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Pennine  FELL RUNNERS 

NEWSLETTER

----------------------------------------------------------------------

With the weather not being  great and the nights starting to draw in its not all doom and gloom.  Pennine runners have been out in force once again.  
English and British Championship Race 

Dufton Show Field 5miles / 1500ft

Ladies 

30th Katherine Harvey  3rd V50

53rd Lucy Harris 4th JL

Men 

64th Dave Ward 35.14

79th Dave Soles 36.26

103rd Leo Harvey 38.02   4th JM 

127th Richard Scottney 39.39

153rd Gus French 43.02

I was chatting to Richard Scottney about this race and he informed me that he had Leo in his sights at certain points on the course and was trying his hardest to catch the young up and coming speedster but eventually after much consideration had to concede that the 42 yes 42 year difference between him and Leo was just a bit to much. 

Well done to all.

Shelf Moor Race 7/9/08
Yet another local race I have yet to complete but plenty of Pennine attended. What with this going on and the Ben Race it looks like the whole of the club was spread far and wide.

Full Results can be found on the Glossopdale Harriers website.

Nick Craig had an excellent run and was placed 2nd just behind Dave Taylor. 

Just further behind but not much was Geoff Briggs in 9th spot with Dave Soles in 10th. 

Loads of others doing very well indeed

Muir Morton 

Steven Wyatt

Andy Howie

Dave Bowen

Mary Edgerton

Bill Goodwin

Neil Goldsmith

Elaine Rose

L Walshaw

Robert Taylor

Alexis Dinsmoor

A total of 14 runners which is an excellent turnout.

Full Results http://www.glossopdale.org.uk/
Ben Nevis Fell Race

7/9/08 4400ft 

There is something about this race that makes it special, very special. It has that big race feel about it, lots of tradition, lots of mystery and for many of the runners who enter it’s the highlight of the fellracing year. The shear toughness of the race makes it unforgiving on every runner’s body that enters it. Even Billy Bland complained about it taking him ages to recover from it.

This year the race incorporated the Sky Runners Buff series. In fact a free buff was given to everyone who entered.
We had, Richard Scottney, Gus French, Ron Rees, Andy Butler, Gary Corbett and myself all attempting to master the mountain. Each of us moaning about all the niggles that we currently have. I had counted at least 30 different problems between us as we collected our race card and summit tag. 

Richard made straight for Bland’s van and purchased a new set of Walsh PBs then headed off to the river to wet them and bed them in. Gus was setting a trend by gaffer taping his waterproof top around his waist. This I am told was to streamline it and make him faster on the descent. 

Gary and Ron the veterans where taking it all in there stride whilst Andy Butler and myself hovered around nervously waiting for the pipe band to signal the walk to the start.
Everyone seemed to have a cracking race. I was trying to chase down the purple descender Mr Ward and was going rather well until the last shortcut then bang, suddenly I was in mid air doing a somersault. Ouch !!!. 

I hobbled back to the finish and headed straight for the Red Cross tent to be patched up.

Amanda mentioned to me that she counted us all out and counted us all back. She said it’s the only race she ever worries about the runners coming back safely.

Anyway all in one piece we head for the Tea and Cake stall then mull around each telling our own story and having a bit of post Ben banter.

An hour passed by and we all departed back to the campsite for a shower and change.

We headed off to the local Balti house for the post race meal. Gus demolishing a Vindaloo and me taking the softer Madras option. 

Everyone else I think had softer versions but all seemed happy. The beer was below par but we where past caring at that point. A twenty pence tip was duly left on the table and we made our way over to the presentation at the Glen Nevis Centre. 

Many trophies got handed out to everyone from best local to best fireman. 

We picked our race certificates up and dashed over to the campsite then walked to the Glen Nevis Restaurant for a couple of pints of better ale. Ron being greedy and having four on the account that he had done the driving earlier.

Morning broke quickly and we said goodbye to Andy and Sam who had to dash off. The rest of us hit the Polish buttie van. It seemed every configuration of sandwich could be had but all came to £2.80 or TWEEEUTY  as Gus said in Polish.

We then bid farewell to Gary and his lad then proceeded up to the head of the valley to stretch our tired and weary legs for an hour along the gorge. Gus and myself trying out the wire rope crossing ( see pics).

All too soon we where heading home and after eight and a half hours we landed back at base camp.

It’s a long way but a cracking weekend.

Full Results  http://www.bennevisrace.co.uk/html/entry_details.html
Pictures at Borrowdale Fellrunners website.

Lantern Pike Fell Race and Sheepydog Trials
No report from anyone and I was at the Three Shires race but I am told it was a cracking day out and a massive turnout from Pennine.

Full Results here

Well done to all the juniors.

 http://www.cs.man.ac.uk/~temples/hc/
Alan Brentnall writes about the trip to Ireland
MOURNE PEAKS RACE

… where the Dark Mourne sweeps down to the sea ...

Once a year, on the nearest weekend to April Fool’s Day, a large group of the finest fell runners in these islands (and a few Pennine runners too!!) meet on the east coast of County Down to take part in the Irish contribution to the British Fell Running Championship. The route of the race changes each year, sometimes long, sometimes medium and sometimes short; but, whatever the length, it is always a quality race, packing more ascent and rough-stuff per mile than you would either expect or deserve. And nobody but nobody ever argues about whether these races are A category or not!!

All these races take place in the Mourne Mountains, which most people will have heard of, not least from the words of Percy French’s 1890 song, itself more a commentary on the fleshpots of London than the Mournes. But few people who set eyes on these hills for the first time can fail to be impressed by the way they rear up straight out of the sea as a huge, towering mountain mass, and how closer acquaintance reveals the sheer quantity of granite which gives them their rough and craggy character.

The short race is Slieve Bearnagh which takes an amazing line around three (yes three!) mountains – Meelbeg, Slieve Bearnagh and Meelmore – all in under 6 miles. This is (almost certainly) the British Championship race which will happen in April 2009, and, if you are into collecting fell race gems, make a note in your diary now.

The medium race (Donard-Commedagh) starts at sea level behind the busy resort of Newcastle and climbs the rough slopes of the highest mountain in Northern Ireland, Slieve Donard. It then turns along the substantial Mourne Wall, and plunges down into a deep col, ascends the steep neighbouring mountain of Slieve Commedagh before descending back down across bog and through forests to sea level again.

The long race of the trio used to be the Spelga Skyline (an energy-sapping marathon around a whole host of rough, heathery mountains in the central Mournes), but, this year, the lads and lassies from the “Six Counties” came up with a brand new race. Starting at the end of the mountain track above Meelmore Lodge (a handy campsite, cafe, bunkhouse and carpark), the race covers an incredible circuit of no less than eleven steep, rough mountains which circle the Ben Crom Dam, climbing six and a half thousand feet in a mere twelve miles without crossing one single piece of tarmac on the whole route.

Two hundred (or so) runners met on the bog below Meelmore Mountain and socialised, renewed friendships, stretched, warmed up and generally got themselves ready for this new, unknown race over countryside which they knew would be rough and unforgiving. The forecast was for sunny intervals and cold wintry showers, with a very strong northerly wind – all of which was reflected in the many windproofs, tights and thermals which were worn by the runners at the start.

Pennine had a good turnout this year with Gus, Andy, John, Muir, Will, Ron, Richard, George, Alison, Lucy and yours truly making a fine team. After a short talk from the organiser about safety, cut-offs and route matters, the race started and, with the only uphill track leading to a dead-end quarry part-way up the mountain, 200 runners seemed to create 200 route choices as the entire field fanned across the west face of Meelmore, each trying enthusiastically to gain advantage from the bog, heather and rough granite slabs.

As the top was gained, the northerly wind made itself felt, buffeting the runners and the marshals alike. Cresting the summit set the pattern for the rest of the race, for no sooner had you reached the marshal than you were haring off down a steep, heathery hillside, eyes streaming, hoping your feet would (in Ron Fawcett’s memorable words) “do their stuff”.

At the summit of Meelmore, we met the Mourne Wall – completed in 1922, this tremendous wall goes right around the Silent Valley Reservoir catchment as a 22 mile tribute to the Ulster men who built it as a form of unemployment relief. We followed this massive granite structure over Meelbeg, Slieve Loughshannagh and Carn. On Carn we could easily see the faster runners running down the other side of the wall – giving the lie to the pre-race kiddology (on the NIMRA website) which suggested that we might prefer to lose and regain several hundred feet between Carn and Doan – “I should coco,” said the map studiers.

Doan (and doan ask me how it’s pronounced) is a smaller peak than most on the course, but what it lacks in stature it makes up in rock scenery, with a good scrambly summit, and even a very dodgy-looking 4B slab on the descent – I can still feel the skitter of my thumb compass on granite, setting my teeth on edge. Doan is followed by a rough, boggy descent through heather to the Ben Crom River, followed by a wild boulder, peat and heather traverse round a spur to the Ben Crom Dam itself – a notional half-way point, and a brief flat respite from the rough terrain of the rest of the race route.

We all anticipated that the climb from the dam up to Lamagan would be the crux climb of the  whole race – it was certainly big enough! It climbs steeply from the dam wall up through boulders to a broad col between Binnean and Lamagan, and then continues up and up and up to the summit of Lamagan itself. This was where we realised that we had turned to face the full force of the bitterly cold northerly wind, against which we tried to run as best we could – considering the ground already covered, I don’t think we did too badly.

As ever, Lamagan was followed by a very steep descent into the next col, and it was during this descent that I had my only major tumble on the race – falling with my left shin cracked between two rough granite boulders. The next half mile was slower and more painful (until the endorphines kicked in - it's a Zen thing, after all!) and I didn’t manage to get running again until the summit of Cove. From here the summit of Slieve Beg is avoided on the West by a nice little trod, and the col before Commedagh is reached.

As I said, “We all anticipated that the climb from the dam up to Lamagan would be the crux climb of the whole race.” – but we were wrong. The smaller, but much, much steeper wall of grass leading from the col up to Commedagh summit was for many soul-destroying. One by one , we inched our way up, calves ballooning with the strain. Sheltered from the north wind by the mountain, we boiled in the sun and nurtured futile dreams of ice cold Guinness in the bar at O’Hares.

But the summit was there, and, inevitably, we all made it, to be greeted with a roar of abusive encouragement from Tish McCann and the marshals. Shouts of “it’s all downhill  from here” were taken with a pinch of salt – we all knew that we still had Slievenaglogh and Luke’s Mountain to traverse.

But it certainly was downhill to the first col – steeper (if that’s possible) than the ascent, and, with an eye-watering gale to try and put your tired legs off, it wasn’t too easy either. We were back with the Mourne Wall again, having crossed it at the summit of Slieve Commedagh, and I only left it briefly (on the advice of a friendly local dog man) to cut a corner at the start of the (relatively) gentle rise to Slevenaglogh.

The summit came – well almost; the nice marshal allowed us to cut the corner slightly once he’d taken our number (in the case of both Comedagh and Na Glogh, the actual summit isn’t used as a checkpoint as this would make the race very awkward, because of the crossings of the Mourne Wall).

The descent to Luke’s Mountain (the wee mon of the race) is as rough as any of the route. Bog, tussocks, heather, boulders – you name it – everything except a path. You do get to cross one in the col, but only momentarily, before ascending the small eminence of Luke’s itself – a rounded hill, graced with a couple of ponds, and a matching couple of marshals.

From here, the run in is still hard work (and there is still some uphill) as you cross rough ground, with the extra entertainment of gorse bushes (ouch!!), to the Trassey Track – a quarry road heading back up towards Hare's Gap and the Mourne Wall. From the track, a couple of stream crossings and a bog follow.

The bog, ah yes … the bog is worthy of mention, as it was this final obstacle that thwarted the leader of the race, Jethro Lennox, so close to taking the trophy: he stumbled deeply into the bog and, before he could extract himself, Rob Hope sped around the mire to steal first place from right under Jethro's nose. [This tale became embellished more and more throughout the day until, mid-evening, when the story had Hope crossing the bog by running straight over the prostrate body of the unfortunate Lennox.]

And there you have it. It was a hell of a race – a good one to finish. Great performances from the Pennine visitors (Lucy 1st U23, Will 1st M23, 12th team and 8th vet team), beautiful views, hard climbs and very little chance of easily dropping out once started. I’d certainly do it again, but, there again, I think all the Mourne Races are fantasic.

And, as for the post-race craic ... you’ll just have to ask Richard, John, Gus, Ron and Andy (if they can remember!!).

See you next year ... at Slieve Bearnagh.

You remember young Peter O’Laughlin, of course?
Well, now he is here at the head of the force.
I met him today while crossing the Strand,
And he stopped the whole street with one wave of his hand!
And as we stood talking of days that are gone,
The whole population of London looked on!
But for all his great powers, he’s wishful like me
To be back where the dark Mourne sweeps down to the sea. 
Thanks Alan

Rab Mountain Marathon

Dark & White Events

Back o Skiddaw 27/9/08

http://www.darkandwhite.co.uk/results-cross-country-fell-races.asp
After having a rough time at the Three Shires, Toby bounced back instantly and took 2nd spot overall in the MM.

1st place on Day1

4th place on Day 2

Well done Toby 

Nice one 
Three Shires Fell Race 

With doubt setting in prior to this race actually being able to go ahead due to the bad rain and problems with parking it was with great relief that a new parking place was found and the race could actually take place.

With a car share arranged from Hayfield consisting of Myself, Mr. Soles, Mr. Joddrell, and Mr. Briggs and a rendezvous with Toby on the way it was all very much organized and in no way a representation of how fell runners should organize themselves. 

Anyway the last person to walk past the Royal to Geoff’s car was typically Dave Soles. I mean he had a long way to come as Geoff put it. Complete with what looked like a folder of schoolwork to be marked he climbed into the car and we duly set sail.

We met Toby and  arrived at the car park which was some kind of old quarry and was a magnificent setting. Deep pools and Rock faces a plenty. Blands van removed £10 from John Joddrell. A bite to eat for everyone and off we plodded to the Three Shires Inn to register.  The place was packed and although I had never done this race before it quickly dawned on me that it was very popular race indeed.

All was going well and Geoff had even managed to make us some maps (colored ones even). Nothing could stop us now but Selwyn suggested that cloud was to be expected on the tops. OMG I thought, no recce, no idea of the route, im in trouble.  I turned to John and he suggested I would be be better guessing the route rather than ask him. Geoff and Dave Ward would be no use as I would have to try and keep up with them first, so I asked Dave Soles what do you reckon?.  Err Daz ive done it before but that means nothing. What followed was a frantic scribbling of bearings and ideas that we should use and follow. This I took it as Dave’s way of saying we have no idea.

So a race plan was needed

Geoff seemed very confident and I thought if I can get to Wetherlam with him I would be okay. So race start and I am right behind Geoff, but not for long, I mean he shot off like a rocket, out of my grasp out of reach, I was in no mans land but as the Fjord approached he took the high line and that held him up which enabled me to get right behind him again.  A long steady plod then onto the climb. This was agony and I knew from previous climbs that Dave Soles would go strong so I put everything into the start of the climb hoping that I could stick with either Geoff or Dave at the top.

Sure enough I gained about 20meters on them but it lasted only until about three quarters the way up the climb. First Dave then Geoff past me and it was a great battle. Finally Geoff pulling away at the top leaving myself and Dave to battle it out. 

Geoff then used his ace card. As Dave said to me he did it on purpose. I mean he actually left us on our own at Swirl Hause in the clag. We slowed down, lost like a pair of modern day Robinson Crusoe’s. We carried on nice and steady with Dave looking all confident actually running with the compass in his hand looking all orienteer like. Five minutes later he muttered I am positive this is right Daz but a vest in front would be nice. 

Finally we broke through the clag. Geoff was now a mile in front with us two virtually together, the other Pennine contingent spread slightly further behind battling through the elements.  On and on we plodded. Arriving at the three shires stone and there was nothing between myself and Dave.  I remember trudging up the final climb and slipping on a dead sheep. It looks like I feel I thought !!.

I finally managed to pull away from Dave but without him pulling me up the first climb I would not have got that far so thanks for that.

By the time I collapsed over the line Geoff had already got that smile on his face that only comes once you have stopped, drank and recovered for about five minutes after completing the race. 

Dave coming in soon after followed by the rest. Muir , John and George all having a good run also.

Dave Ward 2.14.26

Geoff Briggs 2.15.40

Darren Holloway 2.20.44

Dave Soles 2.22.55

Muir Morten 2.32.50

John Joddrell 2.50.06

George Scott 3.05.32

Toby , decided to head over to Grey Friar ( unlucky Toby we have all been there)

A yellow three shires race mug for everyone and a nice pint in the pub after. At this point I had to take charge. The Pennine runners where getting carried away. John was on his third pint and Dave was becoming restless so I rounded them all up and we headed back to Geoff’s car. The journey back south was full of banter but not quite as delightful as the conversation in the morning on the way to the race.

In two hours we went from race bearings through to thoughts on male masseurs, oil or no oil whilst having a massage, more thoughts on massage, best ever massage, worst massage, most costly massage, best looking masseur finally arriving at the car park talking about cake.  And once you get Geoff talking about cake it goes on forever. He managed to devour John Joddrell’s free amazing samples of flapjack and brownie after the race. 

Also John had carried all the way a 10inch diameter cake to the race . Geoff also munched most of that and declared he was now full and that we could now head home.

Well that was the Three Shires Race 

Everyone should do this classic at least once.

Daz 

Scafell Pike Fell Race 
Damm Steep
There never seems to be a big turnout for this cracking event, Its location being a problem but probably a good thing as Wasdale already sees far to many visitors already. The main culprits being the three peak challenge fraternity.

Anyway a foursome of Pennine runners did make the journey and I may be wrong but some if not all of them completing the three big ones for the year.

Andy Butler led home on the slightly longer course than previous years coming home in 19th position with a good time of 1hr 18mins 18secs.

Close on his heels was Richard Scottney at 24th with a time of 1hr20mins 13secs.

Not a lot between Ron and Gus either. Ron getting 34th place with a time of 1hr23mins 02secs and Gus just after in 41st with 1hr25mins 08secs

All good times when you think the average good walker takes about 5 hours to do the same route in. Just goes to show how fast some of our ( ahem, cough, splutter haha ageing runners are ) 

Well done guys.

WELL DONE LUCY 
Some great performances by Lucy Harris ensured that she has become Under 23 British Fellrunning Champion.

Im sure you will all agree a magnificent achievement 

Fantastic Lucy.

http://www.fellrunner.org.uk/results/champs08/bri/BrtU23Womens.htm
In fact its better than fantastic I think everyone should by her a drink in the Royal.

Cmon get yer money out she deserves it.

Other notable performances where

Alison Brentnall 7th o50

Katherine Harvey 14th 040

Well done ladies ,  Cmon lads pull your fingers out
I feel faint ??????
http://uk.youtube.com/watch?v=we9_CdNPuJg
Maybe Richard Scottney could get some for his field

Padfield Plum Scamper Race 

Results thanks to Steve

http://www.cs.man.ac.uk/temples-bin/hc.pl?a=list&d=hc&f=padfield-scamper-2008
http://www.cs.man.ac.uk/~temples/hc/padfield-junior-2008.html
A good run by Alan Kirk 2nd place.

Thieveley Pike Fell Race
http://www.clayton-le-moors-harriers.co.uk/uploads/Results/2008/Thieveley_Pike_2008_Results.pdf
A nice run by Helen Alison to take 2nd lady on the day.

Well done Helen
WINDGATHER FELL RACE 
GOYT VALLEY

I have ran this one before and last year thought id done well but then I looked at Lloyd’s time and shook my head in disbelief !!!!!!!!.
Anyway back for another go. Wanted to do Langdale but family commitments would not allow.

Incidentally I have yet to even start any of my Bob Graham jobs and my brownie point total is a bit like the current economic climate.

But id wangled it so standing on the start line I was ready along with quite a few of the Pennine brave.

It always surprises me that the entry form states 2500ft. It cannot be right , its not right im sure. That pull up to Shining Tor is that alone or seems it.

Bang we are away , the usual suspects around me with new guy Rob Murray flying away into the horizon. He certainly led the way for Pennine with a fantastic run. Rob will be a good asset for us. Welcome aboard Rob.
Oh back to the race. Well a dash to the first water station and I am hanging on but manage to grab a bottle of water and run all the way up to the woods. Its hot , unusually warm and my vest has long been stripped off. After a missed turn and a shout of “ You have gone the bloody wrong way” Thanks Ron Fawcett I finally hit Windgather Rocks. 

Along the ridgy bit as I call it and start to head for Shining Tor. John Jodrell shouts some encouragement and offers water as does Dave Bowen then finally Andy Howie. All seem to be using the excuse of injuries as the source of not taking part.  I believe you guys as I pass them.

Down the spongy track after Shining Tor and its head home time or “ Toe down and head for the boat” as my Dad used to say. But it’s a long trudge back. I have a Dark Peaker by my side. A seasoned veteran who ive come across before. We help each other up the final climb but he starts to pull away near the finish as we descend back down the fields

Ah well maybe next time. I fly down the final furlong and Dark Peaker man is just finishing a few seconds in front . 

Exhausted but glad to have done it as the views of the Goyt Valley was amazing.

Well done to 

Rob Murray

Dan Riley

Richard ( I race every weekend ) Scottney

Jim Trueman

Gus French 

Mary Edgerton

Helen Alison

Davis Bradshaw

Alexis Dinsmoor

A great turnout.

Full results here    http://www.fellraces.co.uk/
Its local, brilliant organization, good prizes, well marshaled and water stations en route. 

Ideal for a first longish not too rough fell race.

Mr organized 
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2 minutes before the Three Shires start and he is sneakily getting his bearings out his bag.
Note the fine physique of the fine athlete. Leaving nothing to chance.

This is typical of the elite runner in our sport.
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A more serious note 
This old tree that I’ve ran past hundreds of times over the years has been set alight and vandalized.

Shocking I know and it makes me wonder which way we are heading.

Andy Butler’s wife Jane showed me some pictures of a similair tree that she had taken a photo of that had suffered the same fate. 

I just hope It doesn’t become a fad thing for the mindless yobs that carry out this destructive act against nature.
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Anyway couldn’t leave it on a sad note 

Here is one of number 56 at the Anniversay Waltz in full flight and trying to practice karate stance whilst descending.

This is what happens when he can smell the cake tent 

