

My first ultra was the Compton Downland Challenge 

40 on 3
rd

 April, which I did with Peter Cusick. Big, 

back-to-back days are a ultra training method, so this 

was to be followed by the Exe to Axe (EtA), a seriously 

hilly 20 miler, the next day. Peter clocked an 

impressive 5:45 on the Compton, I managed a more 

sedate 7:19. My modest pace left me with fairly good 

legs for the EtA, so I certainly didn’t feel the need to 

beat myself up over my ‘slow’ time. 

The EtA was a treat after Compton, which had turned 

wet later on: the weather was bright, with a chilly 

northerly wind, a few showers knocking about and 

really clear air, giving spectacular views along the 

Devon coast. My legs still felt quite strong, but my 

energy levels flagged after the first five miles; I didn’t 

have the reserves to do it at my ‘Grizzly’ pace. 

Taking the ‘less is more’ approach again, I abandoned 

my plan to do the Pewsey Downsaroud, a 35 mile 

Long Distance Walkers Association (LDWA) event that 

admits runners, on 11
th

 April. I had a lot of family stuff 

on that weekend, and was glad of the excuse to miss 

out a big mileage at that stage. I just carried on with 

more ‘normal’ training instead, then did the Exmoor 

Horner Water 11 the weekend after. This proved a 

further boost to my confidence on pace and climbing, 

as I came 4
th

 (admittedly out of only 28!), which I 

achieved by being one of only three runners who ran 

all the climbs. At least as importantly, I had a blast: 

mixing in these short, sharp races is an excellent way 

to stay motivated. 

The next big run was very big, an 82 mile, non-stop 

run on the Ridgeway. I set off from Goring & Streatley 

Station late in the evening on Friday, 7
th

 May, to run 

through the night and get to the western end of the 

Ridgeway the next morning. I then joined the 

Ridgeway 40 (RW40), a walking event, which would 

take me back to the station, albeit by a slightly shorter 

route. The WHWR starts at 1 am on Saturday, 19
th

 

June, so it was good to get the feeling of setting off 

into the night, although of course the beginning of the 

WHWR will be fairly ‘busy’. 

The overnight run was my fourth, but the first running 

alone and with no checkpoints. I rather like running 

through the night: you get into a ‘zone’ and the time 

passes quite quickly. The first part went well and I 

made excellent progress. It was strange to hear the 

pigeons erupt out of the branches overhead as I ran 

under the trees and see the occasional shining eyes of 

a fox, badger or rabbit as they reflected my head 

torch. On the summit next to Uffington Castle I saw a 

flock of sheep, just vague pale shapes with blue-white 

glowing eyes, looking eerie in the darkness. After 

dawn I surprised a young deer, which ran off down the 

Ridgeway. It bounced off the track boundary fence 

when it tried to just run through it, which was 

amusing to watch. I flagged after dawn because the 

weather got quite wet and breezy, and I let my energy 

levels slip by pushing on, rather than stopping to eat, 

in anticipation of a decent break with some shelter at 

the RW40 start. 

Peter Cusick met me at the start of the RW40, to run 

ten miles or so with me before returning to his car. It 

was lovely to see him and sit in his car and drink the 

milkshakes I’d left with him in my ‘drop bag’. Later in 

the morning, we neared Liddington Castle. "I've done 

11 miles now, I'm going to turn round and run back to 

my car; do you want to come back with me, or carry 

on?" Peter’s question was a siren song, luring me off 

my quest. I was 53 miles into the run, 29 miles from 

the finish, and I was trying to think up one good 

reason not to turn around with Peter. The weather 

was still rough and my reserves still decidedly 

depleted. In the end, I bade him farewell, gritted my 

teeth and carried on. I had many more moments like 

that throughout the day (basically at every 

checkpoint). 

Usually these type of events present you with a range 

of food at each checkpoint, whereas those on the 

RW40 mostly had just squash, so I struggled with low 

energy levels through most of it. It was cold and 

windy: 4 Celsius at one checkpoint according to 

someone's mini rucksack thermometer. No wonder I 

shivered every time I stopped for a minute to hand in 

my tally card. The checkpoint 12 miles from the finish 
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had tea and cakes, however, and the kind ladies there 

force-fed me for about 45 minutes (6-7 pieces of cake, 

3 cups of tea). As a result of my re-fuelling I finished 

the day strongly and in fairly high spirits. 

The EtA and Ridgeway runs reinforced the importance 

of staying fuelled. The EtA only took me 4 hours, and I 

was having a whale of a time, but it got more serious 

on the Ridgeway. Having insufficient clothing on this 

was a double whammy, as I didn’t want to stop to re-

fuel properly, lost energy and ran slower as a result, 

and therefore wasn’t that warm even when running 

and chilled as soon as I stopped. 

‘Less is more’ once more prevailed the week after the 

‘Ridgeway 82’. I had been planning to do the 33 mile 

Marlborough Downs Challenge, but ditched it in 

favour of the Cribyn Race, a 5.5 mile fell race in South 

Wales! I didn’t need another big mileage; far better to 

top up my hill legs and have a blast, which is exactly 

what I did. 

Two weeks after that, on the Whitsun weekend came 

the kill or cure zenith of my training, the LDWA Heart 

of Scotland 100 (HoS100). Obviously doing that kind of 

mileage a mere three weeks before the WHWR is a 

high risk. In fact my desire to do the it had almost 

nothing to do with my WHWR training plans; I simply 

couldn’t miss out on the chance to do a 100 mile 

circular route in the Highlands of Scotland that will 

never be done again (the LDWA have a ‘100’ in a 

different part of the UK every year and each is 

unique). I travelled up to do it with my neighbour, 

Sark Kenny, who first got me into ultra running in 

2006 when I accompanied him on some of his training 

for the 2007 Marathon des Sables. 

 
Schiehallion Mountain the lower slopes of which Jas traversed 

around mile 60 of the HoS100 

It actually turned out to be quite an odd event. 

Experienced participants told us afterwards that it was 

without doubt the hardest ever ‘100’. Some of the 

terrain we crossed had something of an ‘OMM’ feeling 

(mud and heather), although large parts of it followed 

paths and minor roads. A couple of sections were 

really beautiful and we were privileged to see an 

osprey early on. I thought it was a bit spoiled by 

finishing off with about 16 miles crossing an extensive 

forested area, on dirt a road that seemingly took 

forever to climb 1400 feet. One patch of forestry looks 

pretty much like another and each time it looked like 

we’d topped out another rise revealed itself. 

Each checkpoint on an LDWA 100 is provided by a 

different regional group and there is friendly rivalry 

between them over the quality (and quantity) of the 

refreshments. I’m pleased to say staying fuelled was 

never an issue! However, it was another event were 

staying warm was a challenge: I just about had enough 

kit to manage it, helped by good energy levels. 

My right shoe was a tad slack for the first 15 or so 

miles, which led to deep blister on the ball of my right 

foot, which already had a deep blister on the heel 

from the Cribyn Race! The left foot then suffered a lot 

of general swelling and grief because I was protecting 

my right foot, and both feet ended up really tender. I 

suffered more than I have in any other event, by a 

long way. Apart from my foot problems everything 

else was great: at the end, my toenails were intact and 

my legs felt fairly normal, and also my clothing and 

rucksack hardly rubbed at all, because I have ‘fine 

tuned’ the different elements over the years to 

achieve optimal fit and comfort. 

I competed HoS100, which was actually 104.44 miles, 

in 33 hours. 

Where does that leave me for the WHWR? 

There aren’t as many aid points along the route as the 

HoS100, so I’ll need the patience and discipline to 

stick to my planned food breaks. This should be 

straightforward unless the weather’s bad. Mark and 

Graham will obviously be key here: in fact many ultra 

‘support crews’ force their runner to eat as they 

become more tired and irrational and start to 

abandon their fuelling plan! 
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I will need to be careful with shoe choice and lacing, 

but the terrain shouldn’t be nearly as bad as the 

HoS100, which will actually make far more difference 

to my feet than the 9 fewer miles. My feet are a lot 

tougher than they were a few years ago, but there’re 

still pretty soft compared to an elite ultra runner’s. 

This is one part of me than may still be 

underprepared, but you really can’t condition them 

for that other than by doing long, rough ultras. My 

feet were almost normal after last year’s Ridgeway 

Challenge, so I’m hoping the ‘roughness’ of the 

WHWR will be nearer to this than to the HoS100! 

So here I am: strong legs (I think), nutrition and kit 

sorted, used to the sleep deprivation, but hoping my 

feet will hold out! I’ve just got to remember to enjoy 

myself. 

Jason Harrison 

A Jog Down Memory Lane via Red Square - 

Part 2 

In the first episode of this true story, I described the 

pressures that led me to commit to running my first 

26.2 miler - the 1988 Moscow International Peace 

Marathon - even though the distance has never 

appealed to me.  My training had been satisfactory; 

my travel arrangements had been a nightmare.  I 

arrived in Moscow 3 days before the race, during 

which everything that could go wrong did go wrong.  

The story continues. 

 
These Russian pilots are dead clever; they can land in the High 

Street. 

 

It was race day.  For the past 14 weeks I had been 

training for this day, making myself so tired and 

irritable that all other aspects of life were on hold.  So 

far my short visit to Moscow had been a string of 

disasters and it was only day 3 (of 4).  The travel agent 

had spun a web of deceit to con me out of one 

month’s disposable income.  They had not entered 

anyone for the race.  They had cut the 4 day trip short 

by half a day.  The tour party had been harassed by 

the KGB.  Yesterday when I set out to do my final 2 

miles before race-day, I got lost and ended up jogging 

for more than an hour.  What else could go wrong?  

You should never ask that question because, as in this 

story, it will be answered.  I only spent a short time at 

breakfast, not because of any marathon day diets but 

because there was very little on offer that seemed 

edible - it was a question of quality rather than style 

of cuisine.  It did not matter that much though, a dry 

roll and a cup of tea-like liquid was probably sensible 

enough. 

Whilst taking this fodder I was chatting to the other 

runners.  From further down the table I overheard a 

conversation about the bus taking us to the race, I 

could not hear the exact details but it was clear that 

the bus was existentially challenged.  My first reaction 

was anger at the tour operator but this feeling quickly 

turned to panic and then just as quickly, adrenaline 

kicked in and we all started concentrating on possible 

solutions.   

I rushed downstairs and begged the receptionist to 

order us some taxis as soon as possible.  When she 

said she couldn’t I automatically went into “Why the 

hell not?” mode.  In her excellent English she asked 

me to calm down and let her explain.  Apparently the 

taxis in Moscow were still controlled by a single 

organisation, presumably the city council, and they 

required 4 hours notice of booking.  Suddenly the cold 

war seemed completely justified.  However, this was 

not the fault of the Russians.   

I was one of forty or so Brits who had been swindled 

by a compatriot.  My enthusiasm to murder this man 

now melted away, replaced by despair.  After all the 

aggravation endured in the past 3 days none of us 

would even be present at the race in which we had 

travelled 700 miles to run.  I went back to the dining 

room to share this news only to find that the 7
th

 

Cavalry had already arrived to rescue us.  
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When I say “The 7
th

 Cavalry” it was actually the USA 

branch of World Runners, who had room on their bus 

and were happy to give us a lift.  “Who are these 

World Runners?” I hear you asking.  World Runners is 

an international charitable organisation that raises 

money for 3
rd

 World projects through running events.  

One reason you may not have heard of them is that 

World Runners UK wound up in 2001, on the grounds 

that its mission of ending World Hunger by the year 

2000 no longer seemed realistic.  The USA branch was 

involved in the organisation of this marathon, which 

was something of a showcase event for their 

organizational skills.  More about World Runners later.  

 
World Runners USA, doing their bit for detente 

The feeling of relief among my fellow scam victims 

was almost tangible as we squeezed onto the bus - at 

last we were going to the ball.  

The Race began at the Olympic Stadium, where in 

1980 politics had defeated sport, what with Margaret 

Thatcher and Ronald Reagan boycotting the Moscow 

Olympics.  This did not stop some of the more 

determined and better resourced British and 

American athletes from taking part, however, the 

quality of the games was severely diluted, the medals 

won: slightly devalued.  The USSR inevitably boycotted 

the subsequent LA Olympics with even greater effect, 

since Soviet athletes had no access to corporate 

sponsorship or much personal wealth.  Thus the Iron 

Lady and her friend, the B-movie actor managed to 

ruin 2 Olympiads with 1 decision.  In the absence of a 

Soviet contingent the Americans did extremely well on 

their home soil.  Perhaps Reagan wasn’t so thick after 

all. 

On this day there was not a hint of controversy, in fact 

a carnival atmosphere prevailed around the stadium 

entrance.  A disco was blaring out fairly authentic 

remakes of Western singles, but sung in Russian.  A 

military band was also entertaining the large crowd.  

The officials of World Runners USA were posing for 

photographs with their counterparts from the Mir 

Running Club (Mir, apparently means peace).  Bearing 

in mind that the cold war was far from over, it was a 

moving sight to see the Stars and Stripes and the 

Soviet flag held aloft next to each other, their bearers 

embracing.   

I saw a runner wearing what looked like an authentic 

USSR national team vest and I offered him my 

Chippenham Harriers vest for it, which he accepted. 

Either the Russian vest was a copy or else he 

recognised the enormous prestige attached to our 

club colours.  Thus I must confess that I wore a neutral 

vest for the most important race, hitherto, of my 

running career.  There was about another half hour to 

go before the start and I continued to enjoy the 

atmosphere.  Two hours earlier I had been wound up 

almost to breaking point, believing that I would not 

start this race but now I was more relaxed than I had 

ever been during the final minutes before a race.  This 

nice feeling was only briefly shaken when the 

dignitaries began making their speeches.  At first I 

paid no attention to the VIP’s dais as I hadn’t a clue 

what they were talking about but after five minutes of 

these speeches somebody started speaking in English 

with an American accent.  I looked up to the dais and 

recognized the Chair of World Runners USA.  He was 

complimenting Mir Running Club and the local 

authorities on their excellent organization, as well as 

iterating the noble intentions of the event; it was a 

peace marathon after all.  At this point in time I was 

quite sympathetic to his vision, having so recently 

experienced the milk of human kindness from his own 

organization (in contrast to the excrement of human 

greed, shown by the travel agent).  Then I saw 

something that brought the red mist back briefly.  

Standing almost next to Mr World Runners was a 

figure wearing – surely not, yes, it was a toga.  Mr 

World Runners gave him a brief acknowledgement, 

introducing him as Barry Whitmore, Managing 

Director of Sportsman’s Travel.  How I wished I had a 

high powered rifle at that moment!  But the feeling 

passed as I continued to concentrate on the task in 

hand.  To this day I do not know why he was wearing a 
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toga – I suppose some people don’t need a reason to 

act like a prat. 

The speeches ended and an announcement was made 

in Russian only but the meaning was clear; the mass of 

runners started moving towards a set of gates that 

controlled the flow to the start line.  “Ingenious, “ I 

thought, then it turned out to be even cleverer than I 

thought.  The gates were allocated blocks of race 

numbers to even out the flow through each gate, or 

so I thought.  The gates were opened one at a time.  I 

found the gate allocated to numbers 4000 to 5000 

and glanced down at my own number to double check 

that it was 4031.  My gate was still closed, as were 

most of the others.  By sheer chance the two gates 

that were open were marked for numbers that 

happened to be allocated to Soviet competitors.  I 

always wondered what was meant by “Getting on the 

Red start”.  In keeping with my luck so far, my gate 

opened last of all, so I would be starting from the back 

of a field of 10,000.  The feeling of despondency 

returned, though it was not a panic yet; I tried to keep 

it that way. Eventually my gate opened and I joined 

the queue, which moved through the gate fairly 

quickly but I knew I would be starting near the back of 

the grid.  When you have given up on achieving your 

goal because the gods have conspired against you, but 

you get offered a second chance, it makes you all the 

more determined – and all the more frustrated if 

those gods rally at the eleventh hour to have one last 

pee on you.  And so it was a very angry Brett that 

stood behind 10,000 runners, having a last minute 

stretch, feeling that what lay ahead would be more 

work than play, more pain than pleasure. 

At 1.00 pm the claxen sounded, the front half of the 

field started moving, we at the back stood poised to 

move – we stood and stood and stood.  It took me a 

moment to realize what was missing from this scene.  

In Western Europe the starting signal of a big race 

would be followed by the beeps of a thousand 

stopwatches being started together.  Here in the 

capital of the communist world I noticed that digital 

watches were not a compulsory item of running 

apparel as they are here.  In fact decent trainers 

weren’t compulsory either.  Looking around at the 

feet of my fellow competitors I was shocked by some 

of footwear that would be endured for 42 kilometers.  

The better off club-runners had the equivalent of 

Woolies trainers.  The chap behind me was wearing 

leather casual shoes.  I am still not sure whether he 

was better or worse off than the one in front, who 

was barefoot.  There was certainly no doubting the 

commitment of the Eastern European runners.   

 
Forty five minutes to the start and I’m looking like I’ve been 

‘Gokked’. 

At last we began moving – slowly shuffling at first, 

then the shuffle became a stroll, the stroll a jog.  The 

jogging continued past the 1km marker.  It was about 

five and a half minutes before I was running at my 

own comfortable pace but there was nothing 

comfortable about the feeling of being at least a 

minute over schedule.  I was panicking again.  Advice 

and experience tell us that we have to accept early 

delays in big races and that we should aim for an even 

pace.  In the relaxed comfort of your lounge or study it 

is easy to plan how you are going to run a race; you 

have all your mental faculties intact, including the 

knowledge that a steady pace is the best strategy for 

running marathons.  You also know that 26.2 miles 

give you plenty of time to make up for a delay at the 

outset that is measured in seconds.  When you are 

actually racing, logic and common sense are early 

casualties.  If you are like me, you tend to enter a kind 

of fight or flight mode, in which panic can take 

control, as it did on this occasion.  I knew I was behind 

schedule but there was nothing I could do about it for 

the time being because the traffic was still heavy.  The 

analytical part of the brain does not switch off entirely 

in these situations; I knew I had another 41 kilometers 

in which to make up one lousy minute but the 

adrenaline was saying “What if, what if”.  The traffic 

started to thin quite soon after the 1km marker and I 

set about trying to recover a minute in the next 

kilometer - stupid, I know, in fact I knew it then but I 
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could not stop myself: Mr Panic was working me like a 

puppet.   

This was not the London Marathon, where well 

wishers line the entire course four or five deep: a 

course that takes in a lot of fascinating buildings and 

landmarks.  Moscow is fascinating but not for the 

quality of its architecture.  The course of the Moscow 

Peace Marathon seemed to avoid anything of interest, 

instead it took us past blocks of flats that were mostly 

indistinguishable from one another and lacking in any 

ornamentation.  On the upside the course followed 

the Moscow River all the way so there was always a 

wide open space to one side.   

 
A typical public lavatory in the capital of the workers’ state. 

Apart from at the start area there were only scattered 

groups of spectators, of which hardly any were 

children, this being the period when the whole of 

Moscow’s youth was on Summer Camp.  At this early 

stage of the race I was still capable of wondering what 

kind of “Summer Camps” they really were, which was 

a welcome, if temporary distraction from panicking 

about my slow start.  By about 3k the panic had 

subsided and I was out of traffic, into a steady rhythm, 

and starting to relax a little.  I knew that concentration 

was needed to achieve my target time but 26.2 miles 

is a long journey on foot, so I tried to enjoy such 

scenery as there was along the Moscow River.  On the 

far bank I thought I recognised the British Embassy 

from the commentary Olga had given us en-route 

from airport to hotel.   

Around 5k the still steady stream of runners passed 

one of the many blocks of flats that housed this huge 

city.  Standing outside on the pavement, were a 

mother and small child, quite alone.  The boy must 

have been too young for Summer Camp or else he was 

throwing a sickie.  I have neglected to describe what I 

was wearing for this race.  On my feet I wore Reebok 

Paris racing flats: a very light shoe even by today’s 

standards.  As lightness is always bought at the 

expense of cushioning, I had fitted thicker insoles 

especially for this race.  They fitted the shoes poorly 

and made them tighter in the forefoot but I was 

trading off one kind of comfort for another.  My shorts 

were Union Jack, also specially purchased for this 

race.  In the 80’s this style was not considered quite so 

cheesy as it is today but it was nevertheless viewed as 

the sign of a taste by-pass.  I could not care less.  It 

was a novelty for the Russians and in any case, on this 

occasion I wanted people to know where I was from.  

Above the waist I was sporting my spare vest, bearing 

the name of Reebok Racing Club, having traded my 

Chippenham vest for a Russian one.  I flagged up my 

true allegiance by sporting a Chippenham Harriers 

baseball cap, at least I did up until now but it was 

loose and likely to take flight so I diverted a few steps 

to the left, removed my cap and placed it on the 

toddler’s head.  At first he was scared and tried to 

back away but a smile from his mother assured him 

that he was not being arrested for truancy, then his 

frowns turned to grins as I continued on my way.  

Whether or not he was subsequently arrested for 

wearing blue, we shall never know.  It is tempting to 

fantasize that the kid kept that hat until he was old 

enough for the Moscow Maffia and wears it to this 

day whenever he is breaking a debtor’s arms.  

A little further on another competitor noticed my 

Union Jack shorts and asked “English?”  “Da,” I replied 

though he seemed not to be Russian.  We exchanged 

handshakes and smiles, that’s all, yet in the political 

climate of the time I felt very touched, though not 

surprised.  I had always supposed that the enmity 

between East and West was invented and sustained 

by governments and that the people of the Eastern 

block were no more or less friendly, no more 

suspicious of Westerners than you or I are suspicious 

of each other.  I had supposed that all along but it felt 

wonderful to have it confirmed. 

After that the race was uneventful for me until the 

halfway point which appeared nearly one and a half 

minutes earlier than expected.  Remembering what a 

bad start I had experienced, it was clear that I had 

overcooked the first half of this race.  I was either 
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going to blow up badly or else finish well inside my 

target.  Given the quality of my recent luck I ruled out 

the latter.  So now I began the second half of the race 

feeling even more dispirited than I was at the start.  

Although I knew I had made a big mistake, I still  felt 

ok physically so I decided to carry on at what felt like a 

sustainable pace until my body protested - remember 

this was my first marathon so I had no experience to 

draw on.   

As I approached the 26k marker, I suddenly became 

conscious of a slowing down.  I wasn’t hurting and I 

had not slowed down an awful lot but I could not go 

any faster either.  This was a new feeling: one that I 

did not like.  It was clear now that I would not achieve 

2:50.  There was no point in giving up after having 

prepared so much and having gone half way.  I just 

wanted to see what could be salvaged - 3hrs would be 

nice.   I carried on for another 4k, then, again quite 

rapidly, I started to feel the strain - big time.  My 

calves, knees and quads were all hurting.  For the first 

time in my running career I made a conscious decision 

to slow to a walk but even that would not be enough. 

[The story continues with Part 3 in a future issue of 

the newsletter] 

Brett Ceazar 

The Dumb Post Dash 

Fancy a change of scenery on Thursday 22
nd

 July?  

Instead of the usual club run I hope you will join me at 

the Dumb Post Inn near Bremhill for a short (6.126Km) 

and very sociable race around some attractive 

countryside, finishing by crossing the valley of the 

River Marden.  The pub is a favourite of mine and has 

been used for at least one previous Chippenham 

Harriers event – does anyone remember the Treasure 

Hunt?  There is no entry fee, so don’t expect to win a 

Caribbean holiday, but certificates will be awarded for 

major placings in the usual age categories and there 

may be the odd prize of material value.   

I first staged this race in 1996 to celebrate my coming 

of age (Vet 40).  It went by the name of Brett the Vet’s 

4ish and was measured using a surveyor’s hand wheel, 

hence the ambitious statement of accuracy.  However, 

hand wheels bounce and, like other methods of 

measurement, are subject to the operator’s 

interpretation of the racing line, so be prepared for a 

few extra miles (only kidding).  On that occasion it was 

almost entirely a Bath affair, although other local 

clubs were invited.  For most of the race a head-to-

head was being fought out between John Woodhouse 

and Martyn Blackwell, who is Zina Marchant’s son-in-

law.  In the final slight ascent to the finish John found 

an extra gear, pulling 10 seconds clear to win in 20:52.  

His record survives still.  Third place went to B Ceazar 

in 22:11 - 46 seconds ahead of Jeremy Coward (I love 

saying that, Jeremy).  Kim Davison established the 

women’s course record of 24:51 which is also intact. 

 
Brett in his pre-Vet days! 

The only other running was in 2006.  This time almost 

all of the 34 competitors were from Chippenham 

Harriers.  So far as I can tell everyone enjoyed the 

night out and a few people asked when we would do 

it again.  So, by popular demand, I am staging it again 

in July and you are all invited.   

This version is called “The Dumb Post Dash”.  The race 

starts at 7.30 pm from the Dumb Post car park.  They 

don’t do hot food in the evenings but you could order 

a roll in advance - give me your orders.  Just one more 

thing: I may have understated the gradients slightly.  

More details on the advert below. 

Brett Ceazar 
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Congratulations to.. 

 Michelle and Chris Maxwell on the birth of 

Sophie Rose on the 24 May 2010. 6lb 11oz. 

 

 Bart Thomas on his recent wins at the Long 

Ashton 10k and Hogweed Trot 10k, with the 

times 36:49 and 34:58. 

 

 Richard Schofield on completing the Beaver 

Triathlon in 5:03:22, coming in 76
th

 overall and 

second in his age category. 

 

 Dave Jones on completing the Datmoor 

Discovery Ultra Run, of 32 miles, on Saturday 5
th

 

June in a time of 5:33:18. 

 

 Vicky White on her serious of recent wins, 

including the Roundway Chase in a time of 

45:07:00 

 

 
Vicky White collecting her first lady prize at the Roundway Chase 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For the diary 

Sunday 6
th

 June - Poole 10k 

(CC) 

Tuesday 8
th

 June - Heddington 

Relay  

Saturday 12
th

 June – Broad 

Town 5 

Sunday 13
th

 June - FOSMs 5 

Thursday 17
th

 June – AVR Mod Match 

Tuesday 22
nd

 June - Lacock Relays (CC) 

Saturday 26
th

 June - Cotsworld Relay 

Saturday 3
rd

 July – Golden Cap Challenge (CC) 

Tuesday 13
th

 July – Heddington Relay (CC) 

Wednesday 14
th

 July - River Run 

Thursday 22
nd

 July - The Dumb Post Dash 

Tuesday 27
th

 July – Lacock Relay (CC) 

Sunday 8
th

 August – Harriers Family Fun Day 

Tuesday 10
th

 August - Heddington Relay Handicap 

Saturday 14
th

 August - Elvis Night (Social Event) 

Sunday 15
th

 August – Castle Combe 10k 

Thursday 19
th

 August - Barbury Castle Track and Trail 

(CC) 

Sunday 22
nd

 August – Foxtrot 5 

Tuesday 24
th

 August - Lacock Relay Handicap 

Sunday 29
th

 August - Pewsey Vale Half Marathon 

Sunday 5
th

 September – White Horse Relay 

Sunday 5
th

 September – Bristol Half Marathon (CC) 

Sunday 12
th

 September – Chippenham Half Marathon  

Sunday 26
th

 September – Cirencester 10k (CC) 

Sunday 3
rd

 October (TBC) – Marshfield Mudlark (CC) 

Sunday 10
th

 October – Swindon Half Marathon (CC) 

CC- Club Championship Race 
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