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Welcome to the first issue of the year 2026, in which we take a look 
back at the exploits of many of our indefatigable club members over 
the past few months. We are very grateful to have received such a 
broad range of submissions from members and it is extremely pleas-
ing to see how the newsletter is starting to gain traction! In this is-
sue two of our articles take us to Wales, with Will Boothmanȗs Pad-
dy Buckley Round and Basil Mossȗs Welsh 3000s. The Pennine Way 
also features twice, with the highlight being Sophie Littlefairȗs Mon-
tane Spine Sprint from Edale to Hebden Bridge. First, however, we 
start with a guest interview by Lisa Watson featuring our English 
Champs high-flyers Finlay Grant and Emily Cowper-Coles. 

Adam Samuel 

 

Front cover: Christmas pub runners leaving the newly reopened 
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On a cozy Sunday evening in November I sat down (virtually) with two 
of Dark Peakȗs elite runners to hear about their respective seasons. 
Both Emily Cowper-Coles and Finlay Grant have had a stonking year,  
having both podiumed in the English Championships, amongst other 
achievements. A win, albeit shared with his best pal Ben Rothery, for 
Fin, and third place for Emily. They also both represented GB at the 
World Mountain Running Championships in Canfranc. I feel honoured 
to be club mates and friends with them! 

Fin has just returned from a 
blustery walk, and Emily is 
freshly bathed after a day of 
active recovery, wine in hand 
looking cosy and relaxed 
with Wave, her senior dog, 
snoozing nearby. After con-
gratulating them both I ask, 
șWhat does the end of the 
season look like for you?Ț Fin 
jumps in enthusiastically, 
șJust a few more races to go 
this year before the cross-
country season.Ț His upcom-
ing highlight being a 30 km 
race in Tenerife in December 
with Scarpa, the brand he is currently supported by. The Canary Is-
lands are currently my favourite running holiday destination, so I make 
a mental note of this race for a potential future trip. Conversely, Emily 
is planning to have a break from racing for at least a month and is look-
ing forward to hibernating for a little while. She wants to rest and re-
cuperate for next season. She mentions feeling the end of season 
blues. We joke that that is a sign of a great year and chat about looking 
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Fin and Ben joined at the hip going 
up Great Gable at Borrowdale  



for the everyday joy in running as a remedy. 

We move on to chat about the English Champs. Watching the close 
race unfold between Fin and Ben this year has been a highlight for any-
one who follows the race series. Their rivalry, if you can call it that, is 
now the subject of the excellent Rab film șWinner gets cakeȚ, I defi-
nitely recommend giving this a watch. Personally, Iȗve particularly en-
joyed some of the split menȗs/womenȗs race starts so I can race myself 
and watch them zoom by. Ben and Fin have seemed to be joined at the 
hip this year, sharing the championship title with three wins each. For 
anyone watching and in all the photos, they are all smiles. I ask Fin if 
this was the reality, șYeah, itȗs pretty friendly,Ț he says, șand the racing 
has been more fun with it being so close.Ț I ask what tactics he has 

used in these races and where he has been able to get ahead. șBen is 
the better final descender,Ț he tells me, șso I have to make my move 
earlier in the race. Iȗm the better navigator, and Ben tries to hang back 
to follow, so there are some tactics and mind games there.Ț On the 
whole he tells me he and Ben have enjoyed running together and chat-
ting, they have become firm friends. I note that where Fin has been 
ahead he tends to win by a larger margin, so it will be exciting to see 
what next season brings. As if the English Champs werenȗt enough, Fin 
has also won the short British Champs race in Ireland and came 2nd at 
the Long British Champs race, Stuc aȗ Chroin. 



 
 

While Fin appears to float from success to success throughout the 
season, Emily tells me hers did not get off to the best start. șAt the 
beginning of the year I felt under pressure from my track club to do 
cross country,Ț she tells me. șThis led to a DNF at Edale Skyline as I 
hadnȗt prioritised long training and couldnȗt get into the race.Ț She re-
flects that this DNF was actually a very positive experience, noting 
that Helen (Elmore) looked after her expertly and she felt the commu-
nity of Dark Peak shine through. Newlands didnȗt go particularly to 
plan either, but after that each race was an improvement. Emilyȗs high-
light was coming 2nd at Whittle Pike close behind Sara Willhoit, secur-
ing her 3rd place overall in the series. Emily notes that this is the first 
time she has not felt burnt out by racing, that her best performances 
this year have come from a place of enjoyment. 

We move on to chat about the World Mountain Running Champion-
ships, which were held in Canfranc in September. Emily raced the 
short trail race (40km) after qualifying at the Scafell Sky Race despite 
badly cutting her knee early on in the race, requiring seven stitches. 
Fin raced the uphill race. While Fin has been racing internationally 
since he was a junior, this was Emilyȗs first international race and first 
time at altitude. I asked her how she found it the experience. She tells 
me, șMatt (Emilyȗs ever-supportive boyfriend) came with me, which 
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 really helped. I was nervous and find travelling draining, but once I was 
there, I found a way to relax and really enjoyed the race. I went to 
scout out a bit of the race route the day before and met a local 
farmer which made me feel at home, then spent some time in the ho-
tel spa to relax before the race.Ț Talking about the race itself, she 
continues, șThe conditions were perfect: cold, clear and frosty, but 
there were beesȗ nests on the first climb, everyone got stung.Ț Luckily 
Emilyȗs stings were not too bad but several runners pulled out of the 
race. șAs it was my first international race I had no expectations, but I 
felt good on the day and really enjoyed it.Ț Emily finished a fantastic 
44th out of a field of 162, but more importantly had a great experi-
ence. 

Fin reports that he didnȗt have the legs for the uphill race on the day, 
and it wasnȗt steep enough for him until the last 500m, not quite 
enough time to make up the places, finishing 46th out of 132. In true 
Fin style he was unphased and used his leftover energy and made the 
most of being away by winning another local race a few days later! 
Amazed by the volume of running Fin can fit in, I ask how much racing 
he has done this year, ș34 races in 34 weeksȚ he tells us!  

Reflecting on the year as a whole, Fin seems energised to have fitted 
so much in, and plans to continue to do it all and smash out as many 
races as possible. Emily reflects that she feels privileged to be able to 
race at this level and is not taking this for granted, she also is grateful 
for the running friends she has made this year which she says have 
made running so much more enjoyable. Her resolutions for next year 
are to take time to plan racing carefully and maintain a balance be-
tween hobby and competition, wise words. 

A highly enjoyable Sunday evening spent chatting with these two he-
roes. Good luck to Fin and Emily for next season! 

Lisa Watson 
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Graham Berry ȓ President of Dark Peak fell runners and one of the 
founders of the club 50 years ago was awarded the Endeavour trophy 
at the club dinner ȓ what a runner. At 81 years old he continues to 
'train' 5/6 days a week and with Barry (Needle) who is also over 80, 
showing the younger club members the way ahead. A former Treasur-
er and scribe (he co-authored with Dave Sant) the 10 year book of 
the clubȗs adventures and continues to write the Serious (slow) 
Warts blog weekly after the weekly trips in the dark on Kinder/
Bleaklow etc. Graham won early club champs and in the early years of 
the club ventured to Borrowdale/Langdale to ensure the club moved 
away from Derbyshire village races and put up a time of 2 hrs 11 mins 
in the 1979 Langdale, which few club members have beaten. Graham 
actively supported the emerging club races (Crookstone, Cakes, Mar-
gery, Alport) throughout the 1980s and to this day, and as the club 
celebrates its 50th anniversary Graham will, I am sure, continue to 
grace the bogs and hills keeping his fellow peers in their places as he 
speeds to overtake in the finishing straight. Good on you Greyhound.  

Additionally, Graham won the 1978 and 1979 club champs, he ran 3 
hrs 6 mins in the 1979 Borrowdale and a similar time in the 1979 race 
and an impressive 4 hrs 7 mins in Wasdale the same year, a mere 47 
years ago all excellent times. In the July 1984 club newsletter he 
wrote an article 'not still running at your age', comments common at 
the time, he ends it by saying here's to the next 40 years of fell run-
ning ȓ  well he is still at it. 

Andy Harmer 
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YĻĒ÷ęĩ ãĒÞãÊņęĻĩ ĥĩ÷Œã 
Izzy-mai Wilsonȗs well deserved Junior Endeavour Prize comes as she 
nears the end of a very successful and hard-working junior fell career. 
Proudly racing in her brown vest since age 10, in the FRA Junior Cham-
pionship series she has not only been a very consistent top performer, 
but always also a friendly and encouraging face to our younger competi-
tors. 

 
Regularly qualifying to represent 
Yorkshire (including in 2024 and 
2025) her consistent hard work 
has really come to fruition in the 
last two years. In 2024 she quali-
fied to represent England in the 
Under-18 Mountain Running 
World Cup event in Spain, and 
then qualified again in 2025 
when the event was in Slovakia. 

 
Having recently turned 17, sheȗs now a regular 
at the Clubȗs monthly Youth Development 
Runs, looking towards participation in the sen-
ior club. With some of the local evening races 
allowing entries from age 16, Izzy-mai is al-
ready an increasingly familiar face on the senior 
race scene ȓ finishing as 1st Under 21 female 
at last summerȗs Hathersage, Bamford and 
Herod Farm races. 
 
Despite these many achievements, pride of 
place on the Wilson mantelpiece will no doubt 
be awarded to the coveted Dark Peak Junior 
Endeavour prize. All this before age 18 ȓ it will 
be exciting to see what the future holds for 
one of our most talented young runners.  

Jon Coe 
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 This story has many beginnings ȓ one of those was the morning 
after completing my Bob Graham back in 2017, maybe during a sum-
mer climbing trip when I was in University in 1997 ȓ I canȗt be the on-
ly runner over 40 that uses their sport as a tool to pursue unfulfilled 
ambitions from their youth as many partners, families and pets can at-
est to. Or maybe it began with John Huntȗs words of wisdom on 
Whernside during my first experience of the Three Peaks fell race. 
The real start to this particular story was a weekend away in North-
umberland with Leeds University Mountaineering Society in Novem-
ber 1997. Iȗd been bouldering with a PhD student called Andy who 
liked Lava Java Coffee, Dark Side of the Moon and Jazz cigarettes ȓ I 
knew weȗd get on well! 

 The training plan was simple, lots of Kinder Dozens (or variations 
of) and a long weekend at Easter reccying the whole thing over three 
days. Tom Moss and I spent three great days at Pen-Y-Pass YHA over 
the Easter weekend doing it. After completing the whole thing in 
three consecutive days I was buoyant and had renewed confidence. 
Over the weekend Tom and I had discussed how Iȗd attempt it ȓ Iȗve 
done the BG solo before so that makes organising it a lot easier, and 
more Billy Big Bollocks kudos, but having full support would make it 
relatively pleasant. Iȗd mentioned a drunken offer that a friend with a 
campervan had made previously, and Tom thought that that would be 
the best compromise of flexibility, friendship and Billy Big Bollocks. 
We had Andy and his family round for dinner shortly after that week-



end, and he asked me about my PB attempt and offered his support 
and campervan, he obviously wanted to get involved and it was definite-
ly the way I wanted to do it ȓ solo but with support at the end of each 

leg ȓ I didnȗt know 
this route very well 
and if nothing else 
water isnȗt as readily 
available in places. 
We agreed two 
weekends ȓ the first 
and third weekends 
in July and weȗd go 
on the first weekend 
if the weather was 
ok. 
 One week to go 
and the weather 
forecast for the fol-
lowing weekend was 
not amazing, but 
how good did the 

weather need to be? If nothing 
else then the ambient temper-
ature should be a good 10 de-
grees warmer than it was on 
our Ȗbad dayȗ in easter, right? 
We had planned to start on 
Friday morning, that would 
mean a Saturday night at the 
Vaynol Arms, a drive back on 
Sunday and a day of rest at 
home on Monday. Unfortu-
nately the weather forecast for 
Friday night on Snowdon was 
fog and 50 mph winds ȓ we 
decided to push it back a day 
when it would only be slightly 
better. 
 Driving down on Friday af-
ternoon the sun was shining all 
the way to North Wales, as 
we descended the A55 near 
Rhuallt Snowdonia laid itself 
before us in a big dark cloud ȓ 
it looked like the forecast was 



correct. We drove with trepidation into Betws-Y-Coed through the 
rain and got a pizza at the Hangout pizza place, accompanied by the 
Stereophonicsȗ back catalogue. Despite the rain, it was warm enough to 
wear shorts so it would be better than the Saturday at Easter? We 
parked up at perhaps the worst campsite in Eryri, but it was cheap and 
about as close to Joe Brownȗs shop in Capel Curig as you can get. We 
woke to a misty morning, but it wasnȗt raining. Final preparations com-
pleted and we drive to Joe Brownȗs. My timings had been worked out 
on the back of Charlie Elliottȗs schedule, with some random timings ad-
justed here and there ȓ I set off at 11:30 am, head long into the wind 
and drizzle. 
 As I climbed up Siabod the wind and rain were getting heavier and 
stronger as I progressed. I changed my Pertex for my Gore-tex at the 
first stile, from where it stayed on for the rest of the round. It was July 
and I was having to wear Gore-tex mitts over my gloves to stop my 
hands freezing ȓ just like Easter. The mist was thick and this was Epic 
Shit getting done! Visibility was down to about 50 metres and naviga-
tion was challenging. Iȗd never thought that the bleak remains of 
Rhosydd Quarry would fill me with such a sense of reassurance ȓ I 
found some shelter in the old barracks, got some food and sorted 
some stuff out. I was making good time ȓ from Rhosydd a short, sharp, 
shock of a climb up Foel Ddu warms you up, and its relatively small 
climbs from here until Cnicht. Cnicht was despatched relatively quickly, 
and the descent off left (as advised by Gonks) was much better than the 
right, which me and Tom had taken last time. Descending out of the 
mist was good, I could actually see more than 50 metres and I could 
even take my hat and gloves off. 

 As I approached the car park I won-
dered if Andy was there, I had allowed 
doubt to creep in and worried that heȗd 
either not been able to get in as it was 
full, or heȗd got lost somewhere, or as I 
was 30 minutes up on my time Iȗd be 
waiting for him. All fears unfounded 
though as there he was, everything 
ready ȓ pot noodle and coffee hot and 
ready in flasks. There was another sup-
port group waiting for their runner to 
come in ȓ it was reassuring to know that 
there would be runners behind me. 
 Bryn Banog is steep, but it seemed 
much shorter than last time, which was 
reassuring. The mist was a bit thinner on 
the Hebogs and this made nav a bit easi-
er and it uplifted my mood as well. The 



tops passed quickly, and I took a much better line up Y Gyrn, which I 
summited with a sense of elation and shouted in to the sky ȓ nothing 
particular, just some instinctive, visceral yell in to the heavens ȓ I felt 
amazing! 10 minutes or so later I was slogging up Trum Y Ddysgl, which 
seemed to go on forever, but once up there, I knew it was a short if not 
tricky traverse to Y Garn and the descent to Pont. After descending Y 
Garn I was in high spirits as I was at the halfway mark ȓ jogging through 
the woods in cool conditions, as opposed to the heat we had at Easter 
that nearly broke Tom. Again Andy was at the car park exactly where I 
told him with pot noodle and coffee. I headed off on the Snowdon leg, 
kitted up for all possibilities and nine hours on the clock. 
 As I climbed up Craig Wen the wind was picking up, and the fog was 
closing in but was ticked off faster and easier than Iȗd anticipated, as was 
the climb up to Yr Aran, one of my new favourite hills. It was now get-
ting dark, but frustratingly not dark enough for the headtorch to be 
much use, and the fog reflecting light back. The descent of Yr Aran 
marks a change in the terrain under foot ȓ the terrain had taken on a 
much rockier and steeper character. Climbing up the long approach to 
Snowdon from the bwlch it was getting darker, the fog was getting thick-
er as I was getting higher. With visibility down to a few metres, it was 
difficult to know when I was on the path or not. I held the lamp at waist 
level, as that can help but this would mean giving up on the poles which 
Iȗd gotten so used to, but it didnȗt make a huge difference.  

I feel like Iȗve been messing about on this section for far too long already 
and the time Iȗd made up in the last 10 hours was slipping away.  At the 
foot of the slab Iȗd walked up on that hot Easter Sunday, I put the head 
torch on my head and stashed my poles, Iȗd have to use my hands on 
this section as it was wet, windy, foggy, dark and on my own. At the top 
of the slab I decided that holding the headtorch at waist level made little 
difference and having it on my head, as the designers intended, allowed 



me to use my poles, which had become a natural extension of my 
limbs. Decision made, it was time to get my shit in a sock, left-foot 
right-foot it, whatever you tell yourself, and get a move on. Iȗd got past 
my concerns of the fog and light and decided to get a move on, the nav 
is relatively easy on this section, so now I could move forward, climb 
this mountain and move on. Good stuff, Iȗm going to do this, check the 
watch ȓ blue triangle ȓ what? 
That must mean its crashed yeah? 
Uncertainty crept in and I opti-
mistically pressed and held the 
red power button, but was gifted 
with an empty battery icon  ȓ 
Shit, what the fuck? Oh no no no 
no! This wasnȗt meant to happen! 
What am I going to do? Iȗm going 
to carry on ȓ the fastest route to 
Llanberis isnȗt much shorter than 
the route Iȗm on, so I might as 
well keep going. I had time in the 
bank, Iȗm feeling good physically 
and the nav is relatively easy. Un-
fortunately my micro-navigation 
isnȗt great, my contact lenses 
donȗt help with my long-
sightedness, my maps are small 
Ȗfor emergency purposesȗ that I 
canȗt read properly, and the bub-
ble in my compass has mysteri-
ously doubled in size and pushing the needle all around the compass, 
but it was good enough. I had the route downloaded to my phone as 
well so followed that, despite having to take mitts and gloves off to un-
lock it with my Pin as Face ID doesnȗt work with a headtorch. I kept 
my thumb on the map and took bearings at key points in case the 
phone also failed me, and mostly it was quicker than the phone. I made 
it to the summit of Yr Wyddfa ȓ no queues today! Then ticked off Crib
-Y-Dysgll. Visibility was so poor I was checking the phone regularly, and 
eventually got on to the Rangerȗs path and its regular cairns. I was final-
ly moving at a better pace, and reassured to be on this section. Getting 
on to Moel Cynghorion and its grassy trod was a huge relief ȓ this was 
going to be the nature of the Ȗnavigationȗ from here on in, mostly fol-
lowing this trod parallel to a fence. Despite knowing that this was all 
runnable, I couldnȗt really let go as at best I could only see 10 metres, 
until the final descent in to Llanberis and the fog turned to mist, then 
the mist to just darkness with the bright lights of Llanberis drawing me 
in. 



 I jogged gingerly in to Parc Padarn car park, where Andy was 
waiting at the entrance ȓ knowing that heȗd be worried I said ȖIȗm fi-
ne, just had some navigational issuesȗ. I got hot food and drink, and 
Andy asked ȖWhat are you going to do?ȗ 
ȖIȗm going to charge my watch and keep goingȗ. 
 I changed my clothes, replenished food and kit and plugged my 
GPS into my little power bank and set off in earnest through the 
quarries. 
Iȗd not recced the inclines, but I knew that this was fast and 
straightforward. At the top of the third or so incline I saw torch ap-
proaching me, a man in a black fleece was holding it, we exchanged 
Ȗgood eveningsȗ and that was about that ȓ I assumed security. De-
spite research suggesting it should be easy to find my way out of the 
quarry and on to the trod of Elidir Fach, the fog was thick again and 
the phone was getting heavy usage. The summit flag pole took long-
er to get to than I remembered but it was another summit ticked 

off, and now it was time to 
head up to the trickier, 
rockier summit of Elidir 
Fawr. I worked my way 
across to the path, and 
checked on the status of my 
watch ȓ it was up to 89%, 
back in the game! I started 
up the GPS and was filled 
with enthusiasm again as I 
knew the next summit 
wouldȗve been tricky with-
out it. From here on the leg 
went well, visibility was bet-
ter in some places,  but it 

was back to pea soup on the Glyders. The run from Fawr to Fach 
seemed to take longer than previously, but it felt good to be pro-
gressing through this notorious section. I got to the top of the gul-
ley east of Bristly Ridge ȓ this was one of the last tricksy bits ȓ take 
it slow and steady, be patient. This section passed and getting down 
to the bwlch under Tryfan was a relief, one more to go. The climb 
up Tryfan wasnȗt as direct as last time ȓ I went slightly off route a 
few times but before long came to the ridge approaching the sum-
mit. The ridge fell away in to the mist ahead of me, and the terrain 
was steep so the poles had to go away and I was scrambling ȓ which 
felt very odd. Sleep deprivation and the arrival of daylight can play 
strange tricks ȓ Iȗve had this feeling before on the BG, a feeling of 
dizziness and drunkenness impairing co-ordination. Be careful, take 
your time, make your time up later. 



 The broad gulley on the eastern face of Tryfan is steep, with a 
number of steps that need special care, especially in my state, I did 
stumble which nearly resulted in a bad fall, but I managed to save my-
self. On arriving at the flagged steps I was immensely relieved, Iȗd com-
pleted the trickiest bits of the round, now to get to Ogwen cottage 
and replenish.  
 Andyȗs distinctive campervan was parked in a prime spot opposite 
the toilet block, which a passing driver called in to make use of at 
about 5:30 am. I could see through the window that Andy was sleeping 
ȓ but on the table were the two flasks ready and waiting. I knocked on 
the window then let myself in. I re-stocked, got changed and I had five 
hours to complete the last leg, which Iȗd recced in 2.5 hours at Easter. 
In theory it was in the bag, but I couldnȗt let complacency set in, Iȗd 
been going for 19 hours and had some pretty stressful times in that 

period, and despite being one of the nicest legs, it wasnȗt easy.  
 As I climbed the last big climb up Pen Yr Ole Wen, the mist across 
the valley lifted and the summits of Tryfan, Glyder Fach and Fawr ap-
peared briefly, whilst Andyȗs van headed up the valley for the short 
drive to Capel Curig. It was only short-lived, and the heavy mist set it. 
This ascent reminds me of Yewbarrow and the summit seemed elusive, 


