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EDITORIAL
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A Watching Brief

Climbing Gable with the leaders on the Borrowdale was a novel
experience. 1'm sure Billy Bland went up there a lot faster in the
mists of three and four years ago. Then again, I hadn't been over
Glaramara, Allen Crags and Scafell...I was fell race watching.

Now the Borrowdale is not a race to be taken lightly and I'd
been training hard for it. In May I warmed up with some
photography on the Trunce (pl4), moving in early July to sun-
bathing by the finish of Hathersage. Nearer the big day things got
more intensive. I sat atop Moel Siabod on the hottest day of the
year as Colin Donnelly, who must have found a good thermal, rose
towards me with 100 others trailing in his wake. Finally, after a
race week warm up under an umbrella at Bradwell, there I was on
the slopes of Gable in the mist and rain.

On the evidence of the Borrowdale/Latrigg weekend it's quite
a popular sport among Dark Peak (DPFW?). At Sty Head was Clan
Wilson and Family Armistead, the Worsells were making a lightning
tour of most of the course whilst Pete Dyke had ventured, like us,
to the lofty heights of Gable summit. The cloud may have left a
visibility of 20m but the view was none-~the-less revealing...

Despite the surrounding dampness, the early stages had been
warm and humid. By Gable, dehydration had set in for a number of
competitors. The majority enquired, politely, on the possibility
of water. I would have done so myself, but some seemed indignant
that there wasn't a feeding station there! The few DPFRs were
generally in good condition either carrying a small supply or
having planned to have water available. They were also noticeable
for either turning instinctively right on the summit or pausing
for a moment to consult a compass. Many others fell into two
categories: a)"Excuse me, can you tell me which way to go?" and
b) those who obviously thought that if there wasn't a Nike arrow or
coloured tape then they went straight on (at least 15 that I saw
fell into this category...and for all I know fell into Wasdale).

The crowning moment was yet to come. I picked my way slowly
down to Windy Gap, trying to stay off the main line to avoid the
bodies hurtling down behind. Now it seems that many runners assume
that walkers must be in the middle of the path and are drawn
towards them. Approaching the left kink into the Gap I kept well
right, the runners left. However one group battling for 150ish
place, saw me and held a straight course. They weren't altering it
for anyone so I dodged and they descended...missing the Gap
completely. It's said that a chuckling could be heard as a bearded
figure plodded up Green Gable with a grin on his face.

You may draw your own conclusions., A view of a typical race
or a sign of things to come ? Neither, I hope.

Mike Pedley
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NEWS AND COMING EVENTS
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CLUB RUNS

Summer <club runs have been a delight to many in the cool
clear evenings after the hot sunny days, the 'alternative' venues
proving successful again. Yet despite the wonderful summer there
was at least one epic. It was midsummer and the National Park had
just held a meeting to consider closing the moors. Up went the
fire warning signs...down came the rains to drench a hardy bunch
who ventured forth from Yorkshire Bridge.

With the onset of Autumn, club runs return to the Sportsman.
Wednesday runs leave at 6:30 prompt, usually with road and fell
alternatives:

On the roads...

Last Winter it got quite hairy with at 1least one member
receiving a glancing blow from a fast moving car. PLEASE wear
something 1light, perhaps the summer vests will have a winter use
too, worn over a Helly. Similar distance runs to summer evenings
but they are usually over a little quicker (e.g. 1lh 20m).

While Shepherds Watched Their Flocks...

-..By night, a small group of fell runners strapped torches
to their heads and did their best to outwit them. Ducking and
weaving past barbed wire, impolite notices, carelessly placed
turkey farms (!) and the occasional electric fence, they proved
that the National Farmers Union is no match for a well read map
and a stout heart.

Next time you're sprinting up Long Line, pause for a moment.
Analyse your integrity...fell runner or luminous poseur. Instead
of battering hell out of your 'Nike Airsoles' you could be
battering around the Peak District with the 'Night Arseholes'!

Seriously folks, the attractions are legion. Too many to
list comprehensively here but they include:

- bull-nosed headers (!?),

badgers, owls and foxes,

- impromptu electric shocks (helps you to keep warm),

- stone circles that don't exist,

- hip flasks (surcharge for meths drinkers},

- 2000 year old trees (Twaddle with a Twat to the Mesolithic

Era - guided tours to archaeological sites - personal tours
arranged, contact Colin Hughes),



- frost-bite of the extremities (see the '10 year' bookl)
- spiritual fulfilment (we know where magic mushrooms grow!)
- theological discussion and the most incredible thirst

you'll ever work up!

DO IT! Night running with Dark Peak - Headtorches and Happiness.
6:30pm from the Sportsman, every Wednesday, October to March. New
members more than welcome.

DH, JF & CH
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RACES

DPFR club events

Sat. 11 Nov. Club championships -~ Edale village, 10:30
Sun. 25 Nov. Cutthroat Relay - Cutthroat Bridge 10:30
Sun. 26 Nov. Wart's Revenge - Ox Stones lay-by, Ringinglow 10:30

Sun. 17 Dec. Crookstone Crashout - Rowlee Bridge, Snake, 11:00

Local (ish) Races

sun., 15 Oct. Meltham Cop 7m/900" 11:30am (£1.50)
Sun. 12 Nov. Roaches 14m/3600' 11:30am (£2)
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DPFR CLUB CHAMPIONSHIPS AND HANDICAP 1989

Saturday 11th November 1989

Start : Barn (or up the field from it), Nags Head, Edale.
Checkpoint 1: Grindslow (large) pond, 111862 on Grindslow Knoll.
Checkpoint 2: Crowden Brook, path/stream junction at 102863,
Checkpoint 3: Blackden Brook, broken wall/ Dean Hill at 129889.

Finish;: Nags Head (as usual),

NB. Only PAID UP club members may run
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DPFR ANNUAL DINNER

Date: Saturday 11th November
Time: 7:30 for 8:00pm
* NEW Venue: RISING SUN, Hope Valley

(A629, 1 mile East of Hope)

Further details about this event are given on a separate
sheet accompanying this newsletter. Please fill it in and return
to Jeff Harrison if you wish to go. Having been forced to move
from the Anglers Rest (they no longer cater for large groups) Jeff
has arranged a very good deal with another Hope Valley
establishment. THE social event of the DPFR year. Don't miss it!
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BEWARE OF GROUSE SHOOTING

August 23rd. According to the list published by the Peak
National Park there is no shooting scheduled for today so a good
day for a long, solo, Karrimor training run with plenty of off
path navigation. Unfortunately, what the list does not mention is
that most shoots are no longer announced on the list. Apparently
this 1is to avoid giving advance warning to saboteur groups.
Happily, Trish arrived over the moor at the butts at the head of
Oyster Clough after the guns had stopped shooting in her direction
and was able to take avoiding action after advice from the
'picker-up’'.

The message from the National Park Office was very clear.
There 1is no legal obligation to give advance warning of a shoot
and the shooting list is now of very limited value. After the 12th
of August its a case of keeping your ears open, your head down and
not. wearing a Dark Peak woolly hat in case it gets mistaken for a
grouse!

Pete Kohn
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FRA MEMBERSHIP

Fell  Runners Association membership enquiries and renewals
should be sent to:

Pete BRland Sports
34A Kirkland,
Kendal,

Cumbria.
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DID YOU KNOW...

Scraperlow Hall was recently sold for £265,000. The new owner
is Mr. Hopton-Scott, the Managing Director of Wilson's Snuff Milt,
the owner of which is Jeremy Archdale.

Jim Fulton
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DPFR MEMBERSHIP AMENDMENTS

Changes of Address

Rick Ansell, Brittania, R.Dr.Timoteo 752, Moinhos de Vento,
CEP:90460, Porto Alegre, R.S. BRAZIL.

Kath De Mengel, Lane End Cottage, Hill Top Road, Dungworth,
Sheffield. S6 6GW Tel. 345275

Bob Toogood, Lane End Cottage, Hill Top Road, Dungworth,
Sheffield. S6 6GW

Tim Tett 68 Roebuck Road, Sheffield. Tel. 667922
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LETTER
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Dear Mike,

Looking through the really excellent DP Newsletter (Summer
edition) I turn to page 35 to see that (yet again) I have missed
the copy deadline. It had been my intention to assemble news of
the activities of the "Southern Belles" (as we used to be called)
but maybe next time.

Incidently it is interesting to note that Cheltenham is North
of Watford on a straight projection,

Perhaps you would like to let it be known that, if space
permits, news of the activities of the Cheltenham and Cotswold
chapter of DPFR (Robinson, Dennish, Thomas, Hagley, Greaves et.
al.) will appear eventually.

I shall now prime myself for the club championships and work
out my strategy for survivall

Yours,
Frank Thomas
(Yes you did miss the copy deadline but it's amazing what a bit of
praise can do. Anyway, you've committed yourself in print now, so

I'11 look forward to your forthcoming article! Ed)
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BODGER CASHES IN AT DOLLAR HILL

After a reasonable absence, Bodger has once more been active
on the fells, returning with a vengeance at Dollar Hill (near
Stirling). Those of you with long memories may recall his glorious
exploits at Pendle and Blisco, but this one surpasses them all. As
Bodger himself commented "this was my finest hour".

The theme of time ran central to his performance. After a
classic preparation of an 80 mph car chase across the Forth Road
Bridge and through the back-roads of Fife, he arrived at the race
venue with, in his own words, "loadsatime™. 15 minutes later he
was away up the hill for a look at the course. He passed a couple
of young marshals, looking bored. Not surprising, he thought, as
the race doesn't start for another half an hour. A little higher
up he turned round to admire the view. 1In the assembly area below
he could hear the announcer's voice over the loudspeaker, the gala
was in full flow and the welly wanging was about to begin. "The
competitors are under starter's orders”, he heard the voice say.
Funny words for a welly wanging match, Bodger thought, but this is
Scotland, and he set off up the hill once more. "And they're
off...as the hill race gets under way the runners will be...", the
rest of the announcer's words were lost on Bodger on whom the
truth had suddenly dawned...

The rest of Saturday was lost apart from an appropriate visit
to the nearby Castle Gloume and the Burn of Sorrow. Sunday at
least presented a chance for Bodger to redeem himself but it
wasn't to be that easy.

A desperate search through the Scottish Hill Race Calendar
had turned up the Lomonds of Fife race, scheduled, as Bodger
checked and rechecked, for 2:15pm. Not wanting to be caught out
this time, he arrived with over an hour to spare. The race starts,
as he soon discovered, from a tent in a field in the middle of
nowhere. At 2:00pm about 40 others had also turned up in said
field and looked vaguely like they fancied a bit of a run sometime
that afternoon. Bodger had already completed his warm-up and was
in his shorts and vest loitering near the start line in case one
of the assembled throng turned out to be the starter. Mind you, no
one was yet entered but stranger things have happened. He wasn't
going to take any chances...

At about 2:05 a car drove up. By common consensus it was
agreed that the man in it was the organiser, though for several
minutes after he emerged from the car there was no confirmation of
this. Bodger shadowed him, watching for any sudden rush to start
the race. At 2:10 there was a sudden rush, but only to enter.
Bodger was trampled 1in the rush despite his preparation. He
received no. 13, "nae problem for a Sassenach" was a rough
translation of the organisers cheery comment. Hastily the number
was pinned on and Bodger resumed his vigil by the start line.



"Sorry for the delay, folks" was the unflustered announcement
by the organiser as he postponed the start by "a wee while".
Bodger failed to program his digital watch to warn him of a wee
while's passing so he spent the next 15 minutes keeping warm by
running in small circles around the start line, with one eye on
the organiser. Suddenly, they were almost ready. Bodger grimaced
as the organiser announced that the race would start "once yon
marshals are oot on the top". He strained his eyes for a glimpse
of the wayward marshals on the hillside.

"OK, ye might as well gae...” Bodger's start was as fast as
Ben Johnson's but perfectly legal. His only stimulant was
frustration, which proved to be a powerful force. In the ensuing
63 minutes he managed to retrieve something from the weekend,
winning the race, breaking the record and getting caught out on an
electric fence 1in the process...of course the organiser hadn't
taken any precautions...
Anon
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FELL RUNNING FATIGUE
A close scrutiny of the British and English Championship programme

Introduction

Chronic fatiqgue 1is a state experienced by the majority of
fell runners at some time. However, its recognition through the
symptoms which accompany this condition,is not always easy. In
addition, because human nature tends to be perverse, the state of
chronic fatigue is often not accepted even when it is recognised.
Most runners are familiar with the response of the body to heavy
exercise (fell running falls into this category no matter how
slowly you go). Under these conditions, heart rate and breathing
frequency increase. Various muscles, especially in the calves and
back when ascending and the thighs when descending, ache. These
acute changes occur during conditioning and racing, -and our
ability to handle them improves if they are repeated continuously,
from day to day, week to week and so on. However, 1if they are
repeated too often or at too great an intensity chronic fatique
will be just around the corner. Once this state has arrived it may
take many weeks or months to recover and run at a level which
reflects ones true potential. This article presents evidence that
the Championship Programmes proposed by the FRA can lead to
chronic fatigue and may need to be revised in the future.

Chronic Fatigue and its Symptoms

Chronic fatigue 1is caused by either over training or over
racing or by a combination of both exercises. In addition, normal
everyday stresses experienced at work, home, travelling or moving
house can add to these problems. In this condition runners cannot
perform up to their true potential. This state has been referred
to as the 'Plods' or at its worst, "Super Plods". Long fell races,
such as Wasdale or Ennerdale, generate this condition
automatically for a few days, because the carbohydrate stores in



the body are completely depleted during this competition and there
will be varying degrees of muscle damage. If sufficient time is
allowed for recovery, all will be well. The short and medium races
individually do not produce the 'Plods' but they do produce
cellular damage, especially in the thigh muscles during
descending. Again adequate time for recovery 1is required if
cumulative chronic fatigue is to be kept at bay.

Table of symptoms associated with chronic fatigue.

Emotional/behavioural changes Physical changes

Loss of enthusiasm, Impaired physical performance,

especially for running. difficulty in completing
training sessions.

Loss of the desire to compete. Gradual weight loss.

Tiredness and lethargy. Drawn expression.

Irritability, depression, Increase in early morning heart

i11-humour. rate of > 5 beats/ minute.

Inability to concentrate Heavy leggedness.

on academic work.

Excessive sleep, but not Muscle and joint pains with
awaking refreshed. persistent soreness.
Increased fluid intake at Increased susceptibility to
night, unguenchable thirst, facial spots and sores.

Minor scratches heal slowly.
Loss of menstruation({amenorrhoer)

(Source: Tim Noakes: 'Lore of Running')

A simple monitoring procedure

Aware of the problems associated with over racing, Clare
Crofts and 1 decided to use two of the indicators given in the
table to monitor her progress as she tried to win both the English
and British fell running championships in 1988. The races which
decide these championships consist of long, medium and short
races, but little thought seems to be given to the time needed for
recovery when they are chosen. In addition, for those athletes
with international aspirations, selection races provide another
problem.

Resting heart rate, taken immediately on waking, and early
morning weight, after bowel and bladder evacuation, were used
after the indicators (see figure below). Calorific intake was kept
constant at about 2000 calories per day, except when carbohydrate
loading for the long races. At the start of the monitoring period,
Clare had run three races, Chapelgill, Rivington Pike and Pendle,
breaking the record in two of them.
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arrived. The easiest runs were too hard and her weight dropped
from 7st 101bs to 7st 41bs. All training was dramatically reduced
to one easy run a day of about 4 miles and gradually recovery
occurred but then she needed to run the selection races as well as
finish the British and English programme at Gunson Knott. Training
without racing brought heart rate and weight back to satisfactory
levels.

Just before the World Cup more symptoms of chronic fatigue
occurred including sore muscles, aching 1limbs and overall
lethargy. A 1long taper of 10 days before the World Cup was
introduced. The World Cup was a disappointment. Within two days of
the race a viral infection had struck, accompanied by an increase
in heart rate. After three days bed rest 1light training was
resumed, no more than 20 miles per week. It is of interest that
subsequent cross country races, 6000m in length, did not produce
wild fluctuations in heart rate and weight that accompanied the
fell races.

Conclusions and suggestions

1 Those athletes who aspire to running well in the World Cup
should not follow the British and English programmes.

2 More thought should be given to the frequency of racing
demanded when choosing the championship programmes,
especially the time allowed for recovery between races.

3 Runners with less ambitious aspirations but wishing to
realise their full potential, should monitor their training
and racing carefully if they wish to keep chronic fatigue at
bay. Races like the Wasdale and Ennerdale require a recovery
period of at least one month. No races, even low key should
be attempted within that period. Training should be
relatively easy and long runs kept at a minimum.

4 If the FRA are serious about their championships, and wish
them to be supported, yet desire to be competitive
internationally, more integration of selection and

championship races are required. Those athletes who win the
championships will not have sufficient energy 1left to do
themselves Jjustice in other competitions. It 1is not a
coincidence that Carol Haigh, World Champion in 1986) has
never completed an 'A' category long fell race (apart from
Edale Skyline once} and Rod Pilbeam deliberately missed all
the long races last year when he obtained his bronze medal.

5 The British and English Championships should be dramatically
revised. One race at each distance, short, medium and long,
should be wused to give a champion at each distance. An
overall champion can then be identified if required. 1In this
way the stress of travelling will be reduced and
racing/training programmes can be designed for improved
athletic efficiency, whatever the level of a competitors
performance.

Tony Trowbridge
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SIX MONTHS HARD LABOUR

Way back in the summer of 1987, after a spate of running
disasters, I decided a success was needed to restore morale. This
came soon with a sub 30 Trunce, shortly followed by a sub 29 and a
sub 28. Winning the club handicap went completely to my head and
not long after I told Colin Hughes to enter me for the Bob Graham
(1988) .

My training program was to be generally long runs at a very
steady pace, interrupted by good rests with sandwiches and drinks
essential, Any run under 4 hours I classed as a short run, 6 to 8
hours a proper long run and times of 12 to 18 hours were
considered to be real tests or trials for the final event: BGB88. I
reckoned that these long runs would build up my energy reserves to
match the distances involved so that on the day I would not get an
attack of the dreaded food bonk! Also, 1logic told me that if I
couldn't manage to complete these trials and still feel reasonably
strong at the finish then there would be no point in attempting
the BG.

This strategy paid off, for during the whole of my supported
{anti-clockwise) attempt I only felt realy thirsty on three
occasions and the going only got hard on three climbs (Kirkfell,
Stirrup Crag and Great Calva). Although 1 never felt hungry
throughout the whole of the attempt, I made sure to eat
continuously whilst on the hill, where necessary washing crunchie
bars down with the amply available water.

The following is a summary of my training for the six months
up to the event:

JAN/FEB: Watershed training
4~6 hour runs every two weeks
2-3 hour runs in between
Wed. club runs

MARCH
Watershed ~ llhrs 45mins
Stannington 10 mile road race - approx 70mins
Rest period

APRIL: Fellsman training
Run 1. Peak 7 hours
Run 2. Peak 4 hours
Run 3, Dales 13 hours
Run 4. Peak 5 hours
Club runs & Trunce

MAY
Run 1. 15 Trigs failed (11 trigs}) 13 hours
Run 2. 15 Trigs failed 16 hours
Run 3. Lakes 10 hours
Run 4. Lakes 6 hours
Run 5. Fellsman Hike - 17 hours 54 mins
Run Peak 4 hours
Run Peak 4 hours
Club runs & Trunce

6.
7.

13







BOB GRAHAM 89 - FUN IN THE SUN : 17/18 JUNE 89

Not a single cloud could be seen in the sky and the ominous
warmth could be felt as 8am approached. Seven hopefuls gathered
around the Moot Hall for the photo session sporting a wide variety
of sun repelling hats and scarves for a hot day on the fells,
Kevin Borman, Ged Desforges, Ed Hutt, Tim Mackey, Barry Needle,
Roy Varo and myself trotted out of the shade in that usuall happy,
chatty Dark Peak fashion. Indeed most of the road section was
spent. catching up with news, chatting to pacers and getting to
know fellow companions on the day's outing. During this stage we
were overtaken by several serious, sweating, gquiet running types
who headed up strange paths, never to be seen again. One notable
exception was Christine Porrit, our gallant shadow for the day.

The «climb up Robinson reminded us of what lay ahead and the
grassy trot over Hindscarth to Robinson was spent drinking and
trying not to sweat..."No sweating on the first section", Terry
had instructed. Fearfully, we slowed our pace to comply and
arrived at Honister fresh and bang on schedule. Already 1'd
realised just how important the roadside support is both
physically and mentally. The efficient hustle, encouragement,
orders, force feeding and drinking are vital to stop you sitting
and enjoying the rest,

Up and over Grey Knott and more welcome company as a party of
maybe twenty Dark Peakers trotted towards Great Gable where the
hard work really begins. By Kirk Fell, Pillar and Steeple the mid-
day sun was becoming a nuisance. The group stretched out and we
tucked in behind Mary, Dave and Keith...heads down, keeping going.
It was a bit disappointing that there weren't any good views over
the Solway to Criffel. The distant Border and Galloway hills were
hidden in a heat haze, thoughts turned to rest and lunch.

Red Pike and VYewbarrow passed and the welcome sight of
Wasdale 1lifted spirits, only to have them dashed by a tortuous
scree descent. The heat had taken its toll in the latter part of
that section and it was a tired and sickly crew that sat in the
shade of some bushes being fussed over, coaxed and cajoled to eat.
This 1is where being a born glutton helps. The ice cream got me
eating and the old habits helped me down everything offered by the
young Swindells who were excellent waiters. Eating, however
repugnant, was vital, nutrients and electrolytes had to be
replaced and stored for the next, and longest, section.

Others were not as lucky, Kev struggled in behind us;
exhausted with the heat he retired at Wasdale. Tim was unable to
eat and left after the remaining five. A now famous tale tells how
Tim carried a stick of celery and a tomato up Scafell and never
ate them. He bravely carried on to Esk Hause before retiring.
Eating on the Bob Graham is sometimes harder than running.

The climb up Scafell in the baking afterncon sun was strength
sapping but we were falling behind schedule so Neil Goldsmith and
John Armistead had to force us on. Ray now dropped behind with
John, whilst Neil saw us safely to the foot of Broad Stand where
Kay was a welcome addition to the party. From here (at 4pm ish) it
was another 5 hours to our next stop and we were none too happy
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climbing over hot rocks and touching summits. For me, as we
shuffled along, this was now becoming the hardest section. We were
tiring, the schedule slipping, the sun taking its toll among the
rubble of Bow Fell, 111 Crag etc. We longed for shady grassy
slopes. Off the rocks and towards the Langdales I was getting a
bit worried. The dreaded woozy headedness and sicklyness was
creeping on. Barry and Ged seemed OK ahead, Ed and I trotted 100m
behind shepherded by Kay at the rear and Neil leading.

The day continued to be enlightened by crossing paths with
Christine Porrit, doggedly battling on with her two pacers. As the
day wore on we ran together for part of the way.

At this, our lowest point, we met a small, amiable, party
picnicking by the Hoist. Tom and Enid Foley and Bill and Ann
Kenyon were very kind and shared their coffee, tea and malt 1loaf
with wus. Bill had electrolyte and this saved the day, certainly
for me. The effect of this stop was dramatic, by the top of
Thunnacar Knott we were on a physical and mental high. This was
surely due to having our body chemistry restored to something like
normal. THe grassy slopes dropping down from Calf Crag to Steel
End were positively fun, we were in great spirits. Bob Marsden
dropped in from nowhere and at last the sun began to ease. We
descended for tea (with our mate Christine) to cheers from a
crowded Dunmail.

Reaching Dunmail is another vital point. 13 hours on our
feet, vyet eleven still to go. A daunting prospect but at least I
knew what lay ahead as last year I had paced Dunmail to Keswick.
That helped a lot, we just had to keep going, a steady, cool, trot
with the sunset on Seat Sandal to look forward to. However, the
old food problem had hit Ed at Dunmail, feeling dizzy and sick as
soon as sitting down he was unable to leave with Barry and myself.
He set off 5 minutes behind but it must have been soul destroying
trying to catch that small gap. Ed eventually dropped out at
Threlkeld, agonisingly close to finishing. Afterwards he was
quoted as saying, "39 out of 42 isn't bad, 1I'll be back in 10
years!"

The sunset didn't let us down; if ever asked, "why do you do
it ?", the sun setting over the distant range of hills from where
you have just come on your own two feet is a very good reason.

The night section was spent following closely behind Colin
Henson who seems to know instinctively where he is, where he is
going and how long it will take to get there. Cheerful Mick Eaton
kept us awake and Paul Sanderson joined us for his second
supporting stretch. Coffee was served at Sticks Pass at 1:30am and
despite Barry having a bad patch we arrived at Threlkeld half an
hour up on schedule {(and, rumour has it, on Terry). Di Worsell's
sausage, beans, egg and bacon were worth running 20 hours for.

Feet up for a rest, then a steady plod up Blencathra with a
feeling that, barring accidents, we were going to do it. Barry was
strong again and led the last three climbs (Blencathra, Great
Calver and Skiddaw). We chatted to Ben, Alan (Sanderson) and Colin
{ ) before meeting Kay and Keith, who had bivied on Skiddaw,
and  Howard who also joined us in the descent. The view from the
final descent is spectacular; Derwent Water, Keswick and all the
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Bob Graham hills spread out before you, not to mention back
across the Solway...not mentioned because it wasn't visible this
year in the haze!

A great reception awaited us in Keswick as our wonderful
support team gathered to cheer us to the Moot Hall (Christine
too got a rousing Dark Peak reception as she arrived 10 minutes
later). Without you we would have had no chance, many thanks to
you all especially to Terry for his support, encouragement,
organisation...and telling me that he didn't think that I would
make it AFTER the event.

John Firth

P.S. Looking forward to supporting some brave lads and lasses next
year on another DPFR Bob Graham attempt.

MRS PR D IR I IR AP I I I e I I P I I I I I

THE LAST SIX MONTHS...

...from our South American correspondent.

Spain in January and it was cold. The frost didn't 1ift for
the whole month. Ghostly mists drifted up from the river as I came
in from my evening runs. Mostly though, I ran at Mid-day when the
Winter sun was nearly warm and blindingly bright. Plodding along
roads and exploring the olive groves.

I tried to visit every trig point in the area but some were
in private grounds and others had been built over. I soon learned
which gateways had dogs. Runs became a series of adrenalin powered
bursts to get past the danger zones 'till training became a game
of chicken and I looked for dog free routes.

Spring brought lighter evenings and beautiful sunsets which
turned the dry countryside a soft orangey vyellow. There were
lovely fresh evenings running up the road above the gorge
overlooking Toledo's magnificent buildings and then hammering down
the other side, wind in my ears and the squeaking bats half
discernable in the dying light.

The Madrid marathon loomed. 1 was undecided whether to run or
not. I'd already broken three hours and fulfilled my marathon
ambition. I came back from a wintery Sierra Nevada with cold
damaged toes and couldn't run for two weeks. On a Friday evening I
was walking to the supermarket in a cloud burst to buy food for a
weekend in the local hills. I saw an advert for a 20km race next
day round the industrial area and decided to try my toes on it. I
hurried home, drenched, unpacked my rucksac and dug out the old
brown vest: The toes lasted and 1:14 suggested the two weeks off
hadn't done too much damage. Next week I went to enter the
marathon.
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The big day arrived. An 8:30 start was worse than the
Karrimor. It was cool and bright: vest weather...with 3000 garlic
breathing starters. We were numbered according to our best times.
This should have worked out along the lines of Will's mathematical
computations: 1 ought to finish 431st. The first 8km took us out
to the fringes of the city, climbing gently all the time. Then we
swooped down through the city centre, twisting and turning through
back streets until we escaped out into the country. At 21lkm
exactly 1 felt my rhythm change, the bounce went and the plod
ensued. I passed 32km in two hours, well on schedule for my target
of 2:45. The kilometre posts clicked past. My eyes became glued to
the blue 1line marking the course. Back again towards the city
centre, 35km. But then it was all uphill: 100m height gain against
a strong breeze. 1 started hoping for each distance marker long
before it was due. I missed the 40km one, suddenly it was 41km,
the hill topped out and the last 500m rolled away to a crowded
finish. I saw the clock read 2:42 and some seconds.

Summer came on amidst catastrophic thunder showers, there
were glorious runs up into the hills above the broad Tajo Valley.
My shoes picked up the scent of wild thyme as they brushed through
the scrub. Wildlife abounded: rabbits, grouse, lizards flickered
among the hot rocks and I was always on the alert for snakes. The
only one 1 ever saw was dead.

There were short local races and they presented me with
prizes for being the first foreigner. I enjoyed a 10km race though
nearly got run down by a fire engine belting up the dual
carriageway which was supposed to be shut. The distance was long
enough to be worthwhile and short enough to get the eyeballs
popping.

The season drew on and the countryside dried up. The crops
ripening to gold, the bright yellow of the broom faded and the
poppies dulled while cacti came into flower. The thermometer
reached up to 40C and running became a real mental battle. 20
minutes was just bearable and an hour left me seriously
dehydrated.

Then home for three weeks and the Wasdale. The first time on
the fells for ten months and I still set off like a maniac. By
- Pillar I was spent and my legs seemed hardly able to support me to

the end. I walked down from Scafell and couldn't run for a week,
ending plans to do Snowden and attempt a traverse of the Welsh
3000s the next weekend. :

All too short a time and it was back to Heathrow and heading
for the Southern winter. Two days later I was training along
Coppacobana. Winter in Rio means you have to put on a tee-shirt
after dark. Down here in Porto Alegre, though, winter is wet and
windy. There's talk of a marathon in September...

Rick Ansell
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DERWENT WATERSHED WITH DRY FEET

It was Saturday, nearly midnight, and we were relaxing with
the Swindells after watching a video of the afternoon's athletics
and sharing a 1ittle liquid refreshment. I was nearly asleep and
certainly not alert enough when Trish threw me the challange.

"You'll never get drier conditions, the weather is breaking
up and its going to be cooler tomorrow. Why don't you do a solo
Watershed?"

Why not? Because 1 need to psyche myself up for it! Because
my training mileage over the past month is pathetic, and I haven't
run more than ten miles since I don't know when. Because 1 was
looking forward to a lie-in tomorrow morning! Because...

6:30am and I am trotting through a deserted Hope village.
Already the sun is strong. Under the railway bridge and I meet a
lone walker coming off Whin Hill - I am not the only early riser.
Above Twitchill Farm my worn PBs are skidding on the short parched
turf and I am sweating profusely. A drink from the stream in
Parkin Clough is the only one I will get “from nature": the
remaining 6 litres are provided by Trish. By High Neb I have woken
up and am beginning to enjoy myself. Someone has drawn a smiling
face on an old millstone which seems like a good omen. I reach
Moscar in exactly the 90 minutes anticipated. Although the sun is
strong, so is the breeze and I feel comfortable but very thirsty.

After a break for a jam sandwich (no butter) and a lot of
water, 1 am heading up to Derwent Edge surrounded by wildlife.
Rabbits, curlews, lapwings, hares and golden plovers are my
companions. A pair of grouse put on an amazing display of shamming
broken wings to lead me away from their family. At Back Tor two
walkers studiously look away, not wishing to be associated with
the panting blob that is disturbing their solitude. I am pleased
to reach the Bradfield path in an hour from Moscar but for the
umpteenth time fail to find the direct route to Margery Hill and
end up on High Stones.

Beyond Outer Edge I turn into the breeze and running becomes
much harder but the deep sloppy groughs of winter have turned to a
dry powder and rarely do I need to break my stride. At the
Mushroom Stone Trish is waiting with more water and sandwiches but
the mayonnaise on the tomatoes is a mistake and I can't stomach
them. Suddenly my legs are tired and it takes a full half hour
from Swainshead to Bleaklow Stones. By now there are a few other
people around but not too many. Another 20 minutes to the Wain
Stones and a further 15 to the Snake road. HOW long did we take in
March?

Another huge attack on the water supply before heading off
towards Mill Hill. I chose the wide left sweep accoss Featherbed
Moss but when I rejoin the path on Glead Hill I wonder whether 1
was wise. Memories of the wide detours around endless squelchy
groughs are hard to reconcile with the smooth fast path which now
confronts me. By now it is Midday as I pick my way slowly across
Kinder. I must look less zonked than I feel as I am repeatedly
asked for directions by groups of walkers.
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From Brown Knoll it becomes much quieter for a while and
despite my tired legs I reach Trish much sooner than expected at
Lords Seat. It is three and a half hours since I "hit the wall"
and anything more than a gentle trot leaves me gasping but
strangely I don't seem to be getting any worse and I grossly over-
-estimate my time to the finish so that I arrive at the foot of
Lose Hill before Trish and she finds me collapsed behind a wall.
It is 3pm. The sun is still blazing and there is no water left in
the big water carrier. My feet have been bone dry all day. I
ponder how long a decent runner would have taken, yet feel
eminently satisfied with my day.

But for Trish and the water I would not have made it beyond
Moscar. But for Trish I wouldn't have even started!

Pete Kohn
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WOMEN'S REVIEW
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It has been a hot, but relatively quiet summer on the female
front. However, I think I have been able to keep abreast of the
news!

Chez 1is still non-competitive but promising to return better
than ever. Ann has been plagued by an injury, which has received a
spectrum of diagnoses. She is training hard now and expects to
return to the racing fray soon. Gerry has been lured into the
triathlon scene. Rumour has it that the 1990 DPFR female club
championships will be a swim across Ladybower plus a mountain bike
ride up Whin Hill and a quick ascent/descent of Lose Hilll

The fell races have been as arduous as ever but we have
managed to keep the Dark Peak flag flying with some good placings.
Jacky came second in the Snowden international race the week after
a five hour slog around the Wasdale. She has also made her mark in
a number of local races. The standard of running in the women's
fields at certain races has risen appreciably. In particular the
presence of Sarah Rowell, Janet Darby and a number of Yorkshire
Cross Country representatives at the Pen-y-Ghent and Skiddaw races
brought the records tumbling down. In fact the first seven women
beat Carol Haigh's record at Pen-y-Ghent. These races were used to
select the teams for the World Cup Mountain Races in France. Jacky
ran well in both races but just failed to make the team. I
squeezed 1into the English team on the strength " of two fourth
places but found it very hard going and hope things will be a
little easier in France!

Clare Crofts
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#é

29
90
94

54
64

16
18
21
33
34
64
79
82
86

G

B

>
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RACE REPORTS AND RESULTS
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SHINING TOR:

Prady (Gloss.)
Cant
Sanderson
Livesey

2> 55 255> > > >

KAIM HILL RACE

Devine (PudsBram)
Hayes
Thackery

33:37
37:32
41:11
41:15

26:52
33:25%
34:45

2223053035 > > >

PEN-Y-GHENT :

Hornby (Spen.)
Patterson
Trowbridge

42:39
43:09
54:33

2253553305 > >

KINDER TROG :

Prady (Glos.)
Berry [3rd vet]
Band

Thackery [1st SV]
Cant

Armistead

Lowry

Marsden
Sanderson

Pryor

1:49:53
2:06:54
2:07:23
2:07:28
2:10:17
2:10:56
2:21:59
2:24:09
2:24:58
2:26:18

>

3 JUNE 1989

Women
1 S. Rowell
4 C. Crofts
7 J. Smith
> > > >
11 JUNE 89
87 A.
103 E.
118 G.
120 J.
147 M,
152 F,
153 J.
158 H.
184 B
191 p.

2233535535 >

21 MAY 1989

2235533555 >

10 MAY 89

105
112
184
217

Goldsmith
Guerrier
Howarth
Feist

246 finished

(Dartford)

333> 5> >

Hoyland
Hutt

Bell
Harrison
Arrundale
Galbraith
Feist
Bell

. Wardle

Dyke

197 started

41:38
41:58
46:00
49:44

> > >

> > >

50:35
53:13
55:02

> > >

2:24:23
2:29:30
2:31:34
2:32:12
2:40:35
2:41:59
2:41:59
2:44:19
3:06:28
3:14:43

AP NI D T T T N N S S S S N 2223353330 > 5 >
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Holme Moss: Results

Individuals: Teams:

1 M. Whyatt (Glossopdale) 2:13:58 (record) 1 "Glossopdale
12 D. Booth 2:38:22 2 Holmfirth
15 G. Berry 2:42:24 3 DPFR
25 J. Cant 2:49:18
28 B. Thackery 2:53:27
56 P. Jones 3:23:52

71 finished
MDD IR I 2R D D D T T T S D S S S S S 222333000 0> >

Y GARN : 24 JUNE 1989

1 C. Donnelly 26:05
38 B. Toogood 32:12
62 B. Thackery 35:05

D333 3333303533333 553335 > > > >

TOTLEY MOOR FELL RACE : 25 JUNE 89
(They kept this one quiet!)

1 M. Seddon (Holmfirth) 38:46
4 G. Hulley 41:37 1st vet 0/40 & 0/45 1)

37 finished
D233 3 5503303330335 > > > 223> 5> > >

SUANDERS MOUNTAIN MARATHON

"Will you write a few words about the Saunders?" said MP. So
here goes, perhaps he wanted a mature view or was he scraping the
barrel.

We drove up the M6 on the wettest Friday of the Summer. On
the Kendal by-pass was a 40ft cabin cruiser, it had fallen off a
lorry but probably reached its destination without the lorry,
there was enough water! Arriving at the campsite in Buttermere the
rain finally ceased. Unfortunately, the site had been used by cows
which, together with the rain made tent pitching rather a tricky
job. Eventually we managed this and went to mark our maps in the
Registration Marquee. This also turned out to be tricky as the
lights failed and it had to be done with head torches. We were
glad to turn in for the night, hoping for better things tomorrow.
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THURLSTONE CHASE : 8 JULY 89

As near a flat road race as you can find in the FRA calendar
and largely spurned by Dark Peak. (Ed. 1 always knew DPFR members
were a discerning bunch.)

Pete Kohn
1 A. Pearson (Longwood) 21:14
12 M. Greaves (Hallam.) [1st Vet] 23:07
70 S. Boler (Penistone) [2nd lady] 26:30
74 L. Johnson 27:07
80 P. Kohn 27:38

145 finished
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BLACKAMOOR CHASE : 9 JULY 89

Phil Murray finally won a local race and promptly resigned
from the club. Perhaps he thought that members of Dark Peak would
not be able to give him the respect his new found status deserves.
Nevertheless, we wish him well in his new career as an §&CS
{Squeaky Clean Strider).

1= P, Murray 32:03
1= S. Carey (Warrington) 32:03
S A. Harmer 33:25 {1lst Vet])
10 G. Berry 34:28 [3rd Vet]
32 P. Guerrier 38:33
34 G. Jackson 38:37
70 K. Borman . 41:41

130 finished
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ARLES~SUR-TECH : 22 JULY 89 (50km, 1320m)

A road race with a difference rather than a conventional fell
race, as Chris Brad announced in the last Dark Peak News. It is an
excellent event, however, with first class organisation and avery
friendly atmosphere in a wonderful setting. The Arles-sur-Tech
eace forms part of the programme of the Catalan Mountain Racing
championship, of which the other events are more like fell races
as we know them. Races take place on both the Spanish and French
sides of the Pyrenees. The 1989 calendar is given below for
information, to give an idea of dates and venues for 1990. TIf
you're planning a Pyrennean holiday next year, it would be well
worth while making travel arrangements to fit in one or more
events.
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Let. us tackle the thorny problem of payments first (we must
grasp the nettle and nip it in the bud before thyme runs out). The
start 1list included two people, one being Tim Tett, who had not
paid their entrance fees. Was this an inducement for Tim to turn
out or did he not have enough money? Should the AAA be informed?
Is disqualification a sufficiently harsh penalty? The race
director and officials obviously thought not. Alan Yates, Alan
Sanderson (direct from marshalling Sanderson's bottom},
timekeepers Joe Berry, Hamish and Nick Hamilton, fell running
groupies Fi Berry, Trudi Hamilton, Christine Tett and roving
marshals Jackie Smith, Mick Eaton and Bob Seagrove collectively
made the decision (which could rock the fell running community)
not to disqualify. At times the spectator (Malcolm Patterson)
fresh from his World Cup preparations (bloodletting and
appendectomy at the Hallamshire [Harriers or hospital?}) was
caught wup in the machinations of this intrigue. The decision,
however, stood and Tim Tett 1ifted the trophy again after racing
round in 30 minutes 13 seconds on a lengthened course.

After the race, in an exclusive interview, Tim Tett (almost
in tears) admitted disappointment that the apres race enticements
of hot Bovril, chicken legs and meat pies had disappeared and he
was reduced to a hot shower. But this was not the whole story
behind his emotion. Tim was believed to have had a disturbing
semi~religious experience during the race. Looking back to see the
next runner, he saw the high bracken in the Limpopo Valley section
parting mysteriously like the Red Sea. Closer inspection revealed
the second man, Little Bob Toogood, fighting his way through or
under the bracken.

Behind Bob and The Parting, drama and incompetence had
broken out when, despite clear markings, Jonathon Cant and Graham
Berry missed the famous right turn having survived Jones' (the
absent) Corner. This diversion caused Graham, allegedly, to shout
"Dung" (or a word to that effect) on discovering the mistake. The
duo were now nicely placed in about 10th place. Nevertheless,
Jonathan's continuous monologue, punctuated by Graham's gasps, is
thought to have disheartened Matt Simms, Chris Stamp, Alan Yates,
Don TLongley and finally John Firth who all, generously, allowed
them to pass and regain their former positions.

Meanwhile, first lady, first local lady, first local lady
organiser and first lady veteran, first lady local veteran and
first lady local veteran organiser, Chez de Mengel beat one of the
two invited international runners, Pete Griffies of Glossop and
Cockermouth. However, she failed to catch the other international
who, as ever, was immaculately turned out. This of course was Will
McLewin fresh from altitude resting in Yugoslavia. Mick Poulter
had the pleasure of splitting the two internationals but Pete
Dyke, full time fell runner, is believed to have led Will around.

To add to the developing scandal, some runners had the
temerity to miss the main event of the afternoon. The rounders
match passed off eventfully with changing rules , walkouts, moving
. bases, googly bowling and bat throwing. Fortunately all was
resolved with all afternoon opening to the Royal. Next year will
be different and there will be the usual prizes.

A. Nonny Mouse
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SUMMER WAKES AND GALA RACES

For many of the Sheffield and East Peak District based
members the local Wakes races are a highlight of the summer
evenings. Most now attract large fields (Hope and Grindleford
attracted just over 200) though some, notably Baslow, protect
their course by only advertising by 'word of mouth' (and they
still got around B0 runners). They do not form any combined
competition but, for interest, the results (where available) are
collected below. .

[ Has anyone got the Bamford, Bradwell or Baslow results ? }

GRINDLEFORD : 15 JUNE 89

1 J. Taylor (Holm.) 28:42 86 C. Wilson 36:50
9 A. Harmer (1st Vet] 30:44 90 H. White 37:03
14 T. Tett 30:59 95 J. Herbert 37:24
16 A. Elliot 31:14 101 A. Sahni 37:45
21 C. Adams 31:59 102 T. Norris 37:53
24 G. Berry [2nd Vet] 32:18 103 J. Harrison 37:59
26 J. Cant 32:43 106 L. Johnson 38:14
31 M. Harvey 33:05 107 J. Fulton 38:16
41 B. Wilson 33:40 118 M. Poulter 39:00
50 J. Armistead 34:19 119 M. Rosser 39:03
60 A. Yates 35:03 126 A. Hoyland 39:28
67 K. Lowry 35:16 136 M. Arundale 40:10
68 M. Desforges 35:17 140 F. Galbraith 40:23
71 P. Gorvett 35:31 149 S. Sahni 41:10
74 P. Sanderson 35:57 162 J. Norman 42:29
77 G. Jackson 36:18 164 1. Kinniburgh 42:17
78 N. Goldsmith 36:19 168 G. Goldsmith 43:11
79 D. Lockwood 36:22 169 P. Dyke 43:15

201 finished
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HOPE WAKES : 27 JUNE 89

The threat of a hose pipe ban a couple of days earlier had
the inevitable effect of inducing heavy rain the night and morning
previous to this evening venue. The race was run in cloudy but
pleasant conditions. What has become a predictable field of just
over 200 runners enjoyed cloudy but good conditions and Mike Prady
claimed first place from Roy Bailey recent winner of the Sheffield
half marathon. The vets race was a close run thing with Graham
Berry, third last year and second the year before, again 1losing
out this time to Arthur Gratton. Sylvaine Boler, a lady vet,
easily won the overall lady's first spot.

Derick Jewell
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84 finished

M.
D.
P.
J.
H.
T.
J.

Bradbury
Lockwood
Sanderson
Herbert
White
Mackey
Fulton

STONEY MIDDLETON :

(Stockport)
{3rd vet]

27:09
32:51
33:07
33:10
33:25
33:40
34:47

(including one aged 6)

27 JULY 89

(rec.)
38 K.
39 F.
41 C.
47 P,
58 C.
59 J.

Borman
Galbraith
Henson
Dyke
Worsell
Edwards

35:33
35:51
35:56
36:54
41:15
41:15

DODDOD0DDD0003000000200550000000000000002000003000000000005550550>

Race

32
38
40
59
86

Race

11
21
32
38
40
44
51
100

Race :

11

30
33
35
40
45

1:

27 MAR 89

Wilson
Swindells
Lax
Sanderson
Kohn
Sayles

17 APR 89

Wilson
wWilson
Meysner
Sant
Simms
Sanderson
Lax
Swindells
Sayles

8 MAY 89

Wilson
Meysner
Pedley
Yates
Simms
Sant
Sanderson
Lax
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192 finished

TRUNCE

: Watch out Dad...David Swindells (age 11) 32:36

[1st Vet] 25:24 94 D. Swindells 32:36
28:00 99 A. Sanderson 33:22
28:29 103 P. Dyke 33:26
28:35 130 J. Trickett 35:54
29:58 131 M. Wilson (!) 35:54
31:20 143 C. Worsell 37:54

159 finished

: Micah improves by 130 places |
22:28 129 A. Sanderson 33:15

[1st Vet] 25:26 131 D. Swindells 33:26
26:28 133 P. Dyke 33:38
27:15 140 J. Gittens 34:13
27:40 153 C. Fielding 35:23
27:42 154 C. Worsell 35:31
27:53 185 R. Hayes 61:50
28:10 186 M. Hayes 61:52
30:59

186 finished

: Rosie Hayes...a pb by 9 minutes!

[2nd Vet] 25:16 106 T. Sayles 30:23
25:50 121 J. Gittens 31:18
26:52 127 A. Sanderson 31:41
26:56 131 P. Dyke 31:53
27:01 132 F. Galbraith 32:00
27:11 155 C. Worsell 33:58
27:33 191 R. Hayes 52:56
27:37 192 M. Hayes 52:58



Race 4: 22 MAY 89 : Mike Hayes fails to finish last

3 M. Wilson 23:29 76 G. Lax 29:31
11 W. Wilson [1st Vet] 25:02 107 P. Dyke 32:00
38 D. Sant 27:16 124 C. Worsell 33:50
42 A. Yates 27:29 147 M. Hayes 36:14

157 finished

Race 5: 12 JUNE 89 : A race for the regulars

13 W. Wilson [2nd Vet] 25:44 84 A. Sanderson 32:39
20 M., Meysner 26:38 117 R. Hayes 57:19
31 D. Sant 27:56 118 M. Hayes 57:35
46 P. Sanderson 28:55

118 finished

Race 6: 3 JULY 89 : Why didn't Mike Meysner run at Hathersage ?
16 M. Meysner 25:55

120 finishegd

Race 7: 24 JULY 89 : Malcolm and Jacky on the ‘'all time top 20's

1 M. Patterson 21:58 81 T. Mackey 30:23
36 M. Meysner 27:25 101 P. Dyke 32:11
41 J. Smith 27:39 112 T. Sayles 34:19
45 D. Sant 27:56 124 J. Gittens 35:10
47 P. Sanderson 28:02

139 finished
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SOUTH YORKSHIRE A.A. ROAD LEAGUE

RACE 3 : 26 APRIL 89 5 miles

Men Vets 0/40

1 S. Speake (Stain) 24:45 1 M. Martin (SAC) 26:02

6 T. Tett 25:49 24 T. Trowbridge 29:36

9 P. Murray 26:17 36 D. Jones 30:13
31 J. Desforges 27:38
Women

v 1 C. Wild (HH) 30:12
2 C. Crofts 30:31
4 J. Smith 31:21
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Dark Peak News - Winter Issue
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In the next issue of Dark Peak News:

Club championship results/report

Karrimor 89 - somewhere in Northern England
Saunders reflected (not a pretty sight)
Local Race League results

Di's debut!

PLUS - All the regular (and irregular) news and information

AND - The DPFR Christmas Quiz

As always, the appearance of these and other features depend
on YOU. You don't have to win the race to write a short report. In
fact race winners get a very poor view of things...everyone else
is behind them. So whether its 'How I won the World Cup' or 'How I
found the right route at Dungworth' (probably as difficult a task
for some) scribble or type a few lines for Dark Peak News.

Articles etc. may be hand written or typed and sent/given to
the editor (address on page 2). Alternatively, if you alraedy
type results/articles on a word processor why not just send a
5.25" floppy disk as a Wordstar file or an ASCII text file. {This
saves excessive wear on the editor's two typing fingers!)

Contributions please by Wednesday 22 November

Publication date Wednesday 20 December (if possible a
few days earlier for the last post!)
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