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Editorial notes
This is the third edition from the new editorial team 
and our resident publisher Tim Mackey. As usual we 
are reliant on contributions from members and we 
hope you keep supplying the interesting material. In 
this edition we have reports from the first two home 
in the Club Champs and from organiser Nicky, an 
injury tale from John Hunt, an account of the Trans 
Alpine race that Oli and Rhys ran, more ‘made in 
Dark Peak’ and ‘things we run past articles’ and 
resurrection of an athlete’s profile, the Dogs Diary 
and Caption Competition.

In the News:  We have been asked by the FRA if 
we’d host the FRA relays in 2017 (see Chairman’s 
column for more details); Gavin has plans well 
underway for this year’s Edale Skyline, slightly earlier 
than usual due to an early Easter and if this gets to 
you before the race takes place we still need plenty 
of marshals – remember the problems we had last 
year with the weather and exposure casualties.. So 
if you are free on 13 March we could really do with 
your help – contact Gavin or Dave Taylor. 

The Bradfield Boundary run met with some 
problems this year: the resident gamekeeper just 
north of Langsett was not too pleased to come 
across three dogs not on leads in an area with 
dog restrictions in place. The altercation that 
followed involved the gamekeeper over-reacting 
(understatement) and the dog-owning runners 
retracing their steps with dogs on leads. The 
gamekeeper had threatened to remove permission 
for the Grin and Bear It race. In order to preserve 
good relations so we can continue to run races 
over the moors, can we remind members with dogs 
to ensure they respect these few areas – see the 
website (News section) for details from Bob Berzins 
on where info can be found.

Our membership secretary Ann would like to 
apologise to any members who’ve had problems 
completing the new, slightly more complicated 
membership form – it’s all down to the FRA 
and England Athletics trying to come up with a 
mechanism for tracking people who are members 
of more than one club, and importantly, for our Club 
Captains when trying to ensure we field legitimate 
runners in our often very successful relay teams – so 
please bear with us and if in doubt, just email Ann.

Keep you articles coming – next deadline probably 
around the end of April. 

The 3 Editors – Alan, Ann and Tim
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Chairman’s Column
Little did I realise when I became Chairman how many ‘things’ come 
my way – some mundane but others very interesting...

FRA Relays 2017
It was back in November when Ian Winterburn informed me that the 
FRA had asked him if Dark Peak would be interested in organising 
the FRA Relays in 2017. Surprisingly, although the event has been 
held in the Dark Peak twice before (Hayfield and The event has 
been held in the Dark Peak three times before, twice from Edale, the 
second organised by DPFR with controversially long legs!, and once from Hayfield. Given our record at winning 
this it seemed an offer we shouldn’t refuse, and as a result a number of us have been looking into it in more 
detail.

We came up with two possible venues – Fairholmes and Ollerbrook Farm (courtesy of the farmer who 
Dave Sykes had a chat to). Each has pros and cons, not least of which is car parking, and as we go to press we 
are shortly to meet various people (Peak Park, National Trust, Severn Trent, etc) to outline our plans and seek 
permission. Assuming we get the go ahead for either venue, organising such a prestigious event will surpass 
anything we’ve organised before and it will almost certainly have to be a club effort to ensure we resource all the 
various aspects of the event such as permissions, car parking, planning, course marking, marshalling, first aid/
MRT, organising traders, PA/commentary, prizes/medals, etc – all of which will need a team of organisers with a 
main RO seeing over everything/everyone.  

40 at 40
In the last newsletter I mentioned the possibility of a series on 40 races to celebrate this 40th year of Dark Peak. 
Those of you using our web site or attending our weekly runs will be aware of the ’40 at 40’ series of races 
that we have put together – I say ‘we’, but it’s mostly Willy Kitchen pulling together our regular races but with 
some choice suggestions for resurrections of old race such as the Mike Hayes Foxtrot, my Rivelin Skyline, 
Rob Pearson’s Headstone Headache to name a few.  The final list is nearing completion as we go to press but 
we couldn’t wait to get the series started as the Padley race was conveniently being held on New Year’s day. 
Four races have now been held, with David Lund currently leading and being one of several people intent on 
participating in all 40. Willy has devised a scoring system which only he knows how it works – I just hope it 
gives the average punter a shot at the title.

I’d like to see the old relays we used to run resurrected also – the Burbage Baffler, Cut-throat Relay and 
Mitchell Field Relay – all similar in that they comprise teams of 4 and have legs run in both directions round a 
loop. If we can find organisers, maybe the originators (Andy Harmer, Martin Spence), these events will appear in 
the Calendar in due course  although not be part of the 40@40 as such. Any volunteer organisers should contact 
Willy Kitchen or myself.

We have a new T-shirt design out to celebrate our 40 years – see the kit page.  
I hope there will be some other 40 year ‘events’ throughout the year – ideas include a BBQ or two and maybe 

something at the Thornbridge weekend – watch this space.

Sadly December saw the passing away of Brian ‘Tanky’ Stokes and Jenny Chambers, nee Pearson. Tanky was 
well known by many in the club. He was a very good climber and pioneering skier in his day but was more 
recently known as the organiser of the Marsden to Edale race – or Tanky’s Trog.  One of his more eccentric 
achievements was skiing down Wasdale screes. Jenny (ex-wife of Rob Pearson) was one of the original Dark 
Peak ‘Women’ and was instrumental in getting equal rights for women in local fell races such as the Hallam 
Chase. She was in the British Orienteering team in two World Championships and won the British Champs on 
two occasions. She remained involved in the running scene in Sheffield after leaving DP and was a prominent 
member of Smiley Pacers. Jenny died of pancreatic cancer on Christmas Eve.

Tim
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Dark Peaker’s 
achievements 
2015
Congratulations to particularly the 
following members for their efforts 
last year.

English 
Championships
Neil Northrop 7th overall (great consistency 
of being 11th or higher in every race 
completed)

Dave Taylor 1st V50 

Tom Saville 1st Under 23

Judith Jepson 1st V45, 2nd V40, 5th overall

Stephen Pyke 3rd V50

John Armistead 4th V70

Keith Holmes 5th V60

Liz Batt 6th V50

Tom Brunt 6th V40

Congratulations to the V50 men’s team on 
becoming English champions (in V50 champs 
Dave was 1st, Spyke 3rd, Joe Blackett 6th, 
Steve Bell 9th). Senior men and V40 men 
were silver medallists. Can we go one higher 
next year?

Our women’s open team were bronze 
medallists and the V40s did well for silver 
medals. 

British 
Championships
Dave Taylor 2nd V50

Liz Batt 2nd V50

Neil Northrop 6th overall

Tom Saville 1st U23

Tom Brunt 6th V40

Joe Blackett 6th V50

Keith Holmes 6th V60

Men V50s gold medallists and silver medals 
for open and V40 teams. 

British Fell Relay 
Championship
Men: bronze medals for open team and V40 
team (who were 22nd overall)

Women: 1st V40 team, and 2nd overall (less 
than 1 minute behind the first women’s team!)

Hodgson Brothers 
Mountain Relay
4th Open men, and 1st V40 men (14th 
overall)

2nd women’s team

Long Distance 
Challenges
Stephen Pyke completed the Joss Naylor 
challenge in 10hours 22mins, a new fastest 
overall time. 

Oli Johnson and Rhys Findlay-Robinson 
finished 4th overall in week-long Trans-Alp 
stage race. (ed. see Oli’s report)

Bob Graham 
completions under 24 
hours
Nicky Spinks incredibly managed to lower 
her own Outright Women’s record for the BG 
in April– now at 18 hours 6mins.

Lewis Ashton, Mike Bourne, Richard 
Bradbury, Sarah Broadhurst, Penny Collier, 
Pete Fraser Smith and Hannah Saville 
(all on club weekend in June). Special 
congratulations to Hannah as she became the 
youngest female to complete the round in a 
day. 

Glen Borrell completed a self-supported 
round in August in 22 hours 14 mins.

Paddy Buckley and 
Ramsey Round 
completions
Congratulations to Glen Borrell and Laurence 
Piercy (Ramsey -26 July), self-supported in 
23:31. Having completed the Paddy together 
the previous year in similar self-supported 
style they became the ninth and tenth Dark 
Peak members of a very exclusive club of less 
than 40 to complete all 3 of the ‘Big Rounds’ 
in under 24 hours. Well done chaps!

Lakeland Classics 
series:
Tom Brunt – 6th , 2nd M40 : John Hunt – 9th, 
3rd M40 : David Lund – 13th : Judith Jepson 
– 20th, 2nd female, 1st L40 : Dave Sykes – 
21st : Nicky Spinks – 22nd, 2nd L40 : Ashley 
Kay – 34th : Keith Holmes – 38th, 1st M60 : 
Clare Oliffe – 52nd : Jim Paxman – 67th .

The overall team award was well retained (it 
was close though!).

Notable race 
performances
International selection was bestowed upon 
Sally Fawcett and Bonnie van Wildenburg 
who represented GB at the World Long 
Distance Trail Championships in Italy in 
May. Apparently it was quite hilly as Sally 
has previously reported! Congratulations on 
finishing 2nd GB woman Sally. 

Ellie Crownshaw (U20) and Tom Saville 
(U23) ran for England at the Mountain 
Running Home Countries International 
in Wales in September. Further, Tom was 
selected for the GB U23 team and took part in 
the Smara Gora mountain race in Slovenia.

John Hunt was winner of the Peris Horseshoe 
race. (ed. see elsewhere in this issue for what 
happened next.) Rhys Findlay-Robinson 
was 2nd at Duddon and 4th at Flower Scar 
(both English champs races). Men V40 team 
prize was won at the Yorkshire 3 Peaks race. 
Stuart Bond ran a strong race in the highly 
competitive Snowdon Mountain race in July.  
Whilst Martin Payne completed 100 miles in 
just under 23 hours….by doing 50 laps of a 2 
mile loop. Madness?!

Congratulations as well to the many members 
on their own personal notable efforts and 
goals achieved or targets met. Further, a 
special thank you to the many club members 
who organised a run or marshalled at a Dark 
Peak event (and if Dave Holmes doesn’t 
know every centimetre of Burbage valley by 
now….!) Keep enjoying yourselves in 2016.

Team Captains Rob Little and 
Helen Elmore
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I was first asked to organise the 2015 Club 
Champs in April of that year. I came up with 
a basic route quite easily as Steve and I had 
just walked from the Strines to Howden 
Reservoir to watch the Lancaster bombers’ 
Derwent valley fly-past. On the way we 
went via the paths and on the way back I was 
adventurous (which is not always good for 
Steve!) and took a more direct line clipping 
John Field Howden and then via Cakes of 
Bread. 

I visited Will the gamekeeper to ask if he 
would agree to my proposal, but Saturday is 
their shoot day so he was unable to give me 
permission. He did say, though, that we could 
hold the race on a Sunday in November. On 
consultation with Tim Tett it was decided the 
champs must take place on a Saturday. So, 
as most of the places I would use are grouse 
moors, I said I wouldn’t be able to organise 
the event.

Summer passed by quite successfully both 
running and farming, and we headed into 
a lovely dry autumn. In mid-September I 
received a call from Will to say  that because 
the bird population had suffered with the cold 
late spring  the estate had decided not to hold 
any more shoots over the winter of 2015. 
Therefore he could give me permission for 
the race to be held on any Saturday I wanted 
in November! This was an opportunity not 
to be missed. I contacted Tim who was only 
too pleased to let me organise the champs as 
originally planned.

Next up was to approach the Strines pub as 
I needed a venue with car-parking, beer and 
hopefully food. Landlord Bruce was more 
than willing to let us use the pub and offered  
soup and sandwich for £4, which I thought 
was a good deal. Lewis estimated maybe 
40/50 people would stop for a drink and food 

so that’s what I ordered. I knew Dark Peak 
members are experts at squashing lots of cars 
into limited space but I tried to get people to 
carshare.

So, with venue sorted and Lewis taking 
care of the handicaps, there was only the 
route left for me to finalise. I enlisted the 
help of Keith Holmes and gave him a map 
marked up with my check points and then 
followed him round to see what he made of 
it. It was interesting as he took routes I hadn’t 
thought of. This included coming back from 
Pike Lowe round on the path, which made me 
decide to put an extra CP in at Cakes of Bread 
so the path option was still possible but made 
it a much longer route choice.

Marshals were hard to find initially, but 
then as usual people came forward in the 
last week and enabled myself and Lewis to 
run! We decided to reward the marshals with 
lunch paid for by a £1 charge to all runners. 
This worked very well and was gratefully 
received by the volunteers when they came 
down off the hill.

The weather was forecast to be pretty foul. 
On the day, however, it turned out dry until 
1pm but with an ever increasing wind which 

battered the Chairman’s tent up on the hill. 
Arriving early I found I had little to do and 
so had a lot of faff-time as my handicap was 
(rightly) abysmal! I enjoyed the race, seeing 
where people were heading and watching the 
fast runners coming past as they reeled in the 
earlier starters  A highlight was Tom Brunt 
who, seeing Dave Lund head left off Pike 
Lowe, studied his map and then went  direct 
to Cakes of Bread. Apparently afterwards 
he told Dave  I wished I had followed you!’ 
much to Dave’s amusement as he had chosen 
to follow Richard Hunt! 

I loved the route and the last descent to the 
Finish where I could see my Dark Peak flag 
(elsewhere in this issue) still flapping in the 
wind. The pub was full to bursting with Dark 
Peakers when I squeezed in, but the staff 
were coping brilliantly, serving and bringing 
out soup and sandwiches at great speed.  I 

was happy when everyone was accounted 
for, with conditions worsening all the time, 
and when the long-suffering marshals were 
warmed up. The last runner back was  Mark 
‘off on my own adventure’ Harvey. who 
was certainly true to his word. It was most 
satisfying to hear all the discussions about 
route choices and good/bad lines; even to this 
day I don’t think there’s any consensus! [See 
John ‘Champion’ Gunnee’s personal account 
of the race (elsewhere in this issue).

Many thanks to Lewis Ashton for making 
organising the Club Champs so easy! Thanks 
also to Charmian Heaton, Mick Poulter and 
Olwyn Paxman for spending hours on the 
Start / Finish. And finally the CP marshalls 
CP1 Ian Fitzpatrick, CP2 Rose Paxman and 
Sally Fawcett, CP3 Chris Bateson and Tony 
Woodard. 

Nicky Spinks

2015 Dark Peak Club Champs
Roger Baumeister pretending to 
know where he is

Simon Patton (at back) and John Boyle
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When the club chair says “ as you were 
robbed of your ‘favourite to win’ status 
before the race - I assume acquired via an 
expensive bribe - maybe you could write a 
few humorous (or serious) words about your 
run” one is naturally obliged to do one’s 
duty. That said, the brief - to be humorous 
or serious about consummate failure to 
capitalise on one’s own brazen gamesmanship 
(or worse) - seems a little more challenging 
than some.

As we all know, handicapper Lewis 
Ashton is entirely above corruption (and even 
if he were not I for one would certainly not be 
wasting my money on him).  So whilst I’d not 
heard any whisper of ‘favourite to win’ status, 
I knew that alongside a number of other mid-
packers, on reasonably familiar terrain and 
with a more than fair handicap I had a decent 
chance.

Discussion in the car pre-race focused on 
whether to run round the track below Back 
Tor or to straight line it to CP1 above Foul 
Clough and similarly whether to down and 
up from CP2 to 3, or instead to contour above 
Far Deep Clough around to Cakes of Bread.  
I was firmly of the opinion that the purist 
wartin’ line, pretty much direct throughout, 
was the only honourable strategy to adopt 
and duly set off from Charmian and Ann’s 
windy refuge for a shin tickling heather bash 
across Foulstone Moor and Brogging Moss.  
In the event the going was not at all bad, 
although a little tussocky to the left of Bents 
Clough before a rather halting descent into 
Abbey Brook.  From here I picked up the 
HPM trod and made good time climbing to a 
predictably cheery if a little wind-blown Ian 
Fitz marshalling at CP1.

On my way up I had noted the speed (dare 

I say fluidity) with which Tom Westgate and 
Pete Gorvett had descended the HPM trod 
in the opposite direction to me and rather 
than make a direct descent I chose to follow 
their lead.  The line seemed to work well and 
allowed me in turn to assess my own progress 
through the field relative to Rob Moore, 
Loxley, and others coming up towards me.  
After crossing Abbey Brook, I started to 
climb the track beside Sheepfold Clough 
whereupon I was a little surprised to meet 
Dave Holmes clattering down in the opposite 
direction.

Adi Davis and Tom Westgate each offered 
a cheery insult as I passed them toward the 
top of Lost Lad Hillend and as I cut the 
corners toward Pike Low I idly wondered if 
I was making quicker headway than those 
sticking more doggedly to the higher tracks.  
All seemed in order as I approached Rose 
Paxman and Sally Fawcett at CP2, both 
appearing much healthier than seemed decent, 
given the chill wind a-gathering.  I felt I 
was going well at this point but had no real 
idea how well so chose a slightly contouring 
plummet to the foot of Dovestone Clough and 
climbed out on a rather better footpath than I 
had realised existed on the ground.

A brief clamber up a sodden bank and out 
over a fence got me to the lower slopes of 
Derwent Edge where I gradually overhauled 
a group including Messrs Paxman and Small 
and Mrs Crowson and Collier before reaching 
Cakes of Bread where Tony Woodard advised 
that the leader was only a few minutes ahead.  
Crashing past Dave Lockwood through the 
heather, I had a decent enough descent to the 
left of Running Moss Dike and, seeing no-
one ahead, assumed my unnamed adversary 
had chosen a more southerly line over Strines 

A Club Champion 20 years in 
the making

Encounters on the route to 
consummate failure

Moor Ridge.
Approaching the final haul out of Strines 

Dike I confess to thinking this was certainly 
the best chance I’d ever have to claim the 
handicap trophy so it was with just a frisson 
of disappointment that I gained the rise to see 
John Gunnee, champion athlete and man of 
the people, sat grinning on the grouse butt by 
the finishing tent.

In the event, as I suspect a number of us 
heard recounted in the pub subsequently, John 

had taken his very own ‘magic line’ to the 
finish and I’d only managed to take a couple 
of minutes out of him on the final descent.  
Be that as it may, hats off to Nicky for finding 
checkpoints in well-frequented terrain which 
nonetheless resulted in a veritable tapestry 
of alternative lines, to all the marshals and 
officials for their kind endeavours, and to the 
Whisky Monitor, of course, for his stealthy 
success. Bar Steward.

Willy Kitchen

As you maybe aware I won the prestigious 
handicap trophy at the club champs recently 
suddenly reappearing after a long absence 
causing people to wonder where I had been 
and what secret training I had been doing.

Well it all started a few years ago, I was 
diagnosed with arthritis in my left ankle and 
my other joints were causing a lot of pain 
and running was becoming impossible. A 
visit to the doctor to see if there was anything 
that could be done so I could run again. “I 
am a fell runner” was met with “You were 
a fell runner, have you thought of taking up 
swimming or maybe golf”. Well I swim like a 
stone and was not about to shell out for a set 
of golf bats.

After wallowing around in the Slough Of 
Despond for a while I realised I had to get 
back running somehow. A different doctor 
realised that it was the medication that was 
causing most of the joint pains as the arthritis 
was just in the one ankle, so tablets were 
stopped and soon I felt twenty years younger. 
Hooray! Unfortunately I was now overweight 
and very unfit. As soon as I went out for a run 
my achilles and calves were in a mess so I 
sought some advice and was told this.
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a)	 Lose Weight
b)	 Short gentle run/walks on smooth 	

	 surface (road)
c)	 Lose Weight
d)	 Gradually increase distance by one or 	

	 two miles only per week
e)	 Lose Weight
There was no way around it I would have 

to go on a diet.
All was going well for a few weeks until 

the Dungworth Fell Race. I just had to do it 
even though a voice in my head was telling 
me it would be a stupid thing to do as it was 
well above my distance limit and on rough 
ground. I hobbled into the finish with trashed 
calves and achilles. Back to stage one.

After a rest I started again and this time 
stuck to road running and building up my 
strength and fitness. All was going well, the 
mileage was increasing, the weight coming 
off and then the Club Champs arrived. It was 
on my patch starting at Strines over an area I 
know very well indeed, and there are plenty 
of paths to plod along, and I could always cut 
it short if I was struggling.

The voice was in my head again saying 
“You would be an idiot to do that” but if I 
had always listened to those words I would 
not have attempted to ride down the steep 
hill on my homemade skateboard at the age 
of thirteen and jump over a wooden pallet 
on bricks, attempting to land gracefully on 
the board turning around to the applause of 
my mates. This was 10 minutes after arriving 
home from the hospital having just had the 
plaster cast removed from my leg as my 
broken ankle had now healed. I would not 
have had to suffer the wrath of my father as 
he drove me back to the same hospital to have 
a cast fitted to my now broken arm by the 
same staff that had removed the one from my 
leg one hour earlier. But as Paul Sanderson 
said to me recently “If you are not living on 
the edge you are taking up too much room” 
So I signed up. It was then that I realised 

I did not own a pair of fell shoes so off to 
Accelerate for a shiny new pair of Inov8 
Mudclaw the following morning.

On the morning of the race I had 
everything planned to the finest detail, a 
small omelette for breakfast a pocket full 
of energy gels and my shiny new shoes on. 
I set off and managed to pass a couple of 
runners early on but was then passed by 
faster runners after about a mile. One man 
led these and I have changed his name to 
save embarrassment. I will call him Dane 
Lockcopse. I tried to hang on to Dane but 
could not and he reached the first checkpoint 
in front of me and disappeared ahead. Never 
mind. I knew others would pass me so carried 
on with my planned route enjoying it with a 
massive smile on my face. As I reached the 
second checkpoint at Pike Low I was told I 
was in second place. This could not be. Oh 
no! I must have missed out a checkpoint or 
something. Checking the map I saw I was 
right and those ahead must have gone wrong. 
Looking up I could see the leader Stephen 
Martin heading direct for Cakes of Bread, a 
bad idea, so I set off to skirt around Far Deep 
Clough and get there in first place passing 
Dane Lockcopse on the way as he grumbled 
about going down Cogman Clough. Ha ha! 
What a mistake.

The descent to the finish from Cakes Of 
Bread I know very well and I realised now 
that I could win this, but the pain was back in 
my achilles and if I raced down to the finish 
I would do more damage and set my running 
back a few months. I don’t think I have ever 
run that descent any faster and I managed to 
hobble to the finish of my second fell race 
this time in first place.

I could hardly walk at the dinner and 
dance that night and certainly couldn’t dance 
but it was well worth it.

John Gunnee
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What’s been going 

on since 1976?

DPFR celebrates its 40th anniversary this year! 

As well as new T-shirts, races and special events 

through the year we are plotting some form of 

anniversary publication celebrating the last four 

decades on the bog and we would welcome 

any contribution.  Do you have an entertaining 

anecdote from the distant, or not so distant past?  

Are there forgotten events you would like to 

remind us about?  Or significant achievements 

that may have been overlooked? Could you write 

about one of your favourite – or least favourite 

Dark Peak experiences?  Or a remarkable Dark 

Peak character?  If words are not your thing how 

about some stats – DP successes in major events 

such as the big rounds, the High Peak Marathon 

or Lakeland Classics?  All written contributions 

and ideas concerning the club, its members 

and activities during the last 40 years would be 

welcome. Please contact rubilee@dpfr.org.uk
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Now is the time of year when the results of Christmas excesses have been 
banished and for some the conviction that this year might just be the year 
has taken over body and soul. Dogged training through the most inclement 
weather and endless discussion over beer or tea will by now have set 
the seal on this year’s challenge, whether it is the BG or something else 
apparently beyond reach, or it will have started to occasion enough self 
doubt to want to reconsider. Read on for the motivation you may just be in 
need of. Here some of last year’s contenders tell of the why and the how 
and what the whole journey meant to them.

Sarah Broadhurst
A persistent nagging in my head told me that I should do it, cemented by Richard Hakes telling 
me to get on with it before I get too old.

Regarding training, firstly I listened to all the good advice given by club members and then 
devised a plan with Penny that somehow fitted in as much training as possible alongside home, 
family, job etc etc. To sum it up, a great training partner, long days out in the Lakes, many, 
many hill reps and lots of rest in between.

I am so pleased to have done it - a fantastic experience thanks to all the amazing supporters 
and navigators who made it possible. Not 
sure about a Paddy or Ramsay but maybe 
a Joss in the not too distant future.....who 
knows?

Pete Fraser-Smith
I read Feet in the Clouds by Richard Asquith 
10 years ago. My wife and I even moved to 
the Peak District so I could start fell running, 
me quietly with the BG in mind. My first run 
on Stanage Edge got me hooked and then the 
BG was always my distant goal.

I started with Moz`s run in January, then 
HPM and the Skyline as far as distance races 
go. It was then just a steady diet of weekly 
strength work and plyometrics (I’m London 
bound in the week) and hill repeats both 

WHY DO WE DO IT? AND IS IT 
WORTH IT?  
More reflections on the Bob Graham Round

running and on the bike at the weekends in the Peaks. I had a few good days out in the Peaks 
and Lakes with the other competitors from this year’s attempt which paid off.

Am I pleased to have done it? O yes! Praise the Lord!! One of the other big rounds, never – 
probably!

Penny Collier
I was in NZ for six months with a bit 
more time for training. Sarah emailed 
to say that she was going to attempt 
the BG and I offered to join her on the 
training for it when I returned. Slowly 
but surely the idea that I could also do 
it took hold. Once it has taken hold 
there is no getting rid of it and after 
one Warts’ run, in the Strines Pub, I 
took the plunge and asked to be one of 
the contenders.

Our plan was something big every 
three weeks or so.  

•	 Kinder Dozens or Kinder Killers 
with Willy (a baptism of fire)

•	 Back to back long days in the 
Lakes during the winter and 
spring months

•	 HPM and Jura.
•	 Trying every food that was 

suggested in every situation to 
see what worked during long 
runs (ambrosia rice pudding is 
miracle food).  

It was brilliant to have completed.  
Brilliant because of the other 
contenders.  Brilliant because of all 
the support.  Well, just brilliant.  I 
hope everyone experiences that level of ‘buzz’ at some point in their lives.  I’ve got my eye on 
the Tromso Skyrace (tromsoskyrace.com) next August. I need to get a head for heights before 
that - any suggestions?

Mike Bourne
It started through listening to all the Dark Peak Legends spin their yarns in the Sportsman and 
wondering if I could ever raise my game; seeing the BG list in the clubhouse with all the Dark 
Peaker’s names from over the years highlighted; supporting Willy Kitchen in 2010 to witness 
the steely glint in his eye as we ran into Keswick; trying to keep up with fast Dave Lund on 
Leg 2 a few years later and running in to Keswick again with George Yates on his successful 
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round, with time for jokes and songs. 
Struggling to keep up with the talented Rich Bradbury for months definitely helped get 

the fitness levels up. Top tip: Find a friendly mountain whippet and try and keep up! I ran for 
miles and miles up hill and down dale – sometimes with mates sometimes alone in all sorts of 
weather. A couple of Kinder Dozens and Killers with Coach Kitchen and Rippon and the rest 
of the BG crew helped the seeds of belief start to sprout, and there were trips to the Lakes – 
again with mates or alone.

It sounds tough but I really did enjoy the BG journey – not just the running but the 
companionship. So many strong friendships forged. And the strong sense of purpose is worth a 
mention. 

Really glad to have succeeded– despite the horrors of leg 4 and 5 it was a truly fantastic 
and epic experience that will stay with me for life for so many reasons. In particular being 
with such fine company with my supporters and the other contenders. To every one involved 
in the mighty Dark Peak Machine I can only offer sincerest gratitude! As for the Paddy and the 
Ramsay – I think they have to be on the cards. Life is poor if one doesn’t have a dream…..

Richard Bradbury
I’d been putting off for years, and had in mind to do it when age 42 like Bob himself. That 
was last year so when Mike Bourne (who I had introduced to the delights of Dark Peak fell 
running) started rumbling about it thought I’d better man-up, I couldn’t let him do it without 
me! 

I finally decided at Christmas to have a go, started a new training dairy spreadsheet which 
included the all important height gain (yes, I am a nerd but it helps keep me motivated). So 
there were six months of trying to hit 40miles /10,000ft a week (actually averaged 38miles/ 
8400ft in 23 weeks). Better than spreadsheets is getting out with friends on the big days, a 
couple of Kinder Dozens, one Kinder Killer and 4 big reccy days, with expert guidance from 
Tim and Willy. Doing my 
own 40miler around the 
Cornish coast on holiday 
pleased me too.

Absolutely delighted to 
have done it! Although many 
people seemed to think I’d 
done it already so perhaps I 
need not have bothered! But 
that would be living a lie and 
now I know the truth, it is a 
crazy but fantastic thing to 
do. As for the Paddy and the 
Ramsay – please don’t tell 
me Mike has said yes.

Lewis Ashton
My belief in my first years with Dark Peak that I was not capable of very long distance runs 
got harder and harder to maintain as I worked my way through the Lakeland Classics and 
events like the Old Counties Tops, the Cumbrian Traverse and the classic long outings on 
Kinder. Then I spent a few years, hoping for a low-key approach to the BG; getting to late May 
in really good form and then committing. This was so unsuccessful, it was barely perceptible 
that I was doing it.

By April 2014, I decided that I needed to commit to the BG sooner rather than later -2015. 
Under questioning in Keswick at the end of the 2014 round I confessed to my commitment, so 
personal became public. I had started running more, creating routines to fit around work and 
family and made a belated dash to get fit for some long races that summer. A very hard fought 
last few miles on the Duddon did point to some overly optimistic short-term objectives and a 
DNF on Wasdale shook my confidence more than a little.

Training officially started on 1st January 2015. The plan was to ramp up the distance and 
climb over the coming 5 months. A basic statistical approach to weekly and monthly numerical 
totals helped to focus daily routines.

Distance related objectives included a 20KM run a week, or a 40KM run every other week. 
I fell a long way short on both of these but came much closer to the objective for a 60KM run 
once a month. I eased in with a walk, Edale-Marsden-Edale, in January then did the High Peak 
Marathon in March and the Old Counties Tops in May.

Another key objective was to run longer days back to back. These, in conjunction with 
running my daily commute were aimed at improving my stamina. Two hard days in late April 
on The Highlander Mountain Marathon was a good step up, and a great event.

It may meet with disapproval from many, but winter Wednesdays on the road with the club 
were invaluable to maintain/improve my limited speed, and from March onwards I did do Win 
Hill reps when required to keep the ascent numbers up.

Old Counties Tops in mid-May was my last big test and went better than expected. Then 
I spent a weekend in the lakes with Penny and Sarah. I felt a little deflated after that. Now 
I know it was because Penny and Sarah were both capable of stellar performances. Knee 
problems started in late May. Beyond some physio and a very careful approach to training and 
taper, it was too late to do much. It was unlikely that carrying on would cause lasting damage.

Glen Borrell and Ann Watmore both provided some key insights and encouragement 
through the planning and training.

I struggled with coughs and colds throughout the training. There is a difficult balance to 
achieve between recovery (notably from the big events like the HPM) and building on what 
has gone before. More sleep would have helped.

In hindsight, I probably should have been aiming for higher targets earlier in the year. That 
said, I fell a little short of most of my numerical targets throughout – mostly due to the colds. 
The big thing that I learnt was that the BG was at the limit of what I can achieve with just 
running. Specific isolation exercises and gym work would be required to do similar again.

I’m very glad I took up the challenge and very pleased to have succeeded. There are a few 
shorter challenges to complete in the next year or so. Things I never got round to completing 
as training: Welsh 3000s, Dark Peak Stones and may be a 15 trigs at some point. I reserve 
judgement on any more 24-hour challenges for a while yet.
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Plane crash sites
There were at least four competitors in the 
2010 club championships who ran through 
the wreckage of a plane on Shelf Moor on 
the way to Bleaklow Head. In my case it was 
because of crap navigating but because I’d 
heard of these sites and never seen any plane 
bits and pieces I got quite excited.

This Shelf Stones wreckage is a USAF 
Boeing RB-29A which crashed in November 
1948 en route from a base near Lincoln to 
one near Warrington.  All thirteen crew were 
killed in the crash or the resultant fire. 

Of approximately a hundred and thirty 
WW2 crashes only two or three were enemy 
aircraft, about twenty were USAF or RCAF, 
three were civil, the rest were RAF. About 
half of the accidents were because of the 
inexperience of crews on training flights; 
some were returning bombers which overshot 
their bases in Yorkshire or Lincolnshire. 
Although the Peak District hills are not as 

high as in other areas of the country they are 
centrally situated and were thus unavoidable 
on many operational routes.

One or two crashes were fairly close to 
Sheffield. A Battle K9221 made a forced 
landing because of mechanical failure on 
the Houndkirk Moor in August 1941. The 
(probably) Polish pilot walked away. An RAF 
Bristol Blenheim crashed in January 1941 
having lost its way near the Oxstones killing 
three crew. No wreckage has been found but 
it is mentioned in RAF records and on the 
death certificate of Eric Brown - one of the 
crew. 

A Wellington Mark 1C crashed in July 
1942 at Rud Hill injuring five crew, three 
of whom were killed later in active service 
before the end of the war.

 A Handley Page Hampden crashed on 
Rushup Edge in December 1940 on a training 
flight from RAF Finningley, killing four 
crew. In August 1941 a Leopard Moth, and 
in December 1943 a Spitfire also hit Rushup 

A brief history of things we run past - part 13 Edge. Ron Mitchell the Spitfire pilot survived 
the crash, as well as an earlier air collision 
over Edinburgh. He was later shot down over 
Germany by a Russian fighter.

Nearby at Brown Knoll in December 1945 
an Airspeed Oxford Mk1 crashed while on a 
map reading exercise. One of the crew, who 
all survived, was Edgar (Ted) Croker who 
later played footie for Crystal Palace and 
went on to be the Chief Executive of the FA 
until 1992. He managed to walk away from 
the crash, raised the alarm and his colleagues 
were rescued the day after.

At some crash sites there is still obvious 
wreckage, at others there’s nothing. Any bits 
of mangled metal still belong to the Crown 
and should not be removed.

I almost forgot the Endcliffe Park site 
(see photo below) where on 22 February 
1944 a USAAF B-17 Flying Fortress “Mi 
Amigo” was returning heavily damaged 
from a mission over Aaborg in Denmark 
and crashed with the loss of all 10 crew. 
The pilot Lt. John Kriegshauser, from the 
364th Bomber Squadron based at Chelveston 

Northamptonshire, received a posthumous US 
Distinguished Flying Cross for his courage in 
sacrificing the crew rather than hit children 
playing in the park. The crash site can still 
be seen behind the cafe. A dozen trees were 
uprooted, or needed felling, due to the impact 
of the crash. A grove of American oaks was 
planted in 1969 as replacements to honour the 
crew.

The location of all Peak District crash sites 
is pretty well documented on the Internet  
(e.g. peakdistrictaircrashes.co.uk).

Dodgy navigation costs us runners maybe 
a few minutes. It cost a lot of aircrew their 
lives.

Mike Arundale  

Boeing RB-29A Super Fortress wreckage near Shelf Stones – the most impressive of the Dark Peak wrecks
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The glamorous world of warting, as demonstrated by Sarah Broadhurst
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The Transalpine Run is an 8-day stage race 
across the Alps. Starting in Germany and 
ending in Italy runners compete in teams 
of two and cover around 165 miles and 
16000m of climb. Rhys Findlay-Robinson 
and I were offered an entry by Inov-8 in 
2015 and decided that we would be mad to 
pass it up. It’s a fantastic, if very European, 
event and is perfect for fell stalwarts who 
like big mountains and a bit of technical 
terrain. If anyone wants the glossy, sexed-
up version, you can read all about it on the 
Inov-8 blog here:  http://www.inov-8.com/
blog/transalpine-run-mountain-trails-bomb-

shelters-oli-johnson/ 
For the discerning readership of Dark Peak 

News, the following is a no-frills collection 
of recollections from the week, told in reverse 
order. Apologies for the spoilers. 

Day 8: St Valentin-Sulden 
39km
Rhys is still going strong. I give up and 
wander outside to take it in; disco lights and 
pumping music spill out of the gym. The dark 
mountains all around are unimpressed. At last 
I can sleep.

Try to sleep. Fail. Listen to Kate Bush. Go 

to the party. Get a t-shirt. 
We hang out at the finish and drink beer. 

Tears well up when the first mixed team come 
in; a couple with a one-year old, breastfed 
at the finish every day – we ran with them 
quite a bit during the week and shared their 
suffering. 

The finish comes into sight. The release 
is immediate. Understand for the first time in 
the week that we will finish the race. Leg it 
over the line for no reason at all. Rhys picks 
me up and nearly drops me. Feel a bit numb. 

The second half of the day is mostly uphill 
in the woods. It’s strangely serene and more 
than a bit grim. Somehow we are still moving 
quite well and pass a few folk, but there is 
no satisfaction in it; we just want it over with 
now. Gels are all that are keeping me alive.

The first half of the day is downhill - on 
roads. We run as fast as we dare and it hurts 
quite a lot. Quads are shot, calves are shot, 
toes are sore, but no point hanging around as 
we have a date with the finish line.

Wake up feeling and looking awful. Look 
around. So does everyone else in the camp. 

Day 7: Scuol-St Valentin 38km
I thought it would feel really good to 
finish the penultimate stage, but it doesn’t. 
Tomorrow is playing on my mind. 

There is a lot of downhill, which is murder 
on the legs. But we finish the day more 
strongly than we started it, which is a minor 
miracle. 

Lots of rolling single-track is a pleasure 
for a while. But the novelty soon wears off. 
A herd of cows in the way. A crazy team 
smashing it down the hill. How can their legs 
still do that? Leave them to it. 

There is a long uphill drag (1500m) that 
seems to go on forever. It’s too shallow to 
walk and too steep to run, so we alternate, 
both suffering a lot. All of a sudden we 
emerge into a gorge, shining domes of 
rock above our heads, and the trail takes us 
through a series of caves hewn into the cliff 

Transalpine Run
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side. Spirits lift. And Rhys spots a marmot. 
My stomach is still not happy. They tell 

us this is going to be a beautiful stage. I feel 
lucky to have made it this far. Then we start 
running and I don’t.

Day 6: Samnaun-Scuol 37km
We sleep in the back of an HGV because the 
bomb shelter accommodation is too noisy. I 
manage a plate of chips and some Pringles. 
Not positive at all about tomorrow. Rhys is 
stoical. 

Finish the stage with stomach in knots and 
can’t face any food. The very sight of a giant 
inflatable Powerbar gel makes my insides 
churn. Bags are lost and we are cold. It is two 
hours before I can eat and even then it’s only 
pringles. Buy stuff from Pharmacy where 
they don’t speak English; have no idea what it 
is (Doc Claire Gordon later laughs at me and 
tells me it’s for flatulence). 

Stomach survives a long downhill. Luckily 
Rhys’ quads are suffering so I get some 
respite. Disheartened to have been beaten by 
some different teams today, but damage to 
overall position and time not too bad. 

Remember little. Stomach tied up in knots 
at the top of the first climb and from there 
on I just hung on to Rhys’s behind as best I 
could. I swear at him for the first and only 
time of the week. Apparently it was quite 

pretty. But it was wasted on me. 
Not much sleep and wake feeling tired. 

Hard to recover at altitude.

Day 5: hill sprint 6km
Go for a walk to buy pizza and get cold 
and wet. My stitch is still bothering me just 
walking about. Force down some lunch, but 
my stomach is not keen. Catch the cable car 
down the mountain as soon as we can. 

Stumble across the line in pieces. That was 
awful. 

Start reasonably fast but still get passed 
quite quickly. I’m in fear of finishing last 
today...as soon as we start the climb I 
struggle. Rhys is strong and has to be patient. 
Grind it out. 

A lie-in followed by a reverse-order time-
trial start on a short uphill ‘sprint’. This is 
supposed to be the easy day. Looking forward 
to getting it done. 

Day 4: Landeck-Samnaun 
45km
Finish strongly and treat ourselves to a night 
in a hotel. Much needed. Strange Swiss 
village filled with the ambient noise of 
marmot calls. Though no actual sightings yet. 

8km gently uphill on roads in the heat of 
the valley to end the day, which we knock out 

at a decent pace against all the odds. Both just 
want it over and in the bank. 

Rhys sprints over the border to 
Switzerland, hoping to evade any 
immigrations officials. Wild fell-race-like 
descent follows straight down the side of the 
mountain. Much whooping and delight. 

The highest point of our journey and it is 
spectacular. Glacial moraine, azure pools and 
boulder-strewn ridges. Gulping a drink leaves 
me breathless and dizzy at almost 3000m. 

The longest stage begins with the biggest 
climb of the week. We have found our rhythm 
and are enjoying ourselves, tapping out a 
good pace and singing Kate Bush at anyone 
who cares to listen. Rhys flags on the final 
push up to a ski station, but, as ever, just as I 
think he is struggling he takes off again and I 
hang on for dear life for a few miles. 

Day 3 St Anton-Landeck 42km
Dip in some glacial meltwater sorts out the 
legs. Ahhhh.  

Finished into a sauna on an Austrian 
highstreet. Cold beer (non-alcoholic) and ice 
cream much needed. We are both melting. 

Longest downhill of the week, much of 
it on asphalt, not appreciated by tired legs, 
followed by an undulating 10km along a river 
in the midday sun, where Rhys legs it for no 

reason at all. 
Lovely start straight up into some Alpine 

pasture. Both feeling good this morning and 
testing out a new strategy of starting steady. 
Good to sit back in the pack after a nervy start 
to the week and soon apparent that it pays off 
as we pass a steady stream of casualties.

7am start today feels hard. Neither of us 
are sleeping well. Morning health check: 
Rhys has a sore foot and I have a sore toe. 
Otherwise grand. 

Day 2: Lech-St Anton 25km
Hot and tired so we sit in a pond. 

Finish feeling a little shell-shocked. That 
was only day 2, one of the shortest stages and 
it was hard. We slip down the rankings to 4th 
open team and 6th overall, a place we will 
hold for the rest of the week. 

Fixed ropes section comes and goes 
without drama and without any real need 
for fixed ropes. There is, however, a scree 
scramble up to a pass, which Rhys does not 
enjoy. Wheeeeee down the hill into St Anton. 

We start fast today and run most of the 
1000m climb to the first feed station. I am 
busting a gut, particularly when we get high 
up. Settle down, still a long way to go! Still 
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Hard to avoid the news that I decked it with a 
mile to go in the Pedol Peris last August. Nothing 
unusual for any of us in taking a tumble. Falling 
is part of it. Not hitting anything serious whilst 
decelerating, picking a landing spot, or bouncing 
back to racing pace without stopping are the big 
deals. If we clear the danger with only minor 
injuries it’s instantly forgotten. If not, none of us 
like going to hospital so a patch up in the field is 
often our choice of medical intervention. Nothing 
wrong with that as long as the tetanus is up to 
date and you’re able to see all of the wound, 
clean it properly and stop bleeding to death. As 
runners we know ourselves; we self-diagnose 
all the time before races in particular; we dissect 
the detail of what’s wrong with us and why 
today is going to be tough and may be not our 
PB day. We do this; we are the ultimate group of 
hypochondriacs. So we know when something is 
not right and tend to stick with our feeling.

So what happened to me?  Errm - there are 
times when you know a trip to see a medical 
professional is required, either you can’t stop 
the bleeding, you can’t get the wound clean or 
you can’t stabilise the wound so it doesn’t keep 
opening. You know about the risk of infection 
for any human being (or part thereof); it can be a 
killer. To my mind, in the mountains the higher 
you go the cleaner it gets in terms of potentially 
infective micro-organisms (bugs or germs to the 
non-scientist).  Higher up fewer animals and 
humans make it. It is also colder so bugs multiply 
more slowly. This combination makes for a 
cleaner environment microbiologically.  Down 
in the valleys there are humans and animals and 
the things we’ve produced as waste, as well as 
warmer temperatures, so this micro-organism 
population is larger. 

My tumble at the Peris was low down in what 
I consider a dirty environment: a wooded grazing 
area, wet, muddy, and littered with droppings 
and decaying woodland debris. In infection terms 

these are classic high-risk areas we all move 
through without thinking. No problem when 
we are intact. However I looked at my leg stab 
wound and felt sick when I saw it packed with 
at least mud and rotting vegetation.  I knew it 
meant a trip to A&E and - better in my mind - a 
gas and air aided theatre job.  The sequence of 
events and the tale I’ll tell comes without blame 
and condemnation. I’m writing the details for 
the newsletter first hand so you can add to your 
already fine-tuned self-diagnostic skill set. 

At the end of the race a brilliant wash out and 
field dressing at registration stabilised my leg in 
terms of bleeding and containing the blood in 
one place. I went to A&E and after triage was 
lined up to see a practise nurse for irrigation 
and debridement (cleaning and tidying). Three 
hours later I was in with the nurse and after a 
few shots of local anaesthetic we could both get 
down to seeing the size of the job. (If you can it’s 
worth participating and watching at least, even 
with a mirror for the hard to reach places).  We 
agreed about all we could see but even after 3rd 
and 4th opinions we didn’t agree about what we 
couldn’t see. I myself was of the opinion there 
might be more behind the visible exposed tissues 
and it needed further exploration under general 
anaesthetic. The bone looked good and the 
tendon clean enough but the area of calf muscle 
behind was “tatty” and disrupted and although 
it could be explored with a blunt instrument and 
dug into, the end of the instrument going out of 
sight. However their collective medical opinion 
was that the job was done; anything remaining 
would sort itself and be dealt with by strong 
antibiotics and painkillers. Discontented with my 
treatment and discharge I went home. 

The next day, Sunday, I delivered myself to 
the GP Walk-in Centre at my local hospital. After 
a couple of hours they sent me home saying the 
sutures looked great and the swelling was due 
to fluid from tissue damage and inflammation. I 

The risk of Infection after compromising 
your elastic barrier membrane – your skin 

no match for the fastest teams who pull 
inexorably away. We set our sights on a pair 
of Hungarian vets who will be our closest 
allies all week.  

Day 1: Oberstdorf-Lech 34km
We finished! We did it! No, hang on, that was 
just day 1. Oh my. Did I mention it is hot?

Still a long way to the finish in Lech and 
now that we are down in the valley it is very 
hot. Rhys is flagging and we have both run 
out of water by now. 

Highlight of the day is a 1500m climb up 
to a knife-edge ridge, which we pass over to 
reveal the mountains beyond, stretching all 
the way to our destination in Italy. We have 
some fun on a technical traverse, but are no 
match, it seems, for a portly German fellow 
in lederhosen, who keeps pace with us for 

much of the descent into the valley. 
It feels like a relief to start running. It’s all 

very civilised and no one seems keen to take 
it on. We’re in no rush so settle down and try 
to stay cool. 

It’s already roasting by the 10am start. 
Highway to hell blares out of the sound 
system. Lots of noise and lots of razzmatazz. 
You certainly know you’re not at Ennerdale. 
Game faces on.

Preamble
Feeling some way out of our comfort 

zones. We have no idea what is to come. Our 
main hope is that our bodies will stay in one 
piece and see us through the week. Also that 
we will finish together. Eight days and four 
countries to go…

Oli Johnson
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couldn’t disagree that that was part of it, however 
I wanted to be admitted and cleaned out under 
general anaesthetic as I suspected there were bits 
remaining to be removed. Drat!

On the Monday my leg was beautifully 
shocking pink/red, swollen so I could only see 
my toe nails, and I had a “bore wave” step at the 
top of my leg where inflamed leg stopped and 
normal tissue began. I made the same visit and 
again after a couple of hours I got sent home 
again. Double drat!

On Tuesday I made the same trip and after 
a couple of hours in the Walk-in Centre and 
seeing a number of different people I got sent 
home again. This time it wasn’t going to do it for 
me, so I went straight next-door and readmitted 
myself to A&E as needing a new medical 
examination. More than eight hours later, after 
going through triage, x-rays and reviews, I wasn’t 
about to leave. I took the stance that I didn’t want 
to wait until I was dying to be admitted; I wanted 
to save my leg and have it operated on. I made 
some serious calm and constructive efforts to get 
someone to listen and to help me. I simply knew 
my own body and knew something wasn’t right 
so I stuck to it and persisted. After starting my 
visit at 14:00, I finally got myself into a bed on 
an orthopaedic trauma ward by midnight. The 
orthopaedic registrar’s words as he signed me 
in for an operation the next day stick with me. 
“You’re not going to die from this now you’re 
here, but we’ll see about saving your leg”. In less 
than 96 hours we’d gone from stabbing my leg to 
losing it.

I had been bounced on the theatre list by 
24 hours and it was now Thursday - five days 
after the injury. The surgeon who carried out the 
theatre procedure said “Sorry, I’ve had to make 
it bigger to release all the material in your leg, 
I’m afraid there was a lot of debris and dirt still in 
there. We will go back in again in two days and 
see if anymore can be found and if it looks clear 
to close it up”. 

On Sunday, the day after the second procedure 
- that’s five nights in hospital – I was still losing 
the infection battle. The leg was getting bigger 

and redder, the “patient record” read… if no 
improvement by Wednesday, when the full 
courses of antibiotics have been completed, 
return to theatre and start excisions… (removing 
bits of leg). 

I’m boring you with numbers of days and 
timings because within a week of getting 
punctured I was losing my leg, or bits of, due to 
infection. In summary I had two cleaning up and 
digging out procedures in theatre under general 
anaesthetic and seven nights in hospital where I 
got pumped through with two different antibiotics 
by intravenous injection and drip. Blood tests 
throughout stated “mixed and multiple infection, 
use broad-spectrum antibiotics IV”. I had other 
drugs to offset the side effects of the antibiotics. 

By Monday, the antibiotics had swung the 
balance in my favour! I felt not of this planet 
but who cared; the tidemark of swelling was 
dropping and more than just toenails were 
becoming visible! That night one of my nurses 
was full of “you lucky bugger” smiles and a few 
choice words covering how useful it was to be fit 
and therefore able to fight something like this. It 
was amazing to her that fit folk bounce back so 
quickly from near death as she put it. She said 
“they’ll send you home tomorrow now you’re not 
dying and you’re going to keep your leg. You’ll 
have to be dying to get back in so make sure 
you’re right before you leave.”  She added, “I 
don’t know how you got in when you did, but it 
certainly saved your leg if not your life”. She had 
had me down as dying I decided.

This is not a lesson in anything, or a 
complaint, or cautionary tale. It’s just a bit of guff 
to read about what happened to one of us, and 
about having a chunk of luck. That said though, 
you make your own luck some of the time. 
Everyday in everyway luck favours the prepared 
mind. Don’t change what you’re doing on the 
basis of this 15 stitches worth, but don’t ignore 
the signs of infection, our playground is full of 
micro-organisms that if given a chance to get the 
edge can wipe us out in an instant never mind 
take 500 miles off your 2015 annual mileage.

John Hunt

John earlier in the year powering uphill at Flower Scar 
©Dave Woodhead.  
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John ‘I’ve never been 
called an athlete 
before’ Gunnee
You won the club champs handicap. 
Congratulations!  How did it feel when you 
realised you were going to be first home?
I was just out there enjoying myself but when I reached Pike Low in second place my first 
thought was that I had missed a checkpoint, then I realised I had a chance and it got serious. 
I could see the leader heading direct for the Cakes of Bread so I skirted around the valley and 
reached them first. The run down to the finish has always been a favourite of mine I know it 
very well and was not going to let anyone pass me. I actually felt terrified in case I messed it 
up as I knew I would never get another chance like this again.
What training have you been doing this year, and does it include anything other than 
running?
Very little early on, I had retired from running due to arthritis in my ankle and painful joints. 
I tried cycling but after being dropped of the back one Sunday morning I knew I had to do 
something to get fit. A new doctor suspected the joint pains were due to medication I was on so 
this was stopped and my joints were pain free within four weeks. Yippee I was back running 
again. So from this summer I was out 3 times a week on road and easy trails to get the running 
legs back gradually increasing the distance.
Any techie gismos….heart rate monitor, garmin, strava?
I do like my gadgets and use a Garmin Forerunner 910XT I have also started using Strava 
it is a good motivator for me and very handy to log the mileage. I am currently researching 
headtorches ready for joining the Warts again.
What running shoes do you wear, and how many pairs do you own at the moment?
When I entered the club champs I did not own a pair of fell shoes so had to see Debs and Stu 
for a pair of inov8 Mudclaw 300. I never did get on with Walshes as the uppers always gave 
way before the soles due to my wonky ankles. For general training I use Saucony Peregrine. I 
won’t mention the road shoes.
What steps do you take with your diet to keep you the well-honed athlete we see before 
us?
I have no will power when it comes to diets but had to lose weight. I just cut out the carbs and 
the weight fell off. Longing for a bacon butty though.
How long have you been running?
I used to run a lot at school. In the 60’s I went to primary school in Grenoside and lived in 
Wadsley Bridge and had to run there every day as I was always late and ran cross-country for 
the secondary school.

When did you join Dark Peak and what (or who) made you do it?
In about ‘93 or ‘94 the headteacher of my children’s primary school David Markham was 
looking for parents to run the Penine Way in a relay to raise funds for the School. My wife Jill 
volunteered me. Several of the other parents were Dark Peak members and took us training on 
Sunday mornings, they persuaded me to join.
Any memories of your first runs with DP?
I will never forget my first ever fell race. Some of the afore mentioned fellow parents namely 
David Holmes and Richard Hakes, organised a trip to the lakes for a weekend taking the 
kids to get some brownie points. Whilst there I was persuaded to enter the Dale Head race. I 
remember ambling around before the start looking for the other ‘also rans’. There were none. 
Just 80 odd finely honed athletes all in club vests. As I reached the summit, battling to get 
past a runner who was hobbling on a twisted ankle, the marshal said “These have got to be the 
last ones.” I was determined not to be last and discovered that I could run fast downhill and 
managed to pass a few runners picking their way through the deadly sharp slate. At the finish 
with several behind me I was hooked.
How about your finest running moment – and your worst?
I think my finest moment was on holiday in the Isle Of Man many years ago and I entered the 
North Barrule fell race. All the others bar one guy from Matlock were local Manx FR runners. 
The weather was foul with the mountain hidden in thick clag. I found myself near the back as 
usual as we entered the murk and plodded on relying on my trusty compass. The marshal at the 
trig suddenly appeared out of the gloom and I was spot on target, turned around and retraced 
my steps. Again as I came out of the gloom the stile to Elfin Glen and down to the finish was 
just in front of me, looking around I could see runners stretching for miles either side way off 
course. A quick sprint down the glen and a top ten finish. My worst was probably falling off the 
Adam and Eve stones on Tryfan and injuring both feet.
Has your position as Warts Whisky Officer affected your running career?
It has kept me going, determined to get out there and keep them topped up. As many of you 
may know, several of them have been found and been vandalised or stolen so I have come up 
with a new idea of hiding them as can be seen with the latest one which is a replacement for 
the Pike Lowe bottle,now gone. I am planning more new ones for you to find.
Do you still juggle, ride a unicycle and have an obsession with bones? (ed: Dear Reader, I 
refer you to DPN Autumn ’96 page 12)
Yes I still juggle, I can ride the unicycle and could do with a new one but I doubt that Jill will 
let me have a giraffe as I cannot afford time off work with broken bones. As for the other 
bones, this all started when I was young and there was a small wood at the bottom of the 
garden. I used to collect owl pellets and open them up and collect the tiny skulls I found in 
them. I still have a few select skulls like a fox and a snake etc, but don’t bother with sheep or 
anything like that.
Finally, how about a Top Tip for up and coming Dark Peakers?
Firstly, enjoy it, lift your head every now and then and admire the stunning scenery we are 
allowed to run through every day. Secondly, hone up on you map reading and navigating skills 
because even the also rans can have their moment of glory when the faster runners ahead get it 
wrong.

Athlete profile
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Breaking with tradition slightly, as its our 40th year and we didn’t have 
a newsletter back in 1976, here are some extracts from the earliest few 
newsletters I have from 1980...

The Jan 80 editorial starts with a recap of the Marsden to Edale Trogg being organised by Mike 
Hayes! In the race Tony Trowbridge is said to be into “iron in the blood” with Graham Berry 
saying Tony was pulling him off bearing when he ran too close to him.  Apparently there were 
winter club runs on Sundays at 10am from the Yorkshire Bridge – which I vaguely recall but 
never went on one.  Club vests were just £3, shorts £3.45, tracksuits £18.50 (I still have mine!) 
and woolly hats £1.20 (which I also still have).  Bill Bentall had a page of cartoons and also 
a page on Training saying you must run 60 miles a week in winter.  The 79 Club Champs, the 
Triple Crossing, was won by Graham Berry in 77.54 from Tony T and Chris Worsell (club 
founder) getting the best of the orienteers Adrian Pickles, Tony Farnell and Don Hill who all 
went the “wrong way” in clear skies into Blackden.  Eric Mitchell, a sprightly 56 year old at 
the time, win the handicap.

Main articles included a report on the Sierre-Zinal race by Frank Thomas, the First 
Sedbergh Hills race by Andy Collinson won by Billy Bland in 2.14, a cross-country round-
up from Pete Lewis including the selections – yes selections – of the 15 DP’ers who were to 
run the Northern and National X-C champs and a Dark Peak Road running report including a 
report of the Burnsall festival 10mile road race! and reports of four people inside 2.50 in the 
Rotherham and Barnsley Marathons.

And now to 30 years ago
In the Nov 85 mag edited by Tim Tett, there was a plea for material for a 10th anniversary 
‘book’.  The ‘85 Club Champs (Triple crossing) was won by Malcolm Patterson in 73.26 with 
Tim Tett 2nd and Andy Moffatt 3rd. There were four ladies running – Liz Dunn won in 96.26 – 
and Tim Daniels cam home an hour later than 2nd last in 3hrs 10 having run from the Downfall 
to Snake Road – picking up the Pertex for his efforts later.  Lots of race reports including 
Andy Harmer winning Glossop in 2hr 54, 1st DP’er in Browwdale in 14th, 2nd in the Kinder 
Trog and won the Hayfield Champs. In the local races Micah Wilson and Malcolm Patterson 
seem to be forever battling for top spot. The newsletter had its own Ladies Section written by 
Jacky Smith, a X-C section and a Road section. The back page had press cuttings of Robin 
Bergstrand (Sheff Uni) and Micah Wilson running in the World Fell Racing Champs in Italy.

The April 86 edition had a scantily clad (bra and shorts) Kay Whittle adorning a full page 
3 descending through some heather. A few pages later were two pages on the 10th anniversary 
celebrations which included the aforementioned book, a mob match, a Beating the Bounds 
challenge, a Pennine Way relay record attempt, a new 15 Trigs variation with a stopover in 
Hayfield, a daylight Watershed, a Sheffield Hills race, a Sheffield Way race and a Ceilidh.

There were a number of very funny articles in this edition including the ‘Random Doctor 

Service’, ‘Transvestites in Championship Plot’, ‘Op Skip and Run’ and ‘Confessions of a Fell 
Runner’ all worth a read – you can download the Spring 86 edition from the web site – go on 
its worth the effort.  

These were followed by several race reports including both the Cutthroat Relays and 
the Burbage Baffler and a centre spread infamous picture of Andy Harmer and John Fisher 
sprinting to the changeover in the Cutthroat.  The final few pages were filled by the now usual 
Ladies and X-C sections and the results of the ’85 ‘DP Fell Runner of the Year’ won by Andy 
Harmer – now entitled the ‘Local League’

20 years ago
Moving onto the Winter 95/96 newsletter, now edited by Mike Pedley, the news page talked 
of 20 year celebrations.  Highlight of this edition is the Club Champs report – a very claggy 
day on Bleaklow with many tales of walkabouts for which Graham Berry received the Pertex 
for getting lost on home ground. Andy Moore, who wrote recently about his time in Dark Peak 
as his running career ended due to SONK, has an article about his first year as a member and 
his ‘conversion’ from football. Rick Ansell penned a report on travelling around the Western 
Isles and a report on the Jura with the opening line ‘Stories from this race will grow and grow.  
It will go down in the history of fell running as one of the great epics’ – it is one of those 
races you will remember whatever the weather.  Rick also wrote reports on the Welsh 1000M, 
Ennerdale, Wasdale and Peris Horseshoe. Jim Fulton thoroughly enjoyed his first race in the 
Lakes – the Langdale – but also ran a 33 mile and 48ft of climb canal towpath race! There 
was also a report on Dark Peak’s first attendance at the Ian Hodgson Relays where we finished 
9th. Alan Yates’s Dungworth report mentions the famous Brugarolas Cup, Hiro’s fan and the 
Moosehead trophy along with the Granville Harper Memorial Trophy – this must be the only 
race more memorable for its prizes than the race itself.

10 years ago
The Jan 2006 newsletter, now edited by Dave Holmes, and the first ever in full glossy paper 
and colour, has a front cover featuring a young looking Roger Baumeister  (the pic was 
apparently from circa 1980) with Alan Ward on the back leading DPFR to victory in the FRA 
Relays for the 2nd successive year.  Richard Hakes was selling a new 30th anniversary T-shirt 
‘Thirty Years on the Dark Side’.  If you’ve ever wondered what or who the ‘warts’ are, Chris 
Barber penned a 6-page diary of selected Warts runs.

The centre spread contains a great picture of the 1894 stone taken during the Bradfield 
Boundary run. Alan Yates introduced the new ‘The Royal Dungworth’ race and went on to 
mention who won each of the trophies. The Club Champs returned to its home, the Triple 
Crossing, and was won by 3 minutes by Alan Ward from Phil Winskill and Neil Northrop; 1st 
women was Karen Davidson in 91.49 and 81 people finished!  Al Ward gave some amusing 
leg by leg accounts of the FRA Relays and the Calderdale Way Relay, the latter being the one 
where we finished 2nd by 17 seconds – we never did win this and I’m sure never will now that 
nobody seems to want to run it in May.

Flashes from the archives of oblivion
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Made in the Dark Peak

...being the page where we showcase notable Dark Peak 
artefacts, oddities and curios...

No 14 Flying the flag
Nicky Spinks 
tells of the 
making of the 
splendid flag on 
show at the 2015 
club champs. 
I first planned to make 
the flag for the Fell 
Relays in 2014. With 
the idea of copying 
the old RaceKit flag, 
I bought material but 
then ran out of time. 
I also asked Hannah 
Saville to make me a 
Running Man as I was 
going to include that 
in the design (maybe 
still a possibility!).

So in 2015, when 
I was route planner 
for the Club Champs, 

I was determined to make one. It looked simple but it was a rather daunting challenge 
to say the least. It’s a good job that I have a long bedroom to lay all the material out on 
and crawl all over it! I had also forgotten to order any strong black material to use as the 
sleeve, but a motorbike cover had blown into our fields so I washed it and cut that up!

On the day of the Club Champs my main worry was that the wind would rip it to bits, 
so I was so happy to finish the race and see that it had coped admirably! 

Can you help?
The Skyline is coming round again (Sunday 
13 March) and as always plenty of volunteers 
will be needed to help out.

There are lots of jobs to do such as helping 
in the kitchen, registration, car parking, finish 
line, water stations / road crossings as well as 
those coveted jobs of sweeping the course and 
manning checkpoints in remote locations! If 
you can help, even if you can’t commit to a 
full day please offer your services.

Last year we were short of volunteers so 
please contact Dave Taylor if you can help 
out. david.taylor27@live.co.uk 0114 2582193

The return of the caption competition sees a prostrate Jim Paxman after the 
Bradfield boundary run – over to you for a suitable caption to capture the 
moment. Bottle of Jura for the winner. Send your ideas to the editor at timtett@
ttpca.force9.net or on the back of an envelope in the pub.

Caption competition

How can you resist
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Dogs Diary

The club was formed in 1976 and there is now a 
40th anniversary (40 Moor Years) T shirt available 
illustrated here. It’s a brown technical shirt similar 
to the synthetic striped one or the more recent Warts 
shirt. There may be some scope for other customised 
items should anyone have any idea’s for hoodies or 
other colours.

Dark Peak Vest £15:00

40th Anniversary Shirts £10:00 (Club champs/dinner)

Synthetic Vest £10:00

‘Will McLewin’ Polo Shirt £15:00

Hoodies £20:00

Tracksters £20:00

Lycra Shorts £16:00

Full details for ordering and payment, and some 
illustrations are on the Kit page at www.dpfr.org.uk. As 
ever, if you are going to order anything check first on 
the web page or email kit@dpfr.org.uk or even phone 
on 0780 3198369/0114 2339912

The kit page

Poor Richard Bradbury. If only he’d asked...  His idea was so 
good: park at Snake Summit, potter round Bleaklow Head, pop 
down to Barrow Stones, pick up the Bradfield Boundary runners, 
join them to the Westend van-stop, have a quick cuppa, then potter 
back to the car. Thus he found himself perched at Barrow Stones 
waiting for the Boundary team, the only flaw being that he had 
neither a schedule nor much idea of the route. After waiting a 
while, he assumed the runners must have gone through, so dropped 
down to the infant River Derwent and ran down in pursuit of companions. 
He found no footprints; he found no support vehicles at King’s Tree; but he pushed on and 
found the support crew and vehicles at the Westend bend. Relieved to find the runners had yet 
to come through, he stopped for a cuppa and chat, then left his rucsac, (containing car keys and 
phone), and retraced his steps to meet the approaching runners. If only he’d asked. While he 
was away to the north, the runners came down the Boundary route to the west, refuelled, and 
the whole Boundary caravan moved on, rucsac and all. A chance meeting with Ian Winterburn 
and Richard finally asked the obvious question: “Where does the Bradfield Boundary route 
actually go?” A frenetic u-turn and sprint down the road resulted, only for the luckless Richard 
to arrive at Fairholmes after the Boundary roadshow had again moved on. Fortunately he 
managed to blag a lift with a Boundary retiree to the next van-stop at Moscar, where he was 
reunited with rucsac, phone and keys, and persuaded a kindly supporter to drive him back up 
the Snake.

You’d think a bloke named Loxley Crawshaw would sniff his way faultlessly round our local 
moors. And from what I’ve seen of him chugging round the Loxley and Rivelin valleys, I’d 
say that name is quite apt. Good job he wasn’t christened Kinder Crossing, though. Anyone 
with that title would surely be humiliated to head from Blackden to Crowden and end up at a 
trig point miles to the west, not knowing whether they’re at Sandy Heys or Kinder Low, (for 
incriminating evidence, see the track posted by Loxley and Mike Bourne on Facebook). Not 
that they were the only ones to make complete a***s of themselves in Moz’s birthday run. My 
sources say Fiona Jones descended to Jacob’s Ladder rather than Moz’s Nipple from Crowden 
Towers, and Tim Hawley and Keith Holmes pulled off the remarkable feat of going from Edale 
to Druid’s Stone via Jagger’s Clough. I can navigate purely by nose and instinct, but then I’m a 
Border Collie. Maybe some of you humans need what are commonly known as map skills?

Big love-in between George Yates and my Lord And Master when they both did the Christmas 
Eve café run in those garish Saucony Peregrine trail shoes. “Great shoes,” says George. “So 
good I’m going to order a second pair.” Yes, says Mr Holmes, “but they do perform like roller 
skates on greasy surfaces.” Whereupon he stands on the quarry-tiled Grindleford caff fireplace, 
flies arsewards to the floor, and throws half a pint of tea over the hapless Willy Kitchen as he 
falls. Stay outdoors, folks. It’s safer.

Wuff
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