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********* 
EDITORIAL ********* 

caf P
 L ° ° k i n g b a c * t o o n e heady Spring evening in the 

cafe brave words were spoken against the dangers 
tracts of moorland falling into 
private ownership. Ours were 
not the only voices, indeed 
many more powerful lobbies than 
ourselves campaigned for 
preservation of access rights 
to these areas. Questions were 
asked of politicians and of 
Water Authorities themselves. 
Under mounting pressure both 
government and some Water 
Authorities issued statements 
saying that public access would 
be safeguarded. Conservation 
groups hailed a great victory 
and everyone went away quietly. 

But wait a minute. Weren't 
we, only last year, complaining 
about the LACK of access to 
Water Authority land? I don't 
remember the situation getting 
any better in the intervening 
months. All that really seems 
to have happened is the 
preservation of an already poor 
situation. There is still much 
to be achieved, large areas 
remain without any public 
access. 

Grindleford 
from large 

Threat to 
publ ic access 
r e m o v e d 
YORKSHIRE Water, along with the other nine water and sewage businesses, has come under attack recently from con­servationists and ramblers concerned about future public access to land and water. 
Now the Board has given a firm guarantee that both groups will continue to enjoy existing rights of access. 
Section seven of the Water Bill requires Yorkshire Water, among other things, to further conservation and to take into account the beauty and amenity of land; to have regard (o public rights of access; and to secure, so far as is practicable and consistent with its duties as a water and sewage under­taker, that water and its associated land is made available for recreational purposes. 
But many people, especially those with an interest in conser­vation issues, were concerned that the bill did not go far enough to protect rights of access. 
Now Yorkshire Water has acted to calm their fears. Board members confirmed at their meeting last week that they did not intend to change their policy regarding public access to land and water following privatisation 
Chairman Gordon Jones said they had been concerned about apparent misunderstandings about the environmental and recreational duties of the water public limited companies following floatation. 
"It was felt that it was timely and right for the authority to make a statement of intent on (hat regard." 

Bumper edition 

Th 
this i 
writing 
summer' 
Apologi 
cases) 
interes 
we 1come 
Hopeful 
Final ly 
hopes 
take Da 

anks to the many people who contributed articles to make 
ssue one of the largest ever. Are there now more people 

than running or perhaps they were exhausted after their 
s exertions? Whatever the reason, keep up the good work, 
es if your article has been edited to fit or (in a few 
held for the next issue but I hope you find the result an 
ting (and controversial?) issue. Photographs are very 

though need to be sent well in advance of publication, 
ly, more may arrive for the next issue than did for this. 
, our Dark Peak Front Cover Runner is getting on a bit and 
to be pensioned off. A replacement is sought (page 36) to 
rk Peak News into the nineties. 

Hike Pedley 
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********************** 
NEWS AND COMING EVENTS ********************** 

CLUB RUNS 

On the toads (about lh 20m) or on the fells (variable!) club 
runs from the Sportsman, Lodge Moor, every Wednesday at 6:30p 
prompt. Please wear something light or reflective (trying to hide 
behind someone who is visible doesn't always work!). 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
RACES 

All the usual winter fell races plus a particularly unusual 
one: the Sheffield Urban Fell Race. An 'Alan Yates Promotion' 
from the man that gave you the Dungworth Dash, this race could be 
could be quite a sequel. For route and start details please 
contact Alan or watch for a notice in the club hut. Other dates 
are provisional pending confirmation of other FRA calendar dates. 

As usual, the year kicks off with: 

BURBAGE BAFFLER 
Date: Saturday 6th January 1990 at 10:00am. 

Venue: Burbage Bridge on Ringinglow - Hathersage road, GR 262830. 

Teams: 4 members: 1 Vet., 1 lady, 1 superstar, 1 "wart". 

Entry Requirements: 1 "baton" to be carried by each team. 

Course:Circuit of Burbage Brook, starting at Burbage Bridge and 
following paths to the bridge at GR 264814, the summit of 
Higger Tor and back to Burbage Bridge. 

Two members of each team run in opposite directions. The 
1st carries the baton until they meet when the 2nd member 
takes it. Both then retrace their steps back to the start. 
The next pair set off only when BOTH the first pair have 
finished. On completion of the 2nd circuit, the 1st pair 
take over again but run in opposite directions to their 
opening leg. 

Winners: The first baton to compete four clockwise circuits 

D.P.F.R. club events 
Sat. 13th Jan. Sheffield Urban Fell Race 

Sat. 10th Feb. Margery Hill Fairholmes 09:00 
Starts: 9:00, 9:15 & 9:30 (slow, medium s, fast) 

Sat. 24th Feb. Not the Nationals Long Lane, Rivelin 11:00 
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Local events 

Sun. 18th Feb? Tigers t' Higger Tor Tigers rugby club 

Sun. 25th Mar. Edale Skyline Edale 10:30 

Cross Country 

Sun. 17th Dec. 

Sat. 13th Jan. 

Sat. 20th Jan. 

Sat. 24th Feb. 

Sun. 25th Feb. 

If you would like to run in any of these cross country races 
please contact Malcolm Patterson. We particularly want to get a 
strong team for the Yorkshire Team Championships. 

South Yorks League Campsall (entries on day) 

Northern Championships Birkenhead 
(entries closed but you may still get a run) 

Yorkshire team championships Hull *ENTER NOW* 

Nationals Roundhay, Leeds (c.d. 2/1/90) 

South Yorkshire Championships 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

EARLY BID FOR THE 19 90 PERTEX AWARD 

Reliable sources report an unusual sighting in Edale on 
Sunday 12th November 1989. At around 10:30 George Jackson is said 
to have been in the vicinity of the Nags Head wondering where the 
rest of the club had got to. 

Well George, those of us who read our newsletters were in bed 
after an enjoyable run and a good night out! Better luck next 
year. 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
CONTRE LA MONTRE / BEAT THE BELLS 

Start with one hand on Ecclesall Church door. On the hour 
chimes proceed to Hunters Bar and enter Endcliffe Park by the 
Hunters Bar roundabout entrance. Up through the parks to the top 
of Porter Clough. Along to Ringinglow, down through Rycroft Glen 
to Ecclesall Road South, back to Ecclesall Church door before your 
chosen limit. 

Cyclists 
Fast Persons 
Me 
Walkers 

1/2 hour chimes 
3/4 hour chimes 
1 hour chimes 
2 hour chimes 

To add interest how about night time without a torch! 

Ged Desforges 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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FRA MEMBERSHIP 

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

Pete Bland Sports 
34A Kirkland, 
Kenda1, 
Cumbria. 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

DPFR MEMBERSHIP AMENDMENTS 
New Members 

Mike Br owe 11, 'Aysgarth', 57 Nether Edge Road, Sheff. S7 1RN 
Tel. 587818 

Tom Cochrane, 153A Western Road, Sheffield. Tel. 661902 

Phil Crowson, 6 Cull Row, Deepcar, Sheff. S30 5PU Tel. 884353 

Mike Jubb, 30 Rossington Road, Sheffield. 

Fran Lowe, Wyming Lyn, The Crescent, New Mill, Huddersfield 

Phil Lumley, 50 Heath Road, Bournville, Birmingham. B30 1HH 
Tel. 021 4585787 

John Malone, The Beeches, Bamford, Derbys. S30 2AB 

David Morison, 2 Gransden Way, Walton, Chesterfield. S40 3BW 
Tel. 0246 279753 

Peter Morris, 3 Redfern Close, Waterthorpe, Sheffield. S19 6LN 
Tel. 489862 

Nick Pugh, 219 Heavygate Road, Crookes, Sheff. S10 
Tel. 663208 

Bram Sprakes, 8 Armthorpe Lane, Doncaster. DN2 5L2 Tel. 361596 

Martin Ward, 30 Rossington Road, Sheffield 

Change of Address 

Reg Amor, Ugiebank Cottage, Longside, near Peterhead, Scotland. 

Matt Simms, 103 Tapton Hill Road, Sheffield. S10 

Chris Stamp, 171 Watt Lane, Crosspool, Sheffield. S10 SRD 

• > > > ; 
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CLUB CHAMPIONSHIPS, HANDICAP AND DINNER 1989 ******************************************** 

CHAMPIONSHIP RESULTS 

Crowden Blackden Finish H 1 cap 
1 Malcolm Patterson 13 :02 41 48 1 :05 :51 -1 51 
2 Tim Tett 13 : 10 43 15 1 06 :15 5 45 8th 
J Andy Harmer 13 :06 41 44 1 •06 :49 2 11 
4 = Mark Harvey 13 43 47 31 1 14 :11 1 49 
4 = Jonathon Cant 14 :06 47 39 1 •14 :11 2 49 
6 Graham Berry 14 28 47 39 1 14 :29 1 31 
7 Mike Meysner 13 44 46 42 1 15 :56 3 04 

Keith Tonkin 13 59 48 37 1 17 :03 -0 03 
9 Dave Holmes 14 26 50 55 1 18 :26 1 34 

10 Alex Pryor 15 52 32 1 22 :43 9 17 3 rd 
11 Pete Gorvett 15 21 53 35 1 23 :30 4 30 
12 Fran Lowe 1 24 :14 
13 Dave Sant 15 36 52 23 1 24 :23 -1. 23 
14 Mike Hayes 15 26 54 50 1 24 47 -5: 47 
15 Chris Stamp 15 55 16 1 25 •08 0- 52 
16 Barry Needle 16 53 45 1 25 21 4: 39 
17 Neil Goldsmith 15 54 46 1 25 29 6: 31 5 th 
18 Frank Thomas 15 52 44 1 25 31 1: 29 
19 Paul Sanderson 15 53 44 1 25 38 6: 22 6th 
20 John Herbert 16 16 55 39 1 26 07 4: 53 
21 Phil Crowson 16 55 21 1 26 25 
22 Ed Hutt 15 30 53 45 1 26 31 -1: 31 
23 Barry Thackery 16 09 55 26 1 26 33 2: 27 
24 Alan Yates 15 53 35 1 27 44 -3: 44 
25 John Armistead 15 54 50 1 27 56 -4: 56 
26 Bob Marsden 16 28 53 20 1 28 11 4: 49 
27 Matt Simms 16 56 35 1 29 50 3 : 10 
28 Murdo McKenzie 17 56 36 1 29 54 5: 06 9th 
29 Bill Kenyon 16 56 38 1 29 58 11: 02 1st 
30 Dave Lockwood 16 50 56 35 1 31 00 1: 00 
31 Steve Palfreyman 16 58 13 1 31 31 2: 29 
32 Jim Fulton 16 56 19 1 31 39 -0: 39 
33 Ray Aucott 15 53 57 40 1 32 00 -7: 00 
34 Jacky Smith 17 24 58 13 1 32 10 -2: 10 
35 Pete Kohn 16 23 59 06 1 33 22 1 : 48 
36 Jack Soper 17 59- 33 1 33 56 4: 04 
37 Graham Hulley 16 33 56 38 1 34 00 -9: 00 
38 Clive Last 17 1:01: 15 1 34 10 -3: 10 
39 Pete Rodgers 17 59 13 1-34 57 1: 03 
40 Jeff Harrison 17 58. 53 1 35 13 5: 47 7th 
41 Ben Hodges 17 57 33 1 36 10 7: 50 4 th 
42 Frank Galbraith 17 03 1:01: 15 1 36 44 3: 16 
43 Howard White 17 1:01 45 1 36 54 3: 06 
44 Will McLewin 17 1:04: 43 1 38 42 -0: 42 
45 Howard Swindells 16 1:01. 36 1 39 25 -9: 25 
46 Dave Morrison 17 56 1:01: 45 1 39 37 -1: 23 
47 Eric Mitchell 18 1:02 10 1 41 26 10: 34 2nd 
48 Alan Sanderson 19 27 1:07: 23 1 45 13 3: 47 
49 Terry Sayles 17 1:07 02 1 46 09 -2: 09 
50 Phil Harris 17 1:12: 03 1 46 34 -9: 34 
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51 Gerry Goldsmith 20 00 
52 Mike Rosser 17: 
53 = Ian Roberts 24 : 40 
53 = Roger Baumeister 24: 40 
55 Chris Hailey 27: 10 
56 = Jim Orrell 22: 46 
56 = Ted Woodhouse 22: 46 

Neil Benby (Non Member) 
57 finished 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

1:12:16 
1:12:03 

1 : 53 15 -9: 15 
2 : 11 25 
2 : 20 00 -20: 00 
2 : 20 00 -44 : 00 
2: 27 47 -32: 47 
2 : 51 17 
2 : 51 17 
1 : 50: 35 

> > > > > > > > > 
THOUGHTS OF SECRETARY HARMER! 

I was more than pleased by the club championships event; the 
weather added additional interest as several runners went astray, 
especially over what should have been the last easy crossing. Both 
sides of Blackden were used and the outcome was interesting. 
Malcolm was the first to checkpoints 1 and 2; I made it quicker to 
Blackden and Tim was fastest over the last section but, yet again, 
Bodger came up trump.s despite operations and illness in recent 
months. Jacky was a worthy champion in a good time but Mike Hayes 
had his work cut out to keep young Barry Thackery at bay. 

Many thanks to all those who helped on the day; especially 
Mary and Dave Sant who front the job, marshals out on the course: 
the Moseley contingent at/in the ponds, Pete Dyke and Colin Hughes 
at Crowden, Tony Trowbridge and Clare Crofts at Blackden and the 
Foley's and John Firth assisting at the finish. 

As for next year, having broken the mould I am interested in 
continuing that, although the 1989 AGM did decided to revert back 
to the triple crossing for 1990. I would also like to see a 
chasing start. The recent Cutthroat Race re-established interest 
in this type of escapade. In relation to the social I think it is 
also time for a change; perhaps a more informal format i.e. a barn 
dance, buffet- short prize presentation- barn dance. What do you 
think? 

As you are aware I'm always interested in producin 

CI - auu ULLen 
bring new zest. That rarely implies criticism of previous 
postholders but a new style or emphasis is often what a dynamic a 
large club should have. No one should assume that even the 
hallowed offices of secretary and chairman remain aloof from the 
winds of change. Anyone interested in these jobs in 1990 or 1991 
would do well to reflect on what these jobs might bring to them; 
current postholders may well be prepared to assist in this process 
as well as reserve the right to force an election! 

Have a good year in 1990 and I'll look forward to seeing you 
all at the Margery Hill, Not the Nationals and other escapades in 
February. 

Andy 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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THE MISSING LINK. or .THE SPEECH YOU WERE SPARED AT THE DINNER 

Before the club champ)onships there were moans and groans, 
jokes about going to Scunthorpe, comments that the new tough 
course would sift the wallys from the warts! A change of course 
and a change of dinner venue, not an easy decision and not easy to 
accept. 

I am prepared to admit that I was a moaner, having run the 
old course on only three occasions convinced each time that I 
cou'd do better. So I wanted another go. Then when I recced the 
new course I was worried about my knees, my hamstrings...not my 
sot of course (but then what is?). 

But I got round OK, I even did a better time than I had hoped 
(although Andy had higher hopes!). What's more... I enjoyed it! I 
enjoyed finding my way, choosing totally different routes to those 
I'd planned, seeing who I could recognise through the mist. And 
the dinner (though they may think that vegetarians are on a diet), 
a chance to meet up with old familiar friends, was excellent. We 
were the last group to be chucked out I All in all it was a really 
good day. Thanks to Jeff and Andy for your hard work and the 
marshals for braving the mist and rain. 

Now... why didn't I say this on the night? Instead I ignored 
the plaintive cries of "Speech, speech" and slunk back to my 
chair. I couldn't find the words... nerves or drink I leave you to 
choose! But I wanted to say that I feel a fraud winning a trophy 
when there were only two of us. Where are our women members? I 
know others stop when injured or like to stay fresh for important 
events but this isn't the reason. Women enjoy running on the fells 
as much as men; on rugged terrain, in sun,wind and rain, watching 
for a white hare to spring out or a golden plover to circle... but 
why aren't we attracting them to our club? I miss the team events 
we had when I first joined; the Watershed (Gritstone Girls), the 
relays and a few womens team prizes. We need a campaign to attract 
new members and inspiration to start planning some challenges 
together. 

A small start is the Watershed. Kay, Gerry and myself have 
talked of resurrecting the Gritstone Girls but we need a fourth 
woman. One of the delights is the training. Dragging yourself out 
of bed on a Sunday morning for a long run over the moors. Groans 
and aches turn to exuberance and a sense of fulfilment from the 
exercise and companionship, not forgetting the smugness of a 
fifteen mile run before breakfast! 

As an encouragement for future years, I've been wondering 
about a woman's veterans trophy for the club championships or a 
woman's local race trophy. After some thought I decided on the 
vets trophy (for the sake of equality it should be for those aged 
40+, not the usual 35!) and will put the cheque for my club dinner 
towards buying one. It's a small token of the friendship and 
support that I have received and will, hopefully, encourage other 
women. Let's find some challenges to aim for! 

Jacky Smith 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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DARK PEAK FELL RUNNERS TROPHIES : 1989 

All the club trophies were awarded, as usual, at the club 
dinner on the evening after the club championships. Particularly 
for those who missed the event the winners and runners up listed 
below. 

Club Champion 

1st Malcolm Patterson 
2nd Tim Tett 
3rd Andy Harmer 

Veteran's Trophy (1st Over 40) 
1st Andy Harmer 
2nd Graham Berry 
3rd Dave Sant 

Frank Galbraith Old Boggers Trophy (1st Over 50) 
1st Mike Hayes 
2nd Barry Thackery 
3rd Bill Kenyon 

Ladies Plate 

1st Jacky Smith 
2nd Gerry Goldsmith 

Eric Mitchell Club Handicap Trophy 
1st Bill Kenyon 
2nd Eric Mitchell 
3rd Alex Pryor 

Pertex Award (for incompetence on the fells) 
1st Alan Yates 

Awarded for Kinder Springs and others! 

DPFR Local League Trophy 

1st Graham Berry 537 points 
2nd Jonathon Cant 529 points 
3rd Paul Sanderson 410 points 

Full report in the next issue. 
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******* 
LETTERS ******* 

PUBLIC APOLOGY ! 
Dear Mike, 

After all the hassle of moving house I have finally got round 
to reading the summer issue of DP News. I am glad to see that you 
have maintained the high standard set by Tim. However, I see from 
the report of the AGM that I seconded a proposal from Dave 
Lockwood to form a race committee with Malcolm as chairman. As I 
was fell running with Andy Forsyth at the time of the meeting - or 
in the Fox House - I can only suggest that it must have been the 
elusive 'Wilson' who attended the AGM in my stead. 

I would like to publicly apologise in DP News to Mike Hayes 
for doubting his ability to finish in the 'Watershed'. I feel that 
I must take the responsibility for the Wize Prankers retiring and 
I was pleased that Mike continued and finished in a good time, 
"Sorry for doubting you Mike". I think that we "younger1 hill 
runners have a great deal to learn from the old hands such as 
Mike, Worsell and Auld Herrick (Jnr). I will be joining another 
club up here in Scotland but only as second claim. I don't think 
it will be possible to find a club with the same kind of 
camaraderie that Dark Peak Fell Runners have, so I will continue 
as a member and wear OUR club vest with pride! 

Reg Amor 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

ACCURACY AND ORNITHOLOGY 

The last DP News was a good read but for those who like to 
lace their reports with background information may I fire a 
friendly warning shot about accuracy. 

Rick Ansell's compelling account of his running exploits in 
Spain (Autumn 89) had me, if not you, thinking about birds as much 
as running. He slipped in a bit about the wildlife of the Toledo 
area and he mentioned having seen grouse. Now it immediately 
clicked with me that you don't get grouse in Spain so I reached to 
the bookshelf. Sure enough, Red Grouse (which I suspect Rick 
thought he had seen) are not to be found in Europe other than the 
British Isles. If Rick was alluding to Willow Grouse he would have 
been in Scandinavia or the Soviet Union. To see Hazel Grouse he 
should have been no further West than the Italian-French border. 
He might have seen Black Grouse if he had stayed in the British 
Isles or gone to Eastern Europe. 

None of these birds migrate, so either Rick's bird 
identification is a bit suspect or his navigational skill is to be 
seriously questioned! 

However, to be fair to Rick, what he may have seen was 
probably a Red Legged Partridge which is a game-bird of similar 
size and shape to the Red Grouse. They are fairly abundant in 
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Spain although they are not to be confused with the less 
exotica!ly named Partridge, which are confined to the Basque 
Galicia area. So, you would be contributors who like to add 
another dimension to your running reports... beware. If it is birds 
you choose to mention I will be watching! 

Derick Jewel 1 

P.S. Do we have any members who can offer guidance on plants, 
fish, mammals, weather, geology, trees or whatever and make Dark 
Peak News the best informed running magazine in the country? 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
ON TRESPASSING AND OTHER MATTERS 

Dear Mike, 
Thanks for the last issue of Dark Peak News. I enjoyed 

reading it but was a little dismayed to read the article by Dave, 
Jim and Colin ('The Warts') concerning their winter moorland runs. 
Is it possible that a small gang of nocturnal fell runners 
a c t n a l l " • 1* - c ~ - are i i i o v , u u i . u a i Lei i runners 
actually seeking confrontation with the landowners and farmers by 
deliberately trespassing in areas that they know are sensitive ns>l 
ought (by sensible folk) to be given a wide berth i.e. Archdale's 
land near the Headstone and Yorkshire Water land around Redmires. 

These 'sta1WARTS' may consider it's great adventure to court 
trouble by their trespassing, but in fact all they are really 
doing is providing ammunition (and targets!) to those who would 
restrict access to open moorland that many enjoy, not only fell 
runners! Perhaps the time has come to have a formal policy on 
members wilfully trespassing whilst running as club members on 
Wednesday evenings. 

Another point concerning the same article is, is it necessary 
to have blatant vulgarity in the newsletter which OUR wives may 
also enjoy reading, and this from people who one would consider to 
be intelligent?! Perhaps the editor could remove elements of 
articles that many of us would find offensive and in poor taste, 
referring in this instance to Colin's guide to Mesolithic forestry 
and the play on words concerning Nike Airsoles. 

Keep up the good work in producing a 'quality' mag. 

Reg Amor 

Ed. I would like to apologise to anyone who may have been offended 
by the lack of editing applied to the Night Fell Running article 
(DPFR: Autumn 89). My only excuse/comment is that the play on 
words would seem to have been quite accurate given your views of 
Dave/Col in/Jim's activities and b) Neither I nor my (female) 
proof reader understood the reference to Mesolithic forestry or 
realised that it was offensive. 

The question of trespassing is one on which strong views are 
held by many members. Personally, I wonder if everyone in the past 
had held a 'no trespassing' view would we still be fighting for 
access to Kinder, Bleaklow and other 'Open Access' areas? 
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ON TRESPASSING AND OTHER MATTERS : A REPLY 
Dear Mike, 

Thank you for giving us the opportunity to reply 
Amor's concerned letter so that our comments can be 
alongside. We'd like to thank Reg for airing his worries 
only hope that we can put his mind at rest by clearing up 
misunderstandings and making apologies where due. 

First of all we'd like to make it clear that we, alone, are 
not the "Warts" rather we are three amongst many. As we understand 
it the term "warts" has a two fold origin. Andy Harmer coined the 
term from "stalwarts" to describe those of us who keep the Dark 
Peak terrain open throughout the Winter (indeed we once counted 
Reg among our number). The term was also used, more than a few 
years ago, by Pete Collingwood and others who formed "DP Warthogs" 
as a Watershed team. 

We are dismayed at Reg's dismay about our article; after all, 
he knows each of us well and the article was hardly out of 
character! It was essentially a 'tongue in cheek' recruitment 
blurb for our head-torch training runs. Moving on to the central 
issue of trespass, our first observation is that we made no 
reference to trespass or trespassing in our article, though we 
admit to having trespassed "once or twice" in the past. We are not 
a 'gang' and, as folk who are fairly well informed about the Peak, 
never knowingly trespass on sensitive areas. We have never sought 
confrontation, indeed we extinguish our torches if we suspect any 
hint of confrontation. Furthermore, if we ever trespass, then it 
is as individuals and not as club members and we treat restricted 
access areas with the same care and respect as we do open access 
land. 

May we now address the points that Reg raises in his role as 
protector of DP wives. First of all we would like to apologise for 
any offence caused by our article, none was intended. However, we 
do wonder why wives should be offended more than the men and women 
who are club members. In retrospect we realise that if read out of 
context the taboo, vernacular, slang words may have upset some 
folk. According to the New Collins English Dictionary the phrase 
concerning Mesolithic forestry means "'talk in a silly or 
pretentious way' with a 'foolish person'". We would contend that 
basic anglo-saxon words like a e are not incompatible with 
literary excellence, which is of course what we were striving for 
in the two minutes that it took us to write the article on the 
back of a beer mat...over three pints of Guinness in the Fox House 
one summer's evening. To conclude we would direct you to one of 
this country's most celebrated poets, Geoffrey Chaucer, and a 
passage from his Miller's Tale: 

"Now Nicholas had risen... 
...in the middle of the rump." 

Dave Holmes, Jim Fulton, Colin Hughes 
Ed. I'll leave everyone to expand their knowledge of English 
literature and look this one up for themselves! 
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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* * * * * * * * 
FEATURES ******** 

TO RACE OR CLIMB IN THE ALPS 

It has become general knowledge of late that there are quite 
a few members bagging Alpine peaks. The 'Eiger Sanction' and 
'Matterhorm Marauders', names from the Derwent Watershed start 
list, give clues to some of these. More were revealed on an August 
day in 1988 when the summit of Mt. Blanc supported no less than 
six DP members. Are people slogging up the big peaks as a build up 
to the Dungworth Dash, or doing BG training for the Alps? THe 
Sierre Zinal has attracted a DP clientele for some years. Perhaps 
a glimpse of 4000m summits has stirred some inner psyche into a 
more innovative way of accepting pain. 

Not everyone wants to rise at 2 or 3am when on holiday but 
the rewards of mountaineering can be great (as can the pain). This 
summer saw one club member collect two more stitches on leg wounds 
on the Aiguille de Tour than he did on the Sierre Zinal. Perhaps 
jumping Kinder groughs is not an adequate background for the Alps! 

Was James Morris right: "Upon most ordinary people it dawns 
that mountains can most comfortably be enjoyed over a gin n' tonic 
from a hotel balcony. The mountaineer, it seems, never reaches 
this pathetic moment of truth and is compelled through life by the 
old jostle of romance." (for mountaineer also read fellrunner). 

I am sure the vast number of members have come from the 
climbing fraternity, running over the hills in winter to prepare 
for the new season. Personally, I started running in order to back 
off hard climbing routes a lot quicker. 

Barry Needle 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

MEDIUM FELL 'O' EVENTS 

No I haven't done the Saunders, Capricorn or the Rock and Run 
but I have managed a few Vaux/OS Mountain Trials and Karrimors. 
All these fell orienteering events take several, if not many, 
hours. In contrast I've also attempted some local orienteering 
events at Ecclesall Woods, Blackamoor and Beeley Wood but, 
sometimes, find that the detailed navigation creates a state of 
dizziness: with direction changes and descriptions like tree 
stump, drain-stream junction, small depression etc. In Ecclesall 
Woods, which is one of my local training runs, I actually managed 
to get lost. At Blackamoor, however, the event involved more open 
moorland and therefore more fell running. The length was about one 
and a half to two hours, much shorter than the long 'O' events but 
comparable with medium fell races. 
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Earlier this year on the DPFR/FRA fell navigation course, two 
fell orienteering events were devised on Kinder/Blackden and 
Blackamoor. Both took about one and a half hours and provided some 
good open fell running with interesting route choices. The 
Blackamoor course was for training, the Kinder course was really 
the climax of the weekend and it provided some challenging fell 
running and navigation. A few years ago, Malcolm organised a fell 
orienteering event called the Burbage Triangle: Ox Stones, Mother 
Cap, Houndkirk Hill, Ox Stones with no restrictions on route 
choice. Even though DPFR members supposedly knew the area well, 
some confused the Houndkirk Road with the Green Path below Burbage 
Edge! All this of course made it an excellent event with finishing 
times spread between 1 and 2 hours. 

All this suggests that perhaps there is a case for more 
shorter fell orienteering events (FOE). The longer ones attract a 
large number of competitors, many of whom are fell runners. I 
think that both orienteers and fell runners would be attracted by 
a short F.O.E. (up to 3 hours). Perhaps an opportunity to explore 
Abbey Brook, Howden Moors, Alport or various parts of Kinder. 

Would club members be interested in taking part in such an 
event? It could be useful training for long events, a substitute 
for long events or simply navigational training. If you are 
interested please let me know and I'll see if one can be 
organised. 

Graham Berry 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

LE WEEKEND 

One of my more impulsive decisions was to go to Vosges in 
N.E. France in July to run the "Course des Chamois". Before you 
get excited it's an uphill road race, but nevertheless a great 
occasion. 

After a nightmare rush to arrange travel I was on the last 
flight to Basel. An intriguing airport, be careful which exit door 
you choose: left for Switzerland, right for France, middle for 
Germany! Out through the French door I was met by a friend of the 
organiser who turned out to be an international biathlete, and a 
postie in his spare time. Francis and his wife Annie put me up in 
their house in the small village of Ventron and I somehow found 
space to sleep amid the souvenirs of the Calgary and Seoul 
Olympics. 

After Friday's journey, Saturday was spent relaxing, soaking 
(yes it was raining) in the atmosphere of Vosges with its wooded 
ridges and charming villages. A perfect venue for cross country 
skiing - enthusiasts take note. Early on Sunday we drove to the 
grandparents, babysitters for the family's two young children. 
They were characters straight out of a Zola novel, he a retired 
railwayman and she a former gatekeeper. Their retirement was 
somewhat enforced as the authorities closed the railway which ran 
past the front of their house. They are left living in a railway 
cottage with no railway! 
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We moved on to the race venue, the small town of Saulxures-
sur-Moselotte, where we were ushered into the Maine for an 
official reception. I met old friends from past encounters 
including Jack Maitland. Phillipe Jeangorges, the organiser, gave 
us a traditionally warm and emotional French welcome, I imparted 
my life history to a local reporter (more of this later), there 
was a speech of welcome, a few photos, a quick drink of wine and 
we were left to our own devices for the rest of the afternoon. As 
1 left the town, the first of a whole series of children's races 
were starting - a marvellous idea. 

Returning to the town in the early evening I found the 
atmosphere transformed. The whole town 'et son chien' were out on 
the streets, waiting for the senior race to start. The band was 
playing and the runners were assembling. The start can only be 
described as chaotic, typically French. Somehow, I managed to get 
a reasonable start. We did the obligatory lap of the town, 
'pour encourager les autres' and then it was o to the 8 
kilometres of sustained climb. I tried desperately o stay with 
the leaders, and thereby on TV. I managed it for 400m and then was 
plunged into an isolated battle with myself. Much blood, sweat, 
toil and uphill later (interspersed with a little downhill at half 
way where the commentator revealed every foreign competitor's life 
history) I passed the crowds at the 8km mark as the c ourse turned 
off onto a cart-track through the pine woods. An age later I 
collapsed exhausted over the line, just making it int ) the top 10. 
Journey's end, the Haute du Roc, time to recover ani admire the 
view. Later a lift back to town with the gendamarie, a never 
ending prize giving followed by a beauty contest (only the French 
could get away with this!). The winner was a local beauty, but she 
was pushed hard by a dubious looking character who 'urned out to 
be a man in drag. And so to bed and the long journey home. 

Be there next yeai ! You'll be sure of a great race and 
inimitable French hospitality. 

Malcolm Patterson 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

TALES OF THE SOUTHERN BELLES 

It seems that I unwittingly committed myself in print (Autumn 
89) so I will off load some news that might otherwise not get an 
airing. The Southern Belles, an epithet that will be disowned by 
Nigel and Tim, have not been active enough (at least on the fells) 
to merit a big story. Except that Nigel has found himself about as 
far south as it is possible to get by supporting Eleanor Adams on 
a multi-day race in Australia. He is soon to leave Cheltenham for 
Nottingham so who will be the next Dark Peaker to fill the 
vacancy? 
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The Man v Horse v Mountain Bike in June, was as always, a day 
to remember, more so this year when a bike won, 16 minutes ahead 
of the next runner. I believe The Doid, Nutmeg, Mitzi and Candy's 
Bay ran well, but could a fell runner do even better next year and 
win f10,000? I was placed somewhere between Scottish Boy and The 
Beauty which is alright as long as they're not rushing at you from 
behind full tilt on one of the narrow and incredibly muddy forest 
rides, like Tolkein's Fell Riders out of Minas Morgul. 

Another favourite race of mine, also in June, is the so 
called 'European Challenge* Trail race; 80 stricken miles of the 
South Downs from Buriton to Eastbourne. Bob Hamilton was a member 
of my ad-hoc team for the day but unfortunately he had to retire. 
However, the team in question, called 'The Hollies' (it's a long 
story) did manage to win the trophy. 

With the onset of Autumn in the Cotswolds the sheep are 
usually left in peace at night, but rumour has it that a small 
band of Cheltenham Harriers have been seen tentatively checking 
out the Petzl stocks in Blacks. So could it be 'headtorches and 
happiness' down here too?! 

Frank Thomas 
More news of the Southern Belles can be found in the race reports 
on page 24 onwards. 

Jim Fulton meditates on his next creative writing project! 
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****************** 
GOING THE DISTANCE ****************** 

DERWENT WATERSHED : 19 JULY 89 

As I drove out over Moscar the moon sank into a morning mist 
and glowed a faint red. Behind, to the East, the sun had yet to 
rise, the time was 4:45am. Normally, if there is such a thing in 
these matters, its usually nearer lam in the middle of winter. On 
both occasions I have attempted the Watershed it's been re-routed: 
firstly when temperatures of minus 11 had frozen the snow and we 
eventually slid down from Alport Castles and the following year 
when blizzard conditions on Margery Hill left us swimming to Cut 
Gate/Slippery Stones and survival. 

This attempt was a solo in this hot summer and an early start 
was to be made. I wasn't over fit but with three days of strike 
action and not being near the Big Hills this year it was worth a 
trip. I left water bottles at Yorkshire Bridge and Moscar and 
carried the rest as there would be little on route. At 5:05am I 
left the railway bridge below Twitchill Farm and was off. I kept a 
fair pace up Whin Hill and was greeted by a super view of 
the Ladybower fingers shrouded in the mist leaving Crook Hills and 
Derwent Edge clear with the sun fresh up over Rod Hill. It started 
to get warm up to High Neb and by Moscar I was glad of the waiting 
water. The early morning ,lorries broke the tranquillity but once 
away from the A57 the peace returned. Curlews were in great form 
on and around Derwent Edge but I was surprised how long the drag 
up to the Edge took. The Cartledge Flats stretch wasn't as bad as 
I'd feared and a quick swill in a rather peaty tributary of Abbey 
Brook left me up on schedun at Cut Gate in 2:12. However I knew 
Pete Lewis' record was a good one and without knowing his times 
there was no time to be lost. 

The trip round to Bleaklow Stones seemed to take ages and 
there was no darkness to shroud the distance. A short eared owl 
hunting gave me respite and an occasional glance over to Horse 
Stone and Rocking Stones broke the slog. Amazingly I hit a very 
fresh and free flowing stream coming off Bleaklow Stones and drank 
long and hard and three hours had gone as I made the stones. 

Unfamiliar with the landscape, barring Karrimor 84, I had 
convinced myself that it would take ages to reach the Snake Road. 
Consequently, trogging through the groughs and mounds on the top 
and feeing tired, I became oblivious of the land to the South and 
couldn't be bothered to check my map. The signpost pointing down 
the Pennine Way and stakes was over to the left 50 yards as I 
trudged on to Higher Shelf Stones! I must have been hot, tired and 
weary to continue on to the Trig point when everyone knows there 
isn't a Trig point on Bleaklow! The panic woke me up and I sped 
off over to the Pennine Way, having lost a good ten minutes. 3h47m 
to Snake Pass; perhaps the mistake had been to estimate 4 hours 
and mentally get into a rut round the back end. Over Mill Hill I 
sat down for the first time and drank my flask. "Damn you Pete 
Lewis, this is feeling rough". 
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I made an effort up Kinder but could feel a sense of not 
caring anymore and wishing I was well out of contention so I could 
walk. It was getting slower round to the Downfall and the lack of 
water and warmth was beginning to sap my energy. I trundled down 
to Edale Cross (5h 02m) and walked a good bit to Brown Knoll. The 
food was like cardboard and the rationed water insufficient to 
quench the thirst. The downhill from Brown Knoll was a relief and 
a joy when remembering the slogs up here in the Skyline. I now 
began to think that it was possible to get the record but the 
distance from Lords Seat to Mam Nick was deceptive. 

Mam Tor at 5h59m and an effort up the steps. My feet were now 
sore and blistered from the hot dry ground and at Hollins Cross I 
hit the wall. I began to walk in the stifling heat, it was all 
over for the time. There was no respite however, for the heat was 
unbearable and it took ages to Lose Hill. Despite sore feet I was 
keen to finish and made an effort down the hill. My legs and body 
buckled and wobbled over the stiles but the last half mile was a 
pleasure: past the Cheshire Cheese and up the lane. Time: 11:52, I 
had been out for 6 hours 4 7 minutes. I thought the record to be 
6h28 but later found it to be 6:36 set in July 1986. 

It's a long way and unlike the 15 Trigs has little respite in 
terms of climbs, valleys and water. Pete's time is a very worthy 
one, he started at Moscar. Water is a serious problem, especially 
unsupported, as is finding the best time of year. I would not have 
chosen a time of year when temperatures reached the 80s but 
opportunities can't always be carefully planned. Perhaps a time 
near to 6 hours could be done, but all variables would need to be 
right...any challengers to Pete's record? 

Andy Harmer 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

REFLECTIONS ON A PERFECT SUMMER : PART 1 

15 TRIGS (24th May 1989) 

At 4am we left the Sportsman to descend through dew covered 
heather to the dam wall. The morning was warm and still with a 
delicate blue hazy dawn breaking, covering the hills with its 
subtle colours. No cars, lorries or any other evidence of mankind 
as we climbed up through the crags to Rod Moor trig. A lovely 
feeling of ease descended over me on the run to Emlin which, 
again, was reached without hearing anything other than the early 
morning sounds of nature. 

A perfect route to Back Tor over burnt heather passing six 
mountain hares, as surprised to see us as we were to see them. An 
easy run to Margery Hill and Outer Edge demonstrated the 
effective combination of low pace and expectations of a long day 
out. With full clear sunshine and perfect views of the whole route 
we descended past Lord Edward Howard's Spring, which gave us much 
needed water, to the Karrimor Campsite. Then along the road to 
ascend through the pines to Alport Moor top. After crawling under 
some pines, we soon reverted to plan and hit Alport Trig 
perfectly, feeling invincible! 
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There followed a ragged arsed procession up to Grains in the 
Water as we honoured those past heroes of Burnsall. Thoughts of a 
winter challenge in the same mode of clothing (shoes only) were 
hurriedly cast aside! 

Still not a soul in sight as we swept up past the plane crash 
to High Shelf Stones and even my navigational skills were 
sufficient to get us to Cock Hill (buttocks still to the fore). 
However, discretion came into being on the descent into Glossop 
and our first human contact of the day by the golf course. There 
was even time for a phone call to report our progress. 

From here on memories fade into a dreamlike state. Fatigue 
and pain gradually took over as the thunder clouds gathered and 
lightning flashed over Manchester. After the best water ever 
tasted at a spring under Harry Hut, a long dreary ascent of Kinder 
skirting Mill Hill to reach Trig 624. At Kinder Downfall came the 
low point of the day, black clouds descending and no water to 
drink. Dehydration really hit us, made worse by heavy showers and 
as we crossed Grindsbrook the storm started with a vengeance. To 
Blackden with thunder, lightning and rain, culminating in hail 
stones large enough to drive us under Mad Women Stones for 
shelter. We got enough water running off the stones to quench our 
thirst and ran ankle deep in water down to Crookstone Barn. We 
were absolutely saturated, knackered and cold with full 
comprehension of the distance to go; the elation of the morning 
sunshine and views had gone. From here it was a teeth gritting 
drag. The last few trigs we touched and passed, knowledge of 
success tinged the pain with pleasure. 

We reached the finish within two minutes of our estimate, a 
tribute to good planning. A brilliant day which was the start of 
an enjoyable and successful summer. Thanks to Alan Yates for the 
idea and for all the little'gems of water holes and route choice. 

Place Estimate Actual Net 
Sportsman 04:00 04 :00 
Rod Moor 04:35 04 :35 0:35 
Eml in 05:50 05 : 35 1:35 
Back Tor 06:35 06 :20 2:20 
Margery Hill 07:35 07 :10 3:10 
Outer Edge 07:55 07 :30 3:30 
Alport 09:20 08 :55 4:55 
Higher Shelf Stones 10:05 09 :50 5:50 
Cock Hill 10:35 10 :20 6:20 
Harry Hut 11:35 11 :40 7:40 
624 12:10 12 :25 8:25 
Kinder Low 12:40 
Brown Knoll 13:05 13 :20 9:20 
Blackden 14:25 14 :40 10:40 
Win Hill 15:35 15 :45 11:45 
High Neb 16.-35 16 :50 12:50 
Sportsman 17:35 17 : 36 13:36 

Ged Desforges 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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REFLECTIONS ON A PERFECT SUMMER : PART 2 

DARK PEAK CHALLENGE 

The runners set off at 11am on another lovely late summer's 
day. Up to Mam Tor ridge at Hollins Cross with plenty of 
opportunity for shouting wrong directions to front runners. To 
Lose Hill, then down, over the viaduct and up to Whin Hill. 
Missing the top of Whin Hill, as the checkpoint was placed behind 
a wa11 on the way down, was a gem particularly as my brother had 
gone to the top (Ho Ho!). 

We had a good run up to Derwent Edge with a quick check on 
the merits of path running over a direct route to Back Tor which 
led me to a 600m deficit on Martin. The pleasure of a cup of tea 
and Mars Bar at Cut Gate was enhanced by beautiful views out to 
Bleaklow and beyond. An easy run took us to Slippery Stones and a 
repetition of the Fifteen Trigs to Alport Castles. Feeling fit and 
healthy we ran down through the farm and at the Snake up the old 
Roman road. The invigorating effect of passing knackered runners 
led to an easy run along the boundary wall to the Youth Hostel. 

A race to satisfy all my criteria for a good long fell race: 
Hardly any competition, so a chance to enjoy the 
challenge and a place in the top ten a possibility, 
perfect weather, 
enough route choice, 

- walkers start early, 
- time to wallow in Hathersage baths on the way home. 

A good day and a brilliant race, thanks to the organisers and 
long may it remain unpopular. 

Ged Desforges 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
REFLECTIONS ON AN ALMOST PERFECT SUMMER: 

BOB GRAHAM (PART-OF-THE-WAY) ROUND 

Reflections on a perfect summer may have prompted thoughts 
of, "Yes, but what about the Bob Graham Round?". So here are my 
excuses. 

1) What failure? Complete mental block out of failure has 
kept me happy in life. 

2) A brilliant day, I wanted to stop whilst still enjoying 
myself. 

3) I got homesick. 

4) I wanted something to write in Dark Peak News. 

Choose from the above list, but thanks to all those who 
supported me. It was really lovely to have at my beck and call so 
many people with such appetising morsels at every stage of the 
day. We're looking for similar service on the Karrimor...ever 
hopeful! 

Ged Desforges 
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BG 89 (TO HELL AND BACK - MY VERSION) 

An encouraging start from Keswick, I didn't sweat for the 
first 10 yards, and so we set off on an epic with a cheerful "Slow 
down yer buggers" from Terry Sayles in his van. It was nice to get 
the first peak under the belt but things were definitely hotting 
up, I should have known better with it being Sheffield Marathon 
weekend. The descent into Honister was a shocker, like descending 
into Death Valley, if God had meant us to run in this he'd have 
made us all Ethiopians. 

So off we went on the second stage. I was bearing up well 
until Stirrup Crags where I started to lag behind. The descent 
from Yewbarrow was particularly gruelling and muttering, "Who the 
hell is this Bob Graham anyway?", I reached Wasdale. 

I knew I was in trouble when I couldn't eat the rice pud, 
oranges and ice cream so with images of James "You'll eat that 
'erring" Mason standing over me I gagged it down. Well every dog 
has its day so twenty minutes after the lads had left I set off 
with Jeff Harrison and Bob Marsden up Scafell and promptly gagged 
it back up again. Feeling better and armed with a stick of celery 
and a tomato we proceeded. After nibbling the tomato awhile my 
stomach went into reverse, the tomato had rejected me. I thought I 
was in trouble when I couldn't hold down water, I knew I was when 
I couldn't hold down air. I was just about to start believing in 
God when 'Lo and Behold' out of the wilderness came Moses 
disguised as Mike Hayes with a bumbag down the back of his 
underpants. At last, a sign, so I immediately got up and did 
nothing and after Bob had run on ahead, Jeff helped me down from 
Esk Hause to Rotheswaite. 

Many thanks to all the helpers and organisers, especially to 
Bob and Jeff who looked after me on Scafell. Commiserations to 
Kev, Ged and Ed and congratulations to Barry and John, a truly 
inspiring achievement. 

Tim Mackey 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

THE SECOND ELEVEN 

Having read with interest Alan Yates 15 Trigs update article 
and the aspersions regarding club members morale fibre therein 
(April 89 Dark Peak News); Bob Marsden and myself decided to give 
it a go. I am happy to report that we successfully completed the 
now classic round in 14 hours 23 minutes on the 15th July 1989 
and, although the weather was unpleasantly hot, we had a most 
memorable and enjoyable day out. 

The first footnote to that worthy article also struck me as 
worthy of further investigation. The 11 trigs on the southern 
continuation of the same Harvey map. Alan Yates and Pete Jones had 
managed to link them together in a circuit from Tunstead Farm, 
Hayfield (26 Aug. 88) taking 12h 53m. Surely, I thought, it would 
be more in keeping with tradition to visit all 11 trigs in under 
11 hours starting and finishing at the Sportsman, Lodge Moor. All 
other rules as the 15 trigs and no out of bounds. 
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30th August 1989: Bob and myself set off from the Sportsman, 
this time heading South. The morning was bright and clear with the 
promise of another blistering hot day. We wore road shoes rather 
than studs and carried a litre of water each. 

A 7 mile leg first to Big Moor trig at the Curbar end of 
White Edge, ironically passing Ox Stones pillar within inches but 
taking care not to touch it (it's not on the map is it) ! To 
Longstone Moor, Wardlow (a field of young bulls here), Cressbrook 
Dale, then through Litton and Tideswell to Wheston Trig (hidden 
behind a wall). We were 10 minutes up on schedule and feeling good 
so off to Bole Hill, nearly all road this section, in the heat of 
the day. Here we afforded ourselves a brief rest before descending 
towards the quarries. Another road section, past dusty quarry 
workings, scrapped cars and broken down buildings. "It's a joy to 
be among such marvellous scenery", commented Bob. The Buxton trig 
was reached at 11:50am, 5 hours on the hoof and still 3 minutes up 
on schedule. This was to change. 

Yet more sections of road, the heat and the hard surface 
starting to take effect. Oxlow Rake was visited, no time to stop, 
by Mam Tor we were 9 minutes adrift and by Abney this had become 
34 minutes. No matter how hard we ran the schedule seemed to be 
slipping away from us. By Sir William Hill the situation had 
improved slightly but we still had under 2 hours to reach the 
Sportsman. The prospect of failure loomed as we crashed across 
Eyam Moor. The stark line of Stanage Edge and the last trig 
pillar glinting tantalisingly in the distance. Hathersage, past 
the Scotsman's Pack, the road now too steep to run. 5:11pm at the 
last trig, the effort had been worth it and we had 49 minutes 
left for the homeward run. Down the road, through the quarries and 
not until the soft grass of the playing field did any feeling of 
pleasure return. It certainly hadn't been much fun for the last 
four hours. So; lOh 48m 42s and the Sportsman... it was closed. 

Well, there it is, it's been done. In the words of A. Yates, 
"Not as magically satisfying as the 15 trigs but offering some 
variety and challenges of navigation". Very true. I'm sure this 
time will be improved upon by some Dark Peak flying machine but 
take heed, it's not easy by any means. 50 miles; only 6 less than 
the '15' but four hours less to do it in. 

Actual Net 
Sportsman 07:00 

1 Big Moor 08:16 1:16 
2 Longstone Moor 09:17 2:17 
3 Wardlow Hay Cap 09:46 2:46 
4 Wheston 10:33 3:33 
5 Bole Hill 11:09 4:09 
6 Buxton 11:50 4:50 
7 Oxlow Rake 13:10 6:10 CO Mam Tor 13:50 6:50 
9 Abney Moor 15:21 8:21 
10 Sir William Hill 15:56 8:56 
11 Stanage Edge 17:11 10:11 

Sportsman 17:48 10:48 

>>>>>>>>>>>>>> Dave Lockwood 
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************************ 
RACE REPORTS AND RESULTS 
************************ 

DPFR CLUB RACES 

CROOKSTONE CRASHOOT : 21 JUNE 89 

THere were a few names missing from the line up, neither Tony 
Farnell nor Bob Berzins taking part in the charge up the first 
hill and Tim Tett and Malcolm Patterson choosing to line the 
route. As is customary, Mike Meysner showed willing up the first 
half of the hill. On this excursion he was so enthusiastic he 
thought his big day had come. On top the going was fast though a 
stiff breeze wasn't helpful. After an average climb I rattled down 
the hill and thoroughly enjoyed the plunge; in the end Male's 
record remained intact by 3 seconds. The new Vets time will take 
some beating. John Cant and Graham Berry enjoyed a close battle in 
what must be becoming a two horse race for the coverted infra-red 
trophy. Competition was tight with only four minutes covering most 
of the runners. Jacky, making her first appearance in the classic, 
was well inside Claire's record. 

Andy 

1 Andy Harmer 29:40 13 Paul Sanderson 35:01 
2 Mike Egner (D.Dale) 31:14 14 George Jackson 35:08 
3 Jon Cant 31:25 15 Dave Lindop 35:15 
4 Graham Berry 31:35 16 Dave Lockwood 35:21 

Mike Meysner 31:39 17 Fran Lowe (D.Dale] 35:26 
6 Ian Wainwright (Hal.) 32:42 18 Jacky Smith 35:36 
7 Dave Cartwright (Pen.] 33:10 19 Jim Fulton 35:46 

Dave Holmes 33:16 20 John Herbert 35:49 
9 Pete Gorvett 33:30 21 Paul Tomlinson(Pen)37:39 

10 Mike Hayes 33:33 22 Kev Borman 38:38 
11 Alan Yates 34:26 23 Ann Watmore 41:01 
12 Chris Stamp 34:51 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

CAKES OF BREAD : 26 JULY 89 

The route was in question until just before the off when it was 
finally decided to trespass despite problems in April. Malcolm 
took off towards Lost Lad and ran away to smash his 1985 record by 
two minutes. Although the ground was dry, Malcolm is in such great 
form that he left the rest standing. Billy Minto was just ahead of 
myself but he took the Salt Cellar alternative and added another 
six minutes to his time! Kev Lilley, game as ever, paid for the 
early pace as Mark Harvey and Bob Berzins joined him up the Pike 
Low climb. Mark surprised everyone by taking third after leaving 
the big man. The vets record remained intact as the club secretary 
looked subdued. Perhaps the Watershed (pl8) had taken its toll. 
Jonathon Cant lost his chance to take points off Graham Berry when 
he trailed in well down the field after pulled muscles, a result 
of a dog attacking his dog the previous night! Jacky was not far 
off Claire's record in the Ladies and was two minutes ahead of 
Ann. 
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For the first time ever the timekeeper withdrew to the car 
leaving Jeff Harrison adrift as the midges, always at their best 
after this race, proved more vicious than ever. The wholemeal 
cakes of bread prizes were missing this year as the organiser 
blamed the pressures of parenthood; is this the start of the 
secretary's reign crumbling? 

Andy 
1 Malcolm Patterson 39:25 13 Frank Lowe 49:48 
2 Andy Harmer 42 : 49 14 Tim Mackey 51:10 
3 Mark Harvey 43:12 15 Dave lockwood 51:45 
4 Bob Berzins 43:33 16 Jim Fulton 52:30 in Kev Lilley 43:56 17 Jacky Smith 52:33 
6 Mike Meysner 45:21 18 Jonathon Cant 52:50 
7 John Firth 47:39 19 Murdo Mckenzie 53:17 

Dave Holmes 48:23 20 Ann Watmore 54:51 
9 Pete Gorvett 48:29 21 Clive Last 55: 30 
10 Billy Minto 48:31 22 Kev Borman 55:45 
11 Paul Sanderson 48:51 23 Frank Galbraith 59:50 
12 John Armistead 49:47 24 Jeff Harrison est .63 min! 
>> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> >> 

OTHER RACES 

LONG MYND VALLEYS : 26 FEBRUARY 1989 10m/4000' 
1 E. Harwood (Mercia) 1:22:49 

30 J. Kyle 1:39:25 
52 F. Thomas 1:47:34 

125 finished 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

KINDER DOWNFALL : 25 APRIL 1989 

560 entries is too many for the course (or the organisers). 
So next year be warned: pre-entries and a 400 limit. 

1 C. Donnelly (Eryri) 1:04:50 298 R. Grimes 1:27:17 
30 B. Berzins 1:11:46 309 A. Ireland 1:27:33 
43 J. Cant 1:13:19 318 R. Marsden 1:27:53 
66 G. Berry 1:15:27 332 A. Whatmore 1:28:32 
69 J. Armistead 1:15:41 351 G. Bell 1:29:42 

103 G. Desforges 1:17:45 357 M. McKenzie 1:30:19 
177 N. Goldsmith 1:22:01 369 A. Holland 1:30:55 
183 D. Sant 1:22:29 388 J. Soper 1:32:39 
194 B. Thackery 1:23:02 406 P. Rodgers 1:33:47 
220 P. Sanderson 1:23:57 408 C. Henson 1:33:52 
229 K. Lowry 1:24:26 442 J. Feist 1:36:28 
234 A. Yates 1:24:40 481 M. Cox 1:39:50 
239 J. Herbert 1:24:52 484 J. Harvey 1:40:12 
256 M. Desforges 1:25:39 505 P. Dyke 1:42:09 
273 J. Harrison 1:26:11 510 E. Steward 1:42:41 
288 A. Gomm 1:26:52 515 C. Dodd 1:44:34 
290 M. Simms 1:26:59 

557 finished 
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MOUNT FAMINE FELL RACE : 24 JUNE 1989 

1 M. Patterson 42:01 68 A. Yates 56:30 
10 J. Cant 47:50 73 R. Marsden 57:11 
20 G. Berry 50:07 83 K. Lowry 58:09 
31 J. Smith 52:12 [1st lady i 131 G. Goldsmith 64 :14 
45 J. Armistead 54 :17 133 A. Hoyland 65:12 
54 B. Thackery 54:55 135 J. Harvey 65:56 
58 N. Goldsmith 55:17 139 P. Dyke 66:27 
60 P. Sanderson 55:39 146 T. Woodhouse 68:39 

158 finished 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

DARWEN MOORS HILL RACE : 7 MAY 1989 11m/1800' 

1 D. Cartridge (Bolton) 1:17:19 
56 F. Thomas 1:33:47 
72 B. Thackery 1:35:48 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

BASLOW CARNIVAL FELL RACE : 6 JULY 1989 

Low advertising keeps numbers down at this, one of the best, 
local race. With narrow paths and three climbs the course couldn't 
take many more runners. For many, runners and spectators, the 
highlight of Baslow is its finish, over half a mile of gradual 
downhill on the well kept grasslands of Chatsworth Park. Graham 
Berry and Jon Cant were the first DPFR finishers and, as in so 
many races this year, only a few seconds separated them. 

1 G. Cresswell (Matlock) 29 : 49 40 C. Wilson 35:09 
6 G. Berry 31:47 50 P. Kohn 36:22 
7 J. Cant 31:52 52 L. Johnson 36:41 

18 P. Gorvett 33 :06 53 M. Rosser 36:49 
20 A. Yates 33:32 57 J. Harrison 37:08 
28 J. Herbert 34:14 60 K. Borman 37:30 
31 G. Jackson 34:33 64 L. Outwin 38:14 
32 P. Sanderson 34:42 67 F. Galbraith 38:38 
33 J. Smith 34:43 82 P. Dyke 40:28 
34 M. Simms 34:46 83 C. Henson 40:32 
35 T. Norris 34:46 89 J. Gittens 42:33 
36 T. Mackey 34:50 93 J. Roberts 43:22 
39 J. Fulton 35:07 

111 finished 
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BAMFORD CARNIVAL : 19 JULY 1989 
1 M. Patterson 20:21 
8 B. Minto 21:33 

19 A. Riley 22:44 
20 J. Cant 22:44 
21 B. Toogood 22:45 
26 G. Berry 23:07 
28 M. Harvey 23:09 
37 B. Berzins 23:38 
48 E. Hutt 24:06 
52 J. Firth 24:11 
59 D. Holmes 24 :33 
75 A. Yates 24:59 
78 P. Gorvett 25:12 
81 J. Smith 25:25 
83 J. Herbert 25:32 
90 G. Sellens 25:41 
97 P. Guerrier 25:53 

100 P. Sanderson 25:59 
102 G. Jackson 26:06 
106 D. Lockwood 26:11 

115 H. Swindells 26:27 
120 M. Simms 26:39 
129 A. Sahni 26:53 
130 J. Harrison 26: 54 
133 J. Fulton 27:06 
136 R. Marsden 27:07 
137 M. McKenzie 27:07 
142 L. Outwin 27:16 
146 L. Johnson 27:23 
156 A. Wright 27:54 
158 G. Bell 27:57 
162 C. Henson 28:17 
164 T. Sayles 28:22 
165 M. Browe11 28:25 
169 H. Bell 28:31 
175 F. Galbraith 28:41 
197 P. Dyke 30:06 
198 B. Hodges 30:06 
208 C. Worsell 31:22 
216 J. Roberts 31:51 
268 finished (!) 

GLOSSOP FELL RACE : 30 JULY 89 

The new route off Lawrence Edge to Crowden proved demanding 
and interesting although difficult underfoot and put another 7-10 
minutes on the time. The run by Andy Trigg was superb and would 
have taken nearly five minutes off Hugh Simmons' record on the old 
course. The number of Dark Peakers was fairly low. Even so, we 
only just lost 2nd place. 95 started which keeps the race in 
business but clearly, a week before the Borrowdale may deter a 
number of runners. 

Andy Harmer 

1 A. Trigg (Glossop) 2:45:29 
5 A. Harmer 3:17:46 [1st vet.] 

20 G. Band 3:33:15 
23 A. Jones 3:34:51 
40 B. Thackery 3:48:37 
49 B. Needle 3:56:28 
55 J. Harrison 4:06:01 
61 M. Browell 4:09:35 [only NON-vet DPFR!] 
9 5 started 
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BORROWDALE FELL RACE 5 AUGUST 1989 
1 D. Spedding (Keswick) 2:50:37 139 J. Armistead 4:13: 

14 B. Berzins 3:17:45 170 D. Holmes 4:22:06 
29 B. Toogood 3:28:31 176 M. Gullivan 4:26:45 
70 F. Thomas 3:53:23 201 T. Mackey 4:36:26 
91 B. Thackery 3:58:26 207 J. Harrison 4:38:27 

109 B. Hamilton 4:03 216 C. Henson 4:42:29 
119 L. Dunn 4:06 223 F. Galbraith 4:49:39 
132 P. Sanderson 4:10 237 A. Wright 5:00:04 
135 M. Browe11 4:12 

264 finishers 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

UP THE NAB : 16 AUGUST 89 

Dark Peak were out in force for the short dash from 
Charlesworth Rugby Club. Good grouping by some of us at the front 
slowed the better runners down on the climb up the narrow road 
from the start. The race then descended into Charlesworth, a 
pleasant little village, which unfortunately was shut. The climb 
up from Charlesworth was notable only for the well maintained 
Manse (rebuilt 1902) after which there was a short descent, then 
climb, ducking under the shoulder high telegraph wires, to the 
Nab. From here it is a steady descent over old quarry workings, 
across a road where the local spectators both seemed to be 
enjoying the event, down the road and round the rugby pitch to the 
finish. 

Five minutes after the finish the second race started. This 
was won by Bob Marsden who was the first man back to the 
Sportsman! 

Jim Fulton 
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BRADWELL FELL RACE : 9 AUGUST 1989 

1 S. Carey (Sheff. U) 24:35 87 M. Simms 31:40 
10 A. Harmer [1st vet] 27:15 90 J. Herbert 31:43 
11 M. Harvey 27:20 109 R. Marsden 32:38 
17 J. Cant 27:55 112 C. Wilson 32:41 
20 G. Berry 28:17 131 P. Kohn 33:45 
39 J. Armistead 29:26 135 P. Brunt 34:03 
40 E. Hutt 29:42 148 M. Browe11 34:51 
42 J. Firth 29 :45 149 F. Galbraith 34:52 
56 M. Hayes 30:07 161 T. W.ndhouse 35:36 
74 P. Sanderson 30:48 180 P. Dyke 36:34 
79 J. Smith [1st lady] 31:04 204 G. Rice 38: 54 
80 J. Fulton 31:08 

220 finished 



1 G. Hall (Holrafirth) 24:40 76 R. Marsden 32:23 
11 G. Berry 27:29 78 P. Brunt 32: 27 
41 P. Sanderson 30:03 83 P. Kohn 32:40 
51 M. Simms 30:37 103 G. Bell 34 : 37 
59 J. Herbert 31:19 104 J. Harvey 34:38 
60 D. Livesey 31:28 107 T. Woodhouse 34:44 
62 J. Fulton 31:35 131 T. Kohn 39:40 
66 B. Thackery 31:50 

142 finished 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

BARREL INN FELL RACE (EYAM) : SEPTEMBER 1989 

Sam Carey underlined his fell running as well as his proven 
road, country and track ability. He finished over two minutes 
ahead of the next runner and over four minutes ahead of Bob 
Toogood in third place. 

1 S. Carey 35:09 42 T. Mackey 44:46 
3 B. Toogood 39:25 [1st vet] 48 T. Norris 45:45 
6 B. Berzins 40:07 50 P. Brunt 45: 55 CO E. Hutt 41:12 58 K. Borman 46:49 

15 M. Hayes 42:16 65 C. Henson 48:16 
26 J. Smith 43:17 [1st lady] 69 P. Dyke 48:51 
32 D. Lockwood 43:44 73 F. Galbraith 49:15 
33 J. Fulton 43:44 81 K. DeMengel 52:20 
34 J. Herbert 43:49 85 C. Worsell 53:34 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

BEN NEVIS : 2 SEPTEMBER 1989 

At last! A race in which conditions could be described as 
normal. There was a pleasant atmosphere in the sports ground, as 
the runners started for the traditional start of a parade 
accompanied by the bagpipes and drums. Yet again there was an 
anticlimax of dithering about for 10 minutes while we were checked 
by the marshals - no sense of occasion.After last year's debacle, 
full body cover was to be carried. It was the sublime to the 
ridiculous as we were in the middle of a heatwave. 

400 started, so crowded it was reminiscent of a Trunce! I 
reached the summit in lh25m (same as last year) and it was 
distinctly chilly up there. I allowed myself a few seconds 
sightseeing before plunging down for the real hard work of the 
race. This is the bit where you take your brain out and by the 
time I reached the bottom I tottered about on the road trying to 
find my feet before running the last mile. 15 minutes off last 
year's time, a pb at last. 

181 T. Mackey 2:07 
363 G. Rice 2:49 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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ANDERSON'S MOURNE MOUNTAIN MARATHON : SEPTEMBER 1989 

A foul weathered Friday saw Kay and I fly to Belfast to 
compete in this years Mourne Mountain Marathon. Arriving in 
Newcastle (Co. Down) the skies were ominously black, a sure sign 
of a stormy night. However, Saturday dawned surprisingly bright 
with clear blue skies and a gentle breeze. We enjoyed a leisurely 
walk direct from our B&B to registration but, unknown to us, 
registration had moved further away overnight; the marquee had 
blown down. The walk was, therefore, immediately followed by a mad 
dash to the start. Five minutes to chat to acquaintances met the 
previous year and then we were off. 

Day one was brilliant. Excellent running weather, good route 
choice and no crocodiles. If you've done the Karrimor you'll know 
what I mean. Kay and I started 30th on the B course; somehow, by 
the third control, after overtaking nobody on the route we chose, 
we found ourselves only the second team through. And so it 
continued for the next five controls, always second team through. 
But the gap was closing because we could see a team periodically 
in the distance. Four controls from the end they made a mistake 
and we were in front. However, since Kay was starting to tire fast 
at this point and was complaining of an aching knee, it was only 
lkm before they passed us. I was happy to follow them towards the 
penultimate control until they made a huge error, whereupon we 
left them heading off into the distance in the wrong direction. We 
arrived at the overnight camp to find it deserted; we were the 
first B team to finish and only the second team to arrive. All we 
had to do now was wait to see how many teams came in behind us 
with a faster time. 

To our surprise no-one came near us. We ended up with a 32 
minute lead which looked unassailable; all we had to do was follow 
the leading group around on day 2 and we would be assured of 
victory. That was providing Kay's knee stopped hurting. 

The overnight camp is small compared to the Karrimor and we 
spent most of the time talking to our neighbours, eating, visiting 
tents of people we had met last year talking a whole lot more and 
eatingl In fact we did lots of eating. Starter, two main courses, 
dessert, several drinks, chocolate bars etc.etc.. Replacing 
calories burnt or cutting down on weight for day two? 

Day 2 and a mass start. Our following tactics were employed 
for two controls until we decided to take our own routes to avoid 
steep descents since this was causing Kay's knees a lot of pain. 
Kay tried valiantly to keep going but eventually the pain proved 
too much. About 5 or 6km from the finish, an estimated 15 minutes 
down on the teams in 2nd and 3rd overnight, we called it a day and 
walked to the finish. The leading teams should have taken half an 
hour more than us on the last climb and long descent to the 
finish. Imagine our surprise when someone told us that we were 
only 17 seconds down on the winners and were lying second with the 
third team only 51 seconds behind! If we had only jogged the run 
in! It only goes to show that you should keep trying if at all 
possible. 
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Enough said that we enjoyed the event. Kay's knee is still 
playing up at the time of writing and I guess that I will get 
accused of running her into the ground. However, work permitting, 
we will both be going back in 1990 for our third successive event. 
It might be an expensive and exhausting way to spend a weekend, 
but in my opinion this is the best mountain marathon in the 
calendar. But don't tell everyone since I for one would like to 
see it kept small and informal as it is at present. 

Keith Tonkin 

LANTERN PIKE : 16 SEPTEMBER 1989 
1 R. Bailey (Bingley) 31:45 

13 J. Cant 34:22 
26 G. Berry 36:33 
59 J. Armistead 38:15 92 K. Lowry 39:50 

102 N. Goldsmith 40:11 
105 P. Sanderson 40:32 117 B. Marsden 41:08 

150 A. Hoyland 43:04 
164 J. Harvey 43:40 
169 W. McLewin 43:54 
175 J. Soper 44:30 
181 S. Dean 45:02 
189 A. Collinson 45:38 
206 P. Dyke 47:51 
210 B. Wardle 48:32 
243 finished 

HAYFIELD CHAMPIONSHIP 

(Kinder Downfall, Kinder Trog, Mount Famine, Lantern Pike) 

1 A. Kirk (Glossop) 4:31:36 
4 G. Berry 4:49:03 [1st Vet.] 
9 J. Armistead 4:59:09 [3rd Vet.] 

24 K. Lowry 5:24:24 
[3rd Vet.] 

26 P. Sanderson 5:25:06 
30 R. Marsden 5:30:27 
43 A. Hoyland 5:45:34 
64 P. Dyke 6:51:10 
66 completed all four races 
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OTTER HIGH PEAK 40 : 23 SEPTEMBER 1989 

This is one ultra distance type event that seems to attract 
Dark Peak. As well as being a much more sensible distance than 
some others it is well organised as I found when I took part for 
the first time. The conditions were perfect and you couldn't 
possibly get lost because of the red arrows (painted, not 
airborne!). The checkpoints are excellent though perhaps there are 
too many. 

This is an event where you declare your team name on the day 
and so in a hasty consultation with Nigel Robinson and Bob 
Hamilton at registration I suggested calling ourselves 'Dark Peak 
Lutra Lutra XL. Bob then added the suffix 'Invaders' as if Lutra 
Lutra wasn't pretentious enough. The King of the 100km, Martin 
Daykin, was invited to join our team along with Dave Gower-Rudman 
who was last seen in the Peak District suffering nightmares on the 
Derwent Watershed. Martin finished third. I had expected him to 
win but nobody could have predicted Dave Neill's incredible 
performance in getting the record down to 5:10:40. Dave, Bob and I 
came in within a minute of each other and Nigel followed in the 
top 30. Seven other Dark Peakers appeared in the results so we 
were quite well represented but not as well as Glossopdale and 
Macclesfield Harriers. It was not until I had finished that I 
realised the distinction that Dark Peak had already given the 
Otter 40 having gained the team prize for the first two years of 
the event. I then wondered if a team result containing only one 
bona-fida club member might be entirely acceptable. So, for the 
moment the matter is open to debate. Do we get Dark Peak inscribed 
on the shield or 'Dark Peak Lutra Lutra XL Invaders'? A club 
achievement or not, the team record was broken by 40 minutes. 

The competitive aspect apart, the race is extremely enjoyable 
in its own right and people should not be put off by the distance. 
After all, it doesn't have to be taken too seriously. I was going 
to treat it as a gentle training run but I got carried away! 

Frank Thomas 

1 D. Neill (club?) 5:10:40 61 T. Mackey 7:16:11 
7 B. Hamilton 5:46:47 64 K. Borman 7:19:14 
8 F. Thomas 5:47:29 119 B. Wardle 8:13:23 

29 N. Robinson 6:32:34 144 A. Col 1inson 8:48:30 
34 J. Armistead 6:43:26 
48 P. Barker 6:56:51 291 started, 254 finished 

1st team: Dark Peak Lutra Lutra XL Invaders 17:06:09 (rec.) 
(Martin Daykin, Dave Gower-Rudman, Bob Hamilton) 
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KARRY ON UP THE HOWGILLS : 28-29 OCTOBER 89 

The first navigational error lost Dave Lockwood and I about 
fifteen minutes. We missed the turn off the M6 at Tebay. As a 
result we were not quite the first people to arrive at 
Ravenstonedale that afternoon. The Sants were there; Colin and Bob 
were looking settled in and Pete Bland was already selling. 
Anyway, we found a good site, put up the tent, ate some mush out 
of a tin and went in search of a proper meal. 

Our second bad route choice had us standing outside of a pub 
which didn't open until 7pm so we lost another 20 minutes there. 
Back on the right line we found the other pub and settled in with 
a group who were drinking and eating steadily. Several pints and a 
chicken and chips later we headed back to the tent for a pot 
noodle and hot chocolate. On our way we passed Pete Bland who was 
starting to struggle. It was only 8:30pm but he'd been having 
trouble with his Access machine and was going through a bad patch. 

The night was blissful, the evening's beer resulting in sound 
sleep. We woke to the sound of driving rain and the awful 
realisation that we had to start running for two days; but even 
more daunting was the prospect of either facing the pre-start 
latrines or tiptoeing through already well manured woodland. 
(Woods adjacent to Karrimor campsites must sprout several feet 
during the next growing season). 

Wearing full waterproofs, we headed for the start. Pete Bland 
was doing stretching exercises; massaging his forearms and 
greasing his palms. Five minutes after starting we stopped...to 
take off our waterproofs. From then on the day was fairly 
uneventful. We ran a bit, walked a lot, I fell down many times. We 
got wet and the wind blew us dry. Dave nearly killed Pete Livesey 
with a rock he dislodged. "That would have made you quite famous", 
Mr. Livesey commented modestly. Towards the end of the day we were 
in a gully wading through something which resembled chocolate 
whip, having been warned by a marshal that anyone who stepped out 
of the gully would be shot by the farmer. This is the kind of 
co-operation with landowners that Karrimor are so proud of 
fostering. The farmer was there, but I didn't see his gun. Perhaps 
it was in his holster! 

The chocolate whip reminded us that the delights of the 
overnight camp were awaiting. Even Raven meals sounded tempting at 
that stage of the day. After another checkpoint we slithered in to 
the finish (although not with the panache shown by Mr. Sant later 
that evening) and found a place to pitch. We spent quite a while 
looking for the ideal location, but one sloping soggy bit of 
ground is much like another. For one horrible moment Dave couldn't 
get the poles to untelescope, but the prospect of sleeping in an 
unerected tent gave power to his elbow and all was well. We ate 
all sorts of horrible stuff and drank gritty chocolate. It rained 
and blew. Many people going for water forgot to take a compass and 
couldn't find their tents on their return. Plaintive cries for 
their companions filled the air, becoming more desperate as the 
rain fell heavier and wind blew. One wit, snug in his sleeping 
bag, shouted, "He's in the little green tent". 
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The night was spent with feet uphill and heads downhill which 
may be good for ankle injuries but is not conducive to sleep. In 
the morning we ate more disgusting sawdust and water which was 
supposed to give us strength. The girl on the packet certainly 
looked to be enjoying it more than Dave was. 

We packed up and bared our bums to the latrines where I was 
greeted by a cheery, "Hello, I recognised your Dark Peak hat"! We 
put on wet shoes, paddled over the river to the start and set off 
on Day 2. Having glibly talked of being in by 2:30pm we were 
somewhat surprised to be floundering around Mallerstang Edge at 
that time. A little later we crossed a road and Mrs. Sant shouted 
words of encouragement to us. It wouldn't have taken much 
encouragement for me to have climbed into her car and ride to the 
finish but Dave was made of sterner stuff and we carried on. The 
final shock to the system was having to RACE to the finish for the 
last hour to avoid the 5pm timeout. We really ran hard for 3 
checkpoints and made it with minutes to spare. 

We waddled to the finish marquee for our stale spam sandwich 
and pastie. They collapsed the marquee around us, our legs 
collapsed beneath us and we returned to our tent, now almost alone 
in the field. On the way we passed Pete Bland who, with a glazed 
look in his eye, was still selling shoes, though everyone had gone 
home. "There's a man who's really had a tough weekend", said Dave. 

Howard Swindells 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

STATESIDE 

And now some news of that dedicated runner Martyn Greaves who 
is seldom seen by other people in Dark Peak, mainly because he is 
even less often in fell races than I am. However, this summer he 
showed that he is as much a part of the American Trail racing 
scene as people with names like Al, Chuck, Sabin and the 
Bogenhuber brothers. 

Martyn ran the Vermont 100 mile Endurance Run on trails and 
dirt roads at South Woodstock, Vermont (14000' climbing) and was 
third. Less than a month later he was 15th on the infamous 100 
mile Race Across the Sky at Leadville Colorado which includes 
16000' climbing at a height of between 9200' and 12600'. THere 
followed, in rapid succession, two 50 milers; Mad River Ultra Run 
on 3rd September at Karbel, California where he was 4th and on 9th 
September the McKenzie River Trail Run at Blue River where he 
finished 10th. 

Vermont 100 mile 

1 E. Clifton 15:48:59 
3 M. Greaves 17:21:35 

114 started, 94 finished 
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LeadviUe Bud Lite Trail 100 mile 

1 S. Crom 
15 M. Greaves 

18:56:40 
22:22:50 

257 started, 140 finished 

Mad River Ultra 50 

1 C. Anderson 
4 M. Greaves 

8 started, 7 finished! 

7:20:26 
9:18:15 

McKenzie River Trail 50 

1 R. Velice 
10 M. Greaves 

36 started, 31 finished 

7:09:34 
8:52:38 

**************** 
ROAD AND COUNTRY **************** 

NOTTINGHAM MARATHON : 24 SEPTEMBER 1989 

To end the summer on a high note it was my brother's 
intention to do a last road marathon (he's getting on a bit) and 
in doing so finish in under 3 hours. 

Sunday dawned like every other: clear blue skies, sun and 
conditions which make even Clay Cross appear beautiful on the way 
to the start. Along with thousands of others we set off at 10am 
and the best ego boosting three hours that you could ever hope 
for. Every wayside spectator was only there to cheer US on and 
anybody in front of us was either Steve Jones or having a once in 
a lifetime run. 

We had a relaxed run to 21 miles, passed in about 2h 20m 
after which optimistic forecasts of knocking minutes off 3 hours 
dwindled to a grim hope that we would just duck under. This we 
duly did by 2 or 4 seconds (depending on whose finish time you 
take). The pleasure of not running another is almost as sweet as 
having reached the target. 

Ged Desforges 
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*********************** 
COVERS AND COMPETITIONS *********************** 

Remember some of these old 
friends? 

Well they're all nearing or 
past retirement age so, if 
you would like a change, 
get your pens out and 
design a front cover for 
1990 and beyond. 

Dark Peak 
NEWS 
J u n e ' 8 7 



WHO ARE THEY ? 

Can you identify the following Dark Peak characters from Mike 
Cudahy's book 'Wild Trails to Far Horizons' (reviewed on page 42). 
On the Pennine Way: 

"I had never met X before... but one glance at the determined 
jaw and the holes in his running tights convinced me that I was in 
the hands of a real professional." 
and: 

"X demonstrates an amazing aptitude for divining the deepest 
and slimiest of such holes. By the simple ruse of staying several 
lengths behind X I am able to steer a rather drier, if much less 
interesting, course. I... remain in sufficiently close contact to 
profit from this opportunity to refine certain aspects of my 
vocabulary" 

During a record Colne-Rowsley run: 

"Y had also brought a running friend, Pat Grundy. The trouble 
is, Pat seems to think it appropriate to hold a conversation from 
five yards ahead of me. No sooner do I get to his shoulder than he 
is off again. Does the silly sod not realise the inherently 
difficult nature of carrying out an intelligent conversation 
across a five yard gap when you are at the end of 70 miles of 
eyeball popping effort and your legs are like a pair of bent 
Woodbines?" 

They arrived at the Peacock in Rowsley, 11 hours 44 minutes 
and 30 seconds after Mike had left Colne: 

""Pat, there is something I need to say about accompanying a 
tired runner". Pat grins, "It was Y's idea. He said to keep just 
in front of you and never let you catch up". Well, the crafty old 
bugger" 

Answers (anagrams): X - Lliw Clinmew 
Y - Rice Thimcell 

Kev Borman 
> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

AUTUMN'S BRAIN TEASERS 

Well, what was the chairman up to? No winners or losers just 
a few of the printable suggestions: 

"Well doctor, if you think it'll cure baldness" 

"I know we need younger club members but I don't think that this 
hormone therapy will fool anyone." 

"Do you need blood doping to improve performance as a coach?" 

"I'm told this anti-road running vaccine works wonders" 

for the stick-man: the missing bit was Malcolm's appendix! As 
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************************** 
PUBLICATIONS AND EQUIPMENT ************************** 

BOOK REVIEW 

Wild Trails to Far Horizons by Mike Cudahy 

Just over four years ago I was in the audience at the BMC's 
National Hillwalking Conference at Buxton listening to the closing 
words of Mike Cudahy's lecture about his experiences of ultra fell 
running. The impact of what he said and, more importantly, how he 
said it, was stunning. I have rarely experienced such an 
atmosphere of oneness between audience and speaker. His words and 
John Beatty's visual images had taken us across moors and hills, 
exploring the ambition, frustration and ultimate joy in the 
runner's mind en route. 

Reading this book I revisited that experience. Superficially 
it tells of fast hill journeys in North Wales, Pennines, on the 
Coast to Coast, Southern Uplands and Scottish 4000s. I winced at 
the book's title, which seems redolent of some far-fetched 
adventure film, but it hides a finely written and intensely human 
story. 

The hype tells us that this is 'the only person to have run 
the Pennine Way in under three days', but the account of that feat 
occupies only a small portion of the text and, like the whole book, 
reflects the personality of the man who brought his audience to 
the verge of tears in that darkened theatre in Buxton. The book is 
humorous, reflective and most of all it is sensitive and detailed 
in writing about long record attempts over wild land; the quasi-
mystical links between runner and landscape and the sharply evoked 
bonds between runner and supportive companions. 

At several points in the text the author indicates that he 
does not have the words to do justice to what he is trying to say, 
yet his prose is at once both dreamlike and down to earth. It has 
a zen quality which will touch many who have a feel for the moors 
and mountains. It is a book of rare quality, both inspired and 
inspirationa1. 

And in July as I flicked through the pages of a bothy book in 
a small cottage in the Western Highlands, whose name should appear 
with a note about a reconnaissance of another major journey 
through the mountains? The story is clearly continuing. You will 
realise when you have read this extraordinary evocation of the 
human spirit that it could be no other way. 

Kev Borman 
'Wild Trails to Far Horizons' by Mike Cudahy is published by Unwin 
Hyman, price £14.95. 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 
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DPFR CLOTHING 
Cotton vests - standard 7.00 
Cotton mesh vests (mens and womens) 7.50 
Shorts 6.00 
Tracksters 10.00 
Woollen Hats 3.50 
Cloth Badges 1.25 

Also available to order: Trackster tops 

Rugby shirts 

Ron Hill shoes 

Note: There are no more T-shirts but more of the summer mesh vests 
have been obtained. All prices subject to alteration. Orders 
and enquiries to Howard Swindells. 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

Mike Theobald, who supplies the Dark Peak gear, has opened a 
new shop called "Keep on Running" at 710 Attercliffe Road. He will 
stock Ron Hill, Asics, New Balance, Reebok and Walsh's gear plus 
many other accessories. The shop is managed by John Breeden who is 
an experienced athlete and hopefully the shop will be able to 
provide good advice as well as good value. Check it out! 

> > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > > 

In the next issue of Dark Peak News: 

Sheffield to Macclesfield : from all angles 
Biochemistry for Beginners 
Alan Yates sets another long distance challenge 
and many more 

Articles etc. may be hand written, typed or on a 5.25" floppy disk 
(as a Wordstar file or an ASCII text file). 

Contributions please by Wednesday 2 3 February 1990 

Publication date Wednesday 20 March 1990 

'KEEP ON RUNNING' 

Howard Swindells 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
Dark Peak News - Spring Issue ***************************** 
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