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W elcome to the Autumn edition of The Caistor Running Times! 

Another bumper issue!! Some amazing first hand accounts, plus our 

regular features and interesting articles for you. Thanks for all contributions. 

Mornings are already starting to feel, “ like the back end” as my mum used to say, and  

days are getting shorter. Nearly time to charge up your headtorches ready for dark 

runs. But in the mean time, get out and enjoy the last of the  summer sunshine, which 

we all moan about when it gets “too hot”!!  

Above all remember the club motto :      

       “Run for Fun”              Emma  

CAUGHT ON CAMERA 

Nettleton Lodge Am-

bucopter Run June 

8th 

Parkrun PB’s at Market Rasen CRC takeover June 8th 

Hull Half Marathon June 9th 

Club run Irby Dales, June 6th 

Sledmere Sunset Trail, 14th June West Highland Way, June 22nd 
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CAPTAINS CORNER A round up of CRC’s summer by David and Helen 

Welcome to the third edition of ‘Captains Corner’. Yet again it has been an exceptionally busy few months with some phe-

nomenal achievements from CRC members. Our runners and walkers never fail to amaze us.  

Here are just a handful of those achievements. 

 

Way back in mid June, Tina (La Machina) Thomas completed the Lakesman triathlon. Her gruelling training schedule payed 

off and she for gained first place in her age category with a time of 15 hours and 24 minutes. Tina seems to be going from 

strength to strength with her triathlons and we look forward to seeing how she gets on in future events. 

Kerry Hallsworth also participated in the Lakeland Trails 55K race on the 29th June. This Ultra event included 3 demanding 

mountain passes with several thousand feet of ascent.  

Mike Wells and Rob Payne, along with their support crews, crossed the Scottish border to take part in the West Highland 

Way Ultra – 95miles and 14,000 feet of elevation. Rob came 2nd overall and Mike showed amazing strength and determina-

tion to finish well inside the 36hr cut-off despite having to change his race-plan before the halfway point. Rob followed this 

up with a 2nd place in the North Downs Way 100mile Ultra with the 3rd ever fastest time recorded in the history of the event 

being held. 

Closer to home there have also been some memorable moments. 

The Sting in the Tail 10K was yet again a truly successful race enjoyed by many of our club members. The organisation of this 

event was exemplary as always; credit to Chris Ramsay and Bobby Kneale who do a phenomenal job. The ‘mini-sting’ event 

was also more popular than ever. Congratulations to Rob and Nadine Crump (with capable assistance from Martha and Edith 

Bates) for the management of this mini adventure.  

Congratulations to the CRC ladies team who brought the Sting trophy home again this year with the Men’s team missing out 

on 1st on a technicality. 

Other local 10K events during the Summer included Grimsby and Normanby Hall. 

At Grimsby 10K our CRC pacers were out in force. Thank you to those members who frequently put their own achievements 

on hold to help others. 

Despite the warm weather there were some amazing performances. Congratulations if you achieved a personal best at these 

events. There are simply too many to mention in this brief article but we do try and congratulate individuals after each race. 

The CRC Time Trial (a magic Mike special) took place on Thursday 22nd August. I’m sure everyone will agree that this is one of 

the most enjoyable events on the CRC calendar. We all love the liberation of running without our watches and phones really! 

And finally, one of the biggest running achievements of the year happened during the timescale for this issue and that is Fran 

Allison's comeback from injury. Not only back in running shoes following her horrible injury but she completed her 1st post 

injury non stop 5km and has already clocked in 10km training runs. Fran, the patience you have shown through your time on 

the injury bench and the enthusiasm and support you have given to others during that period was amazing to behold. You 

are a massive part of CRC and it is our pleasure to be able to be running alongside you again! 

 

That leads us to one of things that has stood out to us both, the amazing number of you supporting each other, both at 

events and also in training for events. We have members organising and inviting people out on training runs (outside of the 

CRC planned ones), we have had huge numbers volunteering and pacing at both races and parkruns. There have been people 

entering races purely to run with other members and the number of flag wavers and supporters out on race routes is phe-

nomenal – comments are always made about how great the support from Caistor is so well done everyone!! 
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Upcoming Events 

As we always say, it’s not all about running fast and getting PBs. Whether you just enjoy running with friends or supporting 

others, here is a brief list of the upcoming events for the next couple of months. We can hardly believe that we are mention-

ing Halloween and Christmas already… 

 

Cleethorpes Coastal Half Marathon – 15th September 2019 https://resultsbase.net/event/4606 

Wolds Ten – 22nd September 2019 https://www.sportsentrysolutions.com/new_race_page.php?recordID=201178 

Hedgehog Half Marathon (Normanby Hall) – 6th October 2019 https://curlysathletes.co.uk/the-hedgehog-half 

Gruesome Twosome – 12th October 2019 https://resultsbase.net/event/4687 

Brigg 10K - 27th October 2019 – SOLD OUT – Support only 

Prom Race Series at Cleethorpes Prom – watch out for details via Facebook 

Worksop Halloween Half Marathon– 27th October 2019 https://www.worksophalfmarathon.co.uk/ 

Haunted Halloween Hobble – 2nd November 2019 https://resultsbase.net/event/5101 

Deepdale Dash – 3rd November 2019  http://www.barton-district-ac.co.uk/calendar/deepdale-dash (opens for online entry 

at 8pm on 11th September and WILL sell out in under 24hrs) 

Maravan – 23rd/24th November  http://vigilantesrunning.co.uk 

Rudolphs Romp – 7th December 2019 https://www.ldwa.org.uk/EastYorkshire/E/22249/rudolphs-romp.html 

Keelby Santa Run –7th December 2019 https://www.facebook.com/events/725903857866332/ 

Keyworth Turkey Trot – 8th December 2019 https://www.turkeytrot.org.uk/ (opens for online entry at 8am on 16th Septem-

ber 2019 and WILL sell out in under 24hrs) 

Waterways 30 – 25th Jan 2020   https://www.hobopace.co.uk/waterway-30/ 

Dukeries 10 – 22nd Feb 2020 https://www.hobopace.co.uk/dukeries-10/ 

Dukeries 30/40 – 9th May 2020 https://www.hobopace.co.uk/dukeries-30-40/ 

 The Nunns Lincolnshire Wolds Ten 

Caistor Running Club are proud to host the Lincolnshire Wolds 10, 

now in its 37th year. The  course takes you on a ten-mile route 

through rolling chalk uplands and  wooded valleys in the heart of the 

beautiful Lincolnshire Wolds, an Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty. 

 Sunday 22nd September 2019 

Entry is just £15 affiliated (£17 unaffiliated) and includes a race 

memento to take away with you. The Race starts at 10am.  

Ample parking and a pub at the finish! Please support this great 

race!  

Running it is this 

much fun!! >>>>>>> 

ENTER HERE! 

https://resultsbase.net/event/4606
https://www.sportsentrysolutions.com/new_race_page.php?recordID=201178
https://curlysathletes.co.uk/the-hedgehog-half
https://resultsbase.net/event/4687
https://www.worksophalfmarathon.co.uk/
https://resultsbase.net/event/5101
http://www.barton-district-ac.co.uk/calendar/deepdale-dash
http://vigilantesrunning.co.uk
https://www.ldwa.org.uk/EastYorkshire/E/22249/rudolphs-romp.html
https://www.facebook.com/events/725903857866332/
https://www.turkeytrot.org.uk/
https://www.hobopace.co.uk/waterway-30/
https://www.hobopace.co.uk/dukeries-10/
https://www.hobopace.co.uk/dukeries-30-40/
https://www.sportsentrysolutions.com/new_race_page.php?recordID=201178
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RUNNING TIPS by Mike Wells A few of the things I’ve learned from 7 years of running every day… 

                     #3 Heart rate training basics.  

As lots of CRC runners will know from conversations with me on runs in recent years, heart rate training is one of 

my favourite running-related subjects!  

 

As technology develops, more and more runners have the ability to monitor their heart rate whilst running, howev-

er all the new technology available hasn’t been accompanied by a similar increase in education about how, when 

and why you might benefit from heart rate training. There are also lots of common misconceptions about what your 

heart rate ‘should’ be whilst running, which I’ll try to clarify too.  

 

The most important thing to understand when considering starting training by heart rate is that everyone is differ-

ent. The numbers you see relating to maximum heart rates and zones for other people, are unlikely to be any use to 

you, even if you’re the same age, gender and fitness level as the person you’re comparing yourself with.  

 

Before you begin monitoring your heart rate whilst running, you’ll need one of 2 devices either:  

 

a) A watch with a built-in wrist heart rate monitor (for example a Garmin 235, 645 or 935) or b) a chest strap heart 

rate monitor that links to your phone or running watch.  

 

There are advantages and disadvantages to both: generally, chest straps are slightly more accurate, however wrist 

heart monitors are more comfortable and convenient, so for anyone who has a watch with a built-in wrist monitor, 

I’d recommend using that to begin with.  

 

Once you’ve got a heart rate monitor (wrist or chest), before you can use it to guide your training, you first need to 

establish what your maximum heart rate is. There is a commonly known formula for calculating your maximum 

heart rate which is 220bpm – age.  

 

Unfortunately this is a very, very approximate calculation, which is largely useless for most people (for example, 

according to the formula above, my maximum heart rate should be 176 and It’s is currently 194bpm, and my good 

friend Giacomo Squintani has a max of around 165bpm, despite him being a year younger than me, so his should be 

177 using the 220-age formula).  

 

To establish what your personal maximum heart rate actually is, requires a serious level of exertion, a level which 

for most people only occurs at the end of short, very hard runs, and often only in races or in laboratory tests on a 

treadmill.  

 

If you’ve recently run a PB at a parkrun or 5K / 10K race (and were recording your heart rate during that PB effort), 

it’s likely that the highest number your heart rate hit at the end, is pretty close to your maximum. If you look at your 

run on Garmin / Strava and see a gradual increase in your heart rate and then a peak at the finish, then as long as 

you felt like you had very little left in the tank as you crossed the line, you were probably getting up near your maxi-

mum heart rate. If you had a ‘dry heave’ at, or close to the finish, then that’s a strong indication that you were try-

ing pretty much as hard as you could that day. If you’ve ever raced the Croxby Crawl flat out and have tried to get 

up Heartbreak Hill as fast as possible at the end, you’ll almost certainly have hit a (for you) very high heart rate at 

the end, not far off your maximum.  

 

If you haven’t raced a short / hard parkrun or race recently and want to find your maximum heart rate, you could 

try doing 6 to 8 hill repeats (on a hill that’s steep enough to be a challenge, but not too hard that you can’t run it), 

and gradually build the effort until on the final repeat, you feel like you can’t go any harder / faster without being 

sick/ 
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collapsing. Look at your heart rate graph on Strava or Garmin after the run, and there should be a peak just at the 

end, which should be near your maximum.  

 

Personally I find I can’t get to within 5bpm of my maximum heart rate in training runs, it’s only if I’m going for the 

fastest possible time I can achieve on the day at a parkrun, 5K race or other short race, that I’m able to access the 

last few bpm of effort. 

 

However you’ve found your maximum heart rate, remember that it’s personal to you, and whether it’s higher or 

lower than you expected, that doesn’t reflect on your fitness or running ability.  

 

When you know your maximum heart rate, you can then calculate your heart rate zones and use them to guide your 

training. The most common way of looking at heart rate zones (the one I use and most websites / watches use) uses 

5 different zones based on percentages of your maximum heart rate. These are:  

 

Zone 1: 50% to 60% of max. eg. if your maximum heart rate is 180bpm, this zone would be 90bpm to 108bpm. This 

is your warm up zone: very light jogging at the start of your run or, very easy recovery running. 

Zone 2: 60% to 70% of max. Steady running that feels like you could run all day: this zone significantly builds your 

endurance and is where you should be for recovery runs / long steady runs. 

Zone 3: 70 to 80% of max. This effort is comfortably hard: it feels like you’re putting a fair amount of effort into run-

ning, but that you won’t need to slow down any time soon. 

Zone 4: 80 to 95% of max. This level of exertion is genuinely uncomfortable, it’s where you are likely to spend the 

majority of a race if you’re going for a 5K / 10K PB, and if you regularly train in this zone, it’s where a lot of fitness / 

speed benefits will come from.  

Zone 5: 95% to 100% of max. This zone is the ‘fight or flight’ or ‘sprint finish’ zone, the very last bit of effort that you 

can put in at the end of a hard race (or possibly a training session). When you’re in this zone, you probably can’t 

think about anything other than the end of the run / race, most people can only manage a few minutes continuous 

effort in zone 5, as it’s pretty excruciating.  

 

Once you know your heart rate zones, there are then lots of online resources which you can then use to help guide 

your training. Most running coaches also use heart rate training to help monitor their athletes’ performance. In my 

next article, I’ll go into more detail about how to use your heart rate zones to train / race effectively, but if you’d like 

to discuss more in the meantime, feel free to grab me on a club night or to send me a message. 



6 

INJURIES/PREVENTION Written by Charlotte Bell 
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CAUGHT ON CAMERA 

Normanby 10K, 30th June 

“Fabulous turn out and support by CRC at Normanby 10k 

and lovely picnic afterwards” 

The Brianplant Sting 2019, July 7th 

7.7 of The Wolds 10, Saturday 13th July 
Grimsby 10K , July  21st 

A few more photos of  summer with CRC 

Rowan’s Sea Wall Run, July 25th 
Mausoleum Woods, 1st August 
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The LDWA Elsecar Skelter, August 3rd 

Tour de Barton, 15th August 

CRC Annual Time Trial, 23rd August 

Club run Grasby Bottoms, 27th August 

The winner of the LWAC 

Memory Mile Series 2019   

27th August 

LDWA Harvest Hobble, 31st August 

LDWA Smugglers Trod, 24th August 

The Broughton Burn 10k, September 1st 
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DID YOU KNOW? 

 The Recovery Run 

It may not be the first thing that springs to mind after a hard run or race, we’d rather sit 
back and chill out, but what the body really needs is another run- The Recovery Run. 

 

That is a “relatively short, slow run undertaken within 24 hours after a harder run to 
facilitate recovery from preceding hard training”. 

It is sometimes said that the increased blood flow helps clear lactic acid build up thus 
preventing muscle soreness. However, lactic acid is cleared from the system within an 
hour of the exercise and isn’t the cause of the muscle fatigue in the first place.  

It may be that the “Recovery Run” has little to do with recovery at all! Nevertheless, 
the recovery run is practised by most top athletes, and this wouldn ’t be the case if 
they weren’t beneficial. So, what is the real benefit of the recovery run? The benefit is 
they increase your fitness, almost as much as longer, faster runs, by making you run in 
a pre-fatigued state. The body learns to recruit different muscle groups when running 
in a fatigued state and this helps us in the latter stages of a race or long run. It also 
makes us mentally stronger by actually getting out of the door and going for a run.  

The purpose of the recovery run is to facilitate recovery, and should be short, easy paced and relaxing. You should not 
come out of it feeling breathless or exhausted, if you do you are running too hard. A good way is to run with a friend 
and make sure you’re able to chat all the way!  

The Kenyans know how to train hard, but they also know how to recover well. They start off at a 6min/km pace and end 
at a 5km/min pace…..bear in mind their tempo run pace is 3.30min/km pace this gives you an idea how much slower a 
recovery run should be. They may seem painstakingly slow, but that is the point, to allow you to recover not become 
more tired. As a general guideline, your recovery run pace should be done at 65 to 75 percent of your maximum heart rate. 
To err on the side of caution, perform your recovery workouts at the lower end of that range. This is roughly 60 to 90 
seconds slower than normal training pace. However, there is no such thing a running too slow on a recovery run. 

Choose a gentle, flat course preferably on a soft surface. It ’s the ideal time to concentrate on your technique too. There 
are no hard and fast rules on how far or fast it should be. Some people prefer not to do them at all. So long as it 
doesn’t sabotage your performance in your next key workout. Just experiment to find the recovery run formula that 
works for you. The more times a week you run, the greater is the need for the recovery run. If you only run three times 
a week, each run can be a key workout followed by a rest day. If you run six or more times a week, at least two should 
be gentle recovery runs. 

https://www.active.com/running/articles/a-fresh-perspective-on-recovery-runs 
 
https://www.justrunlah.com/2018/04/12/recovery-runs-why-are-they-so-important/ 

http://www.runnersblueprint.com/the-complete-guide-to-recovery-runs/ 

https://www.podiumrunner.com/whats-the-real-benefit-of-recovery-runs_130  

https://www.active.com/running/articles/a-fresh-perspective-on-recovery-runs
https://www.justrunlah.com/2018/04/12/recovery-runs-why-are-they-so-important/
http://www.runnersblueprint.com/the-complete-guide-to-recovery-runs/
https://www.podiumrunner.com/whats-the-real-benefit-of-recovery-runs_130
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A Bit about DOMS ( Delayed Onset Muscle Soreness) 

Muscle soreness that shows up a day or two after exercising can affect anyone, regardless of your 
fitness level. But don't be put off. This type of muscle stiffness or achiness is normal, doesn't last long, and is actually a sign of 
your improving fitness. Sore muscles after physical activity, known as delayed onset muscle soreness (DOMS), can occur when 
you start a new exercise programme, change your exercise routine, or increase the duration or intensity of your regular 
workout.  

When muscles are required to work harder than they're used to or in a different way, it's believed to cause microscopic dam-
age to the muscle fibres, resulting in muscle soreness or stiffness.( DOMS is often mistakenly believed to be caused by a build-
up of lactic acid, but lactic acid isn't involved in this process.) 

Anyone can develop DOMS, even those who have been exercising for years, including elite athletes. It can be alarming for 
people who are new to exercise and may dent their initial enthusiasm to get fit. The good news is the soreness will decrease 
as your muscles get used to the new physical demands being placed upon them. The soreness is part of an adaptation process 
that leads to greater stamina and strength as the muscles recover and build.  

Any movement you're not used to can cause DOMS. Taking up a new exercise, a harder than usual workout, or working your 
muscles in a different way can all cause DOMS. DOMS typically lasts between 3 and 5 days. The pain, which can range from 
mild to severe, usually occurs 1 or 2 days after the exercise. This sort of muscle pain shouldn't be confused with any kind of 
pain you might experience during exercise, such as the acute, sudden and sharp pain of an injury, such as muscle strains or 
sprains. 

There's no one simple way to treat DOMS. Nothing is proven to be 100% effective. These things may help ease some of the 
symptoms: Rest, ice packs, painkillers, massage, foam rolling and good hydration. 

DOMS doesn't generally require medical intervention. But you should seek medical advice if the pain becomes unbeara-
ble, you experience heavy swelling, or your urine becomes dark. 

How can I prevent DOMS?  

One of the best ways to prevent DOMS is to start any new activity programme gently and gradually. Allowing the muscle time 
to adapt to new movements should help minimise soreness. 

There's not much evidence that warming up will be effective in preventing DOMS. But exercising with warmed-up muscles 
will reduce your chance of injury and improve your performance. 
While stretching has many benefits, there's currently no evidence stretching before or after exercise helps reduce or prevent 
DOMS. You can exercise with DOMS, although it may feel uncomfortable to begin with. A lighter workout will help the mus-
cles recover faster. Trying to “push past the pain” and do a difficult workout may make the situation worse. The soreness 
should go away once your muscles have warmed up, however the soreness will mostly likely return after exercising once your 
muscles have cooled down. 

DOMS is a type of muscle conditioning, which means your muscles are adapting to the new activity. The next time you per-
form the same activity or exercise at the same intensity, there'll be less muscle tissue damage, less soreness, and a faster re-
covery. 
Although it is unlikely you’ll be able to avoid soreness altogether, it is important to note that greater pain doesn’t equal  
greater gains. In fact, pain is often an indication it’s time to slow down or back off a bit until your body is fully recovered.  
Remember that pain that starts during your workout signals there is a problem with the exercise, such as poor form or a 
sprain or strain. Your workout should stop immediately before further muscle or joint damage occurs. 

https://www.nhs.uk/live-well/exercise/pain-after-exercise/ 
https://fitness.mercola.com/sites/fitness/archive/2018/01/26/what-causes-delayed-onset-muscle-

soreness.aspx 

https://www.nhs.uk/live-well/exercise/pain-after-exercise/
https://fitness.mercola.com/sites/fitness/archive/2018/01/26/what-causes-delayed-onset-muscle-soreness.aspx
https://fitness.mercola.com/sites/fitness/archive/2018/01/26/what-causes-delayed-onset-muscle-soreness.aspx
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Epsom Salt Baths…. Are there Really Benefits?? 

 

When it comes to recovery and reducing muscle soreness, some people swear 

by the Epsom Salt Bath. But are there really any benefits or is it just a myth? 

There is little or no scientific evidence for it. 

What is it? Epsom Salt (or Salts with an s ) is Magnesium Sulphate, and was 

originally obtained by boiling down mineral waters in Epsom, hence the name. 

It is the magnesium that is often considered the active ingredient.  

Magnesium is known to increase relaxation, reduce inflammation and aid in 

muscle and nerve function, according to some therapists, and by taking an  

Epsom Salt bath it is hoped to increase our magnesium levels and reduce  

muscle soreness. The key word there is hope. 

 

But can the active ingredients in Epsom Salts actually penetrate the skin and aid in muscle recovery??? Errrr…No! Skin is a 

waterproof barrier, and what few magnesium ions that are, if at all, absorbed through the pores of the skin after a 20-minute 

soak in the bath would do little to alter the blood chemistry. There isn’t any “skin osmosis” going on either, although some 

companies selling relaxing Epsom Salts will tell you otherwise. 

So why do so many people swear by Epsom Salts?? 

Most likely is the fact that soaking in the hot bath will help us relax, and as Epsom Salts will only dissolve in hot water, forget 

the ice bath! 

So, if you soak in a nice, warm Epsom Salt bath and believe it will make you feel better, it probably will, but its more likely the 

bath having an effect than the Epsom Salts. Although it will  leave your skin silky smooth! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For an interesting, amusing in depth look into this topic go to: 

https://www.painscience.com/articles/epsom-salts.php 

https://www.runnersworld.com/health-injuries/a27373479/benefits-of-epsom-salt/ 

 

 

https://www.painscience.com/articles/epsom-salts.php
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A Brief Guide to Warm up, Cool Down and Stretches 

Running is a demanding activity and that it’s important to prepare for each run, physically and mentally, rather than launch-
ing straight in. This is what a ‘warm-up’ is all about. It gives your heart and lungs — as well as the muscles and joints — a 
chance to get primed for the activity to come. 

Equally, once the body has been firing on all cylinders during your run, you don’t want to stop suddenly and fling yourself 
back on the sofa. The purpose of the ‘cool-down’ is to gradually return the body to a resting state. Then, once you’ve  
finished your run, you need to stretch out the muscles, to counteract the repetitive shortening actions involved in running. 
These three procedures are not just an optional add-on to running, they are essential in getting the most out of your running 
experience and minimizing your risk of discomfort or injury. So, make sure that when you schedule a run, you allow time to 
warm-up, cool-down and stretch, too. 
 

The Warm Up 

The objectives of the warm up are to raise the body temperature and increase the heart rate. The chemical reactions inside 
cells which release energy happen at a higher temperature than at rest. Also. muscles are also more pliant and less likely to 
tear when warm. The warm up also activates the neuromuscular pathways ( brain to body communication) making you more 
coordinated and efficient. 

Ideally the first stage of warm up should be getting the joints moving, by rolling the shoulders, bending and extending the 
knees and rotating the ankles…..How many of us actually do this??! 

Next we need to raise the body temperature and heart rate with five or so minutes of gentle aerobic activity. This could be 
walking, side stepping or gentle jogging. If it is cold outside it is best to do this before you go out. Next build up to gentle 
jogging before steadily increasing to the desired pace. Running off at break neck speed without warming up will lead to    
injury, so start steady. 

The Cool Down 

Once you’ve completed your run, slow down to a comfortable jog for a couple of minutes and then break into a walk. This 
gradual deceleration gives your body a chance to redirect blood from the working muscles, so that you don’t end up feeling 
giddy or nauseous when you stop moving. It also helps to clear waste (the by-products of metabolism) from the muscles, 
hastening their recovery and reducing the chances of feeling achy or stiff the following day. You can stop completely when 
your breathing and heart rate are well on their way back to normal — usually after 2 to 5 minutes. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Running Stretches 

Now it’s time to stretch. It’s important to do this to maintain your flexibility and suppleness, as running will make certain 
muscles shorter and tighter over time, hampering your performance and increasing the likelihood of you sustaining an injury. 
If you prefer, you can grab a quick shower first and put some comfy clothing on but don’t leave it more than about 20 
minutes, or your body temperature will have dropped too far. Hold each of the five stretches below for 20 to 30 seconds and 
aim to repeat each one twice, finishing with the lower back exercise. Breathe normally as you stretch and if you feel the 
muscle you are working ‘give’ a little, take the stretch a little further. It should be a sensation of lengthening, rather than of 
pain.  Only stretch warm muscles. 
 
 
Hamstrings (back of the thigh) 
Stand face-on to a support between knee and mid-thigh height. Extend one leg and place it on the support, with the foot 
relaxed. Your supporting leg should be perpendicular to the floor. Now hinge forward from the hips (don’t round the back), 
keeping the pelvis level and the knee of the extended leg straight. Feel the stretch along the back of the supported thigh. 
Now slightly bend the knee and repeat the stretch. Swap sides. 
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Quadriceps (front of the thigh) 
Stand tall with feet parallel and then lift your right heel, taking your right hand behind you to grab the foot. Bring the pelvis 
in to a neutral position (tuck the tailbone under) and gently press the foot into your hand, keeping the knee pointing down-
wards. It doesn’t matter if your stretching thigh is in front of the supporting one, as long as you feel a stretch. Swap sides. 
 
Hip flexors (front of the hip) 
From a lunge position, with the left foot forward, take your right knee to the floor with the lower leg extended behind it (the 
knee well behind the hip) and the toes facing down. Tighten the tummy muscles and extend forwards from the hips, until 
your left knee is at 90 degrees. You should feel a stretch along the front of the hip joint and thigh. Swap sides. 
 
Calves (back of the lower leg) 
Stand facing a support, feet a stride length apart with back leg straight and front leg bent. Press the back heel into the floor 
so that you experience a stretch in the middle of the calf muscle. Hold. Now bring the back leg in a little, bend the knee and 
flex the hips, so that the stretch moves down to the lower part of the calf and Achilles tendon. Swap sides. 
 
Hips and glutes (bum and outside of thighs) Sit against a wall with legs outstretched. Cross your right foot over your left 
thigh and put the foot flat on the floor. Now take your left arm around the right knee and gently pull it around towards the 
shoulder (rather than hugging directly to chest), sitting up tall. Swap sides. 
 
Cat stretch (to stretch out the lower back) 
Kneel on all fours with hands below shoulders and knees below hips. Take a breath and as you exhale, carefully round your 
back like an angry cat, drawing up the abdominals and allowing the head to drop. Take a breath and then as you exhale, 
pass back through the neutral position into an arch, lengthening from crown to tailbone like a cat stretching. Round and 
arch slowly three times.   
 

After a run, hold each stretch for 30 seconds; repeat once or twice on each leg.  
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RUNNING IN MY SHOES Event accounts written by our members 

The Lakeland Trails Coniston Marathon by Rowan Booth 

“On the first weekend in June Les and I set off for Coniston in the Lake District. We arrived on the Saturday afternoon and got our 
tent up as quick as we could before the rain started.  
 
It’s fair to say we didn’t get much sleep; the campsite was noisy and full of midges and it seemed to rain all night.  
 
The next morning however the rain had stopped and we were hopeful of a decent day.  
 
I was entered into the full marathon event which started first, with Les doing the half marathon which started later on. The heavens 
opened again just as we crossed the start line and didn’t really let up the whole run.  
 
We set off from the side of Coniston water through the village and up through the woods to the beautiful Tarn Hows, this was the 
turnaround point for the half which then headed back towards Coniston. The marathon route continued to take in a full circuit of 
Coniston Water.  
 

From Tarn Hows there was some fairly pleasant (although still uphill) running 
on Forest tracks in Grizedale Forest with the tracks gradually changing into 
smaller trails. The big decent I was looking forward to at 15 miles was not fun 
at all, being very rocky and difficult to maintain any speed at all.  
 
From here though I started to feel a bit better after feeling quite fatigued earli-
er in the race, I started to pass a few people and had a decent climb up to the 
rather desolate Beacon Tarn. The rain had really set in again now and the tem-
perature had definitely dropped.  
 
I was hoping from there it would be plain sailing but it was not to be, another 
tricky decent down to the last checkpoint and only 2 miles to go.  
 
The pleasant, grassy, lakeside track I had been imagining was instead another 
rocky track, strewn with tree roots which were slippery from the days rain. It 

wasn’t pleasant at all on tired legs and I saw several runners with cuts and scrapes.  
 
The final half a mile or so was on a better track with a final loop of the rather soggy field to get to the finish line and an equally soggy 
Les who had completed the half and beat me back.  
 
I would really like to return to this event in better weather as I think the scenery would be amazing without constant rain and 
cloud! “ 
 

Starting and finishing at Coniston Hall Landing Point, on the shores of Coniston Water , the Lakeland Trails Marathon takes 

in a complete circuit of Coniston Water along well marked and marshalled footpaths and bridleways. Taking in the idyllic 

beauty spot of Tarn Hows, and the elevated Beacon Tarn, the whole course gives panoramic views of Lake Coniston and the 

surrounding peaks of the Old Man, Swirl How, Wetherlam and Dow Crags. Described by Runners' World magazine as 'the 

most scenic trail Marathon in Britain' this event is quickly becoming a classic European trail marathon.  
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Marathon Madness 3 by Katy Hewis 

Loch Ness is a monster of a marathon.  Long before I had even dreamed of doing a marathon, I had seen adverts for this 

marvellous event in the pages of my much-coveted Women’s Running magazine.  There’s something about the word 

‘Baxters’ against the backdrop of some of the most beautiful scenery in the world.  Would you run a marathon for a bowl of 

soup? Like most things it remained a ‘someday…’ thought until last year when I decided enough was enough and plunged in.  

As I recall it was a fairly reasonable entrance fee if you were an early bird. Fortunately, I didn’t know at this point how the 

rest of that year would pan out else there’s a good chance I might not have done it and then who knows if it would ever 

have happened. 

So, getting to Inverness is a marathon of a journey in itself. Being 

completely alone the best option was by train.  Although not for the 

first time I envied those living in London who could fly up to Inver-

ness for £26!!! Don’t think it didn’t cross my mind to train it down to 

London and fly up.  In the event I found a bargain of a rail fare going 

up on the Friday and back on the eye-wincingly early 8am train on 

the Monday.   What a great rail journey it is too and the coastal 

views in Northumberland are amazing.  Gradually the landscape 

becomes less and less urban and more and more beautifully remote.  

Passing through Aviemore was a highlight.  And then arriving at In-

verness and the end of the line after 8 hours of travelling. That’s one 

way of resting your legs. Naturally I was starving and thank good-

ness for Wetherspoons with a distinctly Haggis-laden menu. Haggis 

pizza anyone? Inverness is a pretty little city and I felt very welcome 

there. 

The number pickup and expo is at Bught Park down by the river.  

And handily enough so is the parkrun.  Which starts at a more civi-

lised 9.30am in Scotland.  At this point I bumped into members of 

Scunthorpe and District Running Club.  Small world or what?  The 

parkrun was great, and the Expo was buzzing.  It’s a whole weekend 

of running with the marathon, a 10k, a 5k and Wee Nessie the fun 

run.  People from all over the world descend.  After all who wouldn’t want to run around Loch Ness? 

Marathon day starts nice and early with buses leaving at 7.30am from near the Event Village.  And that’s quite a sight seeing 

just about every local bus in the district lined up.  You wouldn’t want to miss the bus either.  It’s an hour journey to the start.  

The buses wend their way through little villages with tantalising glimpses of the Loch itself. Then they tip you all out into the 

middle of nowhere and all you can see is heather and mist.  Nothing but runners roaming in the gloaming.  Don’t hope there 

will be somewhere to shelter if the weather turns Scottish on you.  There is NOTHING.  Tea and coffee are on offer but good 

luck to anyone prepared to negotiate that queue.  Especially when there are constant announcements about how soon the 

baggage lorries will be leaving. And nobody really wants to relinquish their outer layers till the bitter end.  Plus, the toilet 

queue is so long that people take their lives in their hands tiptoeing through the grassy hummocks in search of shelter in the 

scrub.  But above all you are completely blown away by the sheer natural beauty of the place.  The race starts at 10am sharp 

with a pipe band and away you go trotting downhill into a scene straight out of an oil painting.  It is all on road and the road 

gently undulates through woodland and down alongside the Loch itself.  There is no-one spectating, no crowds shouting, no 

charity buses, no placards with messages, no music blaring.  Just the sound of footfall and breathing, of birdsong and waves 

lapping.  At one point a bemused dogwalker stood at the end of a public footpath with her two confused pooches and said, 

‘They don’t know what’s going on, there’s never usually anyone here!’  Aid stations are frequent, and everyone is upbeat.  

Including a one-man disco in the back of a tractor and trailer in the middle of nowhere with his grand-daughter dancing.  The 

route gradually heads towards Inverness with a couple of corking hills to whet the appetite.  Then ultimately you head along 

the riverside before crossing a bridge and down the opposite riverside towards the Event Village.  It’s a fantastic finish area.  

So much support for all the runners.  A brilliant medal and a slap-up feast of soup (naturally!), chilli con carne and a pud.  

Plus, plenty of homegrown entertainment on the central stage and an abundance of exhausted but happy finishers to dis-

cuss the epic race.  As events go it is pretty much perfect and the organisers (who are also runners) make it their mission to 

make it so.  

So, all that remained was to take a long relaxing bath, pour yourself into compression leggings, eat your own bodyweight in 

whatever takes your fancy and grab some sleep before another early morning 8 hour trip home. Bonnie Scotland you did not 

disappoint.  Loch-ing forward to the next trip and I hope it won’t be too far in the future.   
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Jenny's Journey to The Sting by Jenny Bray 

My journey to the 2019 Sting race began back in 2018 when Phil, my husband, signed up for the couch to 5k beginners ’ 

course at Caistor Running Club. I was so impressed with his commitment to do the course and finish to gain his certificate 

that I decided to give it a go in 2019. 

Back in March I joined many newcomers to start our 5K journey. I was surprised how many people had come along, a big 

range in age groups and different sporting abilities. 

I was a little apprehensive at first as I had never run before and at school (which was a long time ago!)  I didn ’t have much 
confidence when it came to sport. 

 I had been doing Zumba and Pilates so this did help with my fitness levels and working with young children also helps!  

However, with the support of Phil and the members of the CRC I soon began to enjoy my training sessions. I also soon real-
ised that I could also add to my wardrobe my purchasing new sports gear and trainers so happy with that! 

What was also very exciting was that we finished the evening run with cake, wasn’t sure how my waistline would cope but I 
felt that every step must help burn many calories, right? 

Gradually over the next few weeks of running around the field and 
then venturing out on some different runs around Caistor it was men-
tioned about doing THE STING!!!!!  

After talking to a few members, it seemed like that was the next step 
on our journey and many runners from last year had gone onto do 
this race. Well that is except Phil Bray who’s reply when I asked him 
to do the race with me was not able to be published in the magazine! 
perhaps next year Phil ?? 

He was however very encouraging and said that the next step was to 
start doing park runs on a Saturday morning and increasing my dis-
tance run. So, forgoing my lay in off we went to join the many others 
at Cleethorpes park run. 

I was shocked to see how many crazy people were willing to give up 
on their Saturday morning snooze. It was a lovely experience joining 
all the runners, walkers, dogs, prams and happy people to run around 
the lake.  

Over the next few weeks I had aches and pains in places I had not 
experienced. But talking to the more experienced runners at the club 
I was told it was all very normal. Everyone I spoke to told me about 
different stretches and the use of a roller to help ease the muscle 
pains. After resting my poor calf muscles and getting the hang of the 
roller I was soon back on track. 

Before I knew it, I had signed up for THE STING what on earth was I thinking!  I decided it was time to start increasing the 
length of my runs or I would never make it to the finishing line. 

I went on a club run to do the double finish (the last part of the race) otherwise known as the sting in the tail. By the time I 
had finished I could understand the very apt name, my legs would never forgive me! Would I even manage to walk the next 
day!   

Well somehow, I did survive and my next experience was to join a small group doing the route to practice  one even-
ing. Everyone was so encouraging helping me on my way and I was shocked at my pace and time. Yes, I can do this. 

My second time of doing the route was not so good and I couldn’t get to the finish. Oh no what had I signed up for? But 
after lots of support I was told that if I needed to walk part of the way this would be fine. 

Race Day, no turning back. I had my number and a tutu to finish my outfit, because that was bound to help. I started to get 
butterflies and my mouth was so dry. I had my bowl of porridge and a banana to help my energy levels. Let’s just hope I 
wouldn’t be seeing that porridge again during the race. 

On arriving at Caistor market place I couldn’t believe the atmosphere and the vast number of people milling around. It was 
good to see St Johns ambulance just in case, let’s hope I wouldn’t be meeting those lovely people. 

I was told I should make sure I was there to do the warm up as it would be worth it for the laugh and CRC certainly made it 
entertaining.  



17 

It was almost time for the children’s race so I went to cheer them on to try to take my mind off my race. It was incredible, 
children of all ages from the little toddlers to the very competitive older children. It was great to see many parents joining 
their children encouraging them to keep going to the finish line. That helped me seeing how much they all enjoyed them-
selves. 

It was almost time and we were asked to make our way to the starting point. As I joined CRC runners I turned to look at the 
vast number of competitors, my goodness where had they all come from? It was fantastic to see groups of runners from all 
over Lincolnshire here to join this amazing race. It just goes to show what a fantastic job all the people from the club do to 
get so many people competing. 

We were off, hundreds of feet all setting off together. I hope I don’t trip up and send other runners falling in different direc-
tions! The pack soon started to thin out as the more professional runners set off to beat last years’ time. Me? well I would be 
just happy to finish and enjoy my first ever competitive run. 

Well I did finish and it was a great experience, at times during the race I did think what the hell are you doing but I can hon-
estly say I was buzzing when I finished. I think I even managed to smile as I crossed the finishing line. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So I want to end by saying a great big thank you to all at Caistor Running Club and the marshals for all your support along the 
way to my first ever race. I am proud to say I am a member of the club.  

PS. I have now entered the Broughton Burn 10k!      
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The Gift of The Sting by Francesca Williams 

 

A gift...yeh right!  

Having been bought an entry for the ‘Caistor Sting’, as a gift (who even does that, apart from your brother) I 

realised that I was never going to get past week four of ‘couch to 5K’ without help. I turned up at the beginners 

course in March, and soon realised that the support I was missing, was there!  

Being part of the beginners group meant that I never felt over faced or pressured, and over the weeks was giv-

en loads of hints and tips from many people on all aspects of running, such as pace, breathing, distances etc. 

Even now, nearly six months later, I still learn something new from someone, each time I run with the club. I 

am so very grateful to you all for helping me to literally ‘get off that couch’, and get to 10k.  

Running the ‘Sting’ was a fantastic experience from start to finish. Having had the prep, during runs with the 

club, it meant that I had a good idea, as a novice runner, what I was in for. What I didn’t realise was just how 

much support from the club and the locals there would be on the day; the atmosphere was amazing!  

I can honestly say that I enjoyed every step of it. The ‘Sting’ might not have been the easiest 10k as my first, but 

I’m absolutely sure it was the best.  

Bring on next year!  
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My Running Journey by Clive Knights  

Christmas eve 2018 I was diagnosed with type 2 diabetes, after months of feeling unwell and not quite right this was quite a 

scare for me and my family. During the blood tests and visits back and forth from the doctors and clinics I had been told that 

increasing exercise could help reverse this so I began looking at running groups and by chance I saw a link on Facebook pro-

moting a park run at Market Rasen Racecourse.  

On 7th January 2019 I completed my first park run with a time of 48minutes. I felt exhausted afterwards and that maybe 

running wasn’t for me although I still attended the following week and the one after that until it became part of my routine 

Saturday morning. I now strive to beat my personal best of 30minutes 18 seconds.  

One Saturday morning, I saw a Caistor running club beginners program advertised at the park run and decided to give it a 

go. Before long I was running on a Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, running anywhere from 15km-25km per week in total. 

With amazing support from all of the new friends I have made at Caistor running club I have since completed three 10km 

races; Caistor Sting, Grimsby 10k and the Broughton Burn and I am also booked on to complete the ‘Maravan’ and the Brigg 

10k Poppy race. 

 In these short 9 months I have lost around 2 and a half stone in weight, gone down 2 clothes sizes and no longer have type 

2 diabetes!! I couldn’t have done it without all of the love and support from my family and friends who have cheered me on 

and pushed me to push myself.  

I would recommend taking up running to anyone, no matter of their fitness level or experience. Here is a picture of me and 

my Son Matt, after completing the Broughton Burn. I initially asked Matt to come and do the Caistor Sting with me (thinking 

he would say no, and I would have an excuse not to do it but he surprised me and said Yes!) Matt has since joined me for all 

3 10k runs providing support and encouragement. 
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Philip Goes Running by Philip Bray 

 

Philip was 58, slightly overweight and did a lot of sitting down. 

Philip was happy.  

Philip went to the doctor and the doctor checked his blood pressure. 

The Doctor was sad. 

The Doctor said Philip should get out of his chair, exercise more and eat different food. 

Now Philip was sad. 

Philips friend Nigel suggested doing the Caistor Running Club beginners’ course as it would do Philip 

good.  

Philip was worried he might die. He told Nigel but Nigel didn’t care.  

Philip was still worried he might die. He told his wife but she didn’t care either. 

After she checked the insurance policies Philips wife told him he should do it.  

In March 2018 Philip turned up on a freezing cold night at Caistor Sports Club. Philip was a bit grumpy.  

Philip ran around the field a bit and got very tired. Philip thought everyone was mental. 

The people from the club were very encouraging and chatted to Philip as he ran around.  

Philip was so knackered he couldn’t speak.  

Philip didn’t like running.  

Philips attitude to dying changed as he got to the point where it would be a welcome release and he 

fantasised about how comfortable it would be laying in the back of an ambulance and drifting into  

oblivion.  

At the end of the night everyone did stretches. Philip cant stand on one leg with out falling over.  

Philip went home and sat down.  

As the course continued Philip still struggled and was usually at the back but he carried on going. Now 

he didn’t think he would die but was fairly sure he would be sick. He still couldn’t run and speak at the 

same time but he had never been good with multi-tasking.  

Philip started having salad for lunch. He was grumpy again. 

As the course carried on Philip noticed that he was losing a bit of weight and that recovery didn ’t take 

so long. Philip was a bit less grumpy.  He could also have a conversation whilst running and stopped 

wishing that people would not be so happy and leave him alone.  

Philip finished the course and carried on running 2 or 3 times a week. He feels better physically and 

mentally and is slightly less grumpy so he recognises the benefits. 

Philip doesn’t think he will ever actually enjoy running! 
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My “Lakesman Journey” by Tina Thomas 

 Have you ever said “I’ll never doing that !!” Well that’s what I said last year watching Lanzarote Ironman. No way on 

this earth would I want to do a full triathlon.  If your not sure what that involves then I’ll tell you: it’s a 2.4 mile swim         

followed by 112 mile bike ride and then a full marathon. You have 18 hours to do it , fine you might think. But then they   

impose cut offs for each discipline . Last year I did a half distance to mark a big birthday because it was on the day of my ac-

tual birthday.  It was hard training for it but I managed it quite well on the day….. but I was never doing another one ! Then 

some how after a lot of talk at Grimsby Tri Club I ended up entering the Lakesman Full. (It's just the same in the running 

club ,”ooh let’s all do the Dukeries” , too easy to say yes). 

 I knew then that the thing that would really make the difference for me was the bike , so went out with faster people 

when I could and Frankie when he wasn’t marathon training ( Even  though he promised he’d do all the training with me )I 

ran with Katy on a lot of the long runs as she was training for Liverpool by then and I kept stepping up the miles every other 

week.  It seemed to work for me. I had to do each discipline 3 times a week so it meant doing 2 or all 3 in one day plus build-

ing up distance on them all.  People were noticing on Strava that I was doing quite a lot and started asking what I was train-

ing for ??  I was a bit afraid of telling them as I wasn’t at all sure I could do it.  What the hell was I thinking signing up for 

something like this and why!! ? 

  But I couldn’t give up now I’d told everyone . I did a few Sportives  to get me to the distance. I had some very hard 

days on these. I was constantly worried about making the cut offs , and totally daunted by the thought 

of it. I didn’t know if I had done enough, I hadn’t worked to a plan, just got to near distance on all 3 .  

 Race day dawned and 5.50 am I got into Derwent Water at Keswick to get acclimatised. It was 

cold !!! At  6 am it began. The swim took forever it seemed and indeed it did take longer than            

expected. Helped out by lovely marshals , a ‘sort of’ run to transition to get some bike gear on with 

numb fingers and I was on the bike.  Considering it’s held in The Lake District, it   wasn’t particularly 

hilly thank goodness. I knew I was going to make the cut off on the bike by about 90 miles, which was a 

big relief. Back in  transition;  off with bike stuff and on with the trainers.  

The run was 5 laps with 3 feed stations. I ran all the first lap feeling   really good. There was a lot of sup-

port as you ran round to start another lap and collect your band. I felt 

good on lap 2 and also ran it all. I collected band 3 , this is where things didn’t feel so good. 

The weather had become hotter and my stomach felt ‘off’, probably the gels, although I had 

had proper food too, but there’s only so much you can carry on a bike! I started to walk/run 

with another chap who had used this method from the start and said he would hate to have 

to RUN a marathon. I struggled through and picked up band 4 ,still not feeling great but keep 

the walk/run thing going.  Frankie told me I was easily going to make the cut off and handed 

me a hot cross bun with cheese which I had prepared earlier. By this  time it had been raining 

for a while and I started to feel a bit better. The marshals were so good at this event ,they’re 

out there for hours.  

 As you can imagine, I wasn’t one of the 

early ones !  Running round to get band 5 and on the last lap Frankie came with 

me. I managed to run more of this one than the last two . I noticed though he 

stayed at the feed station talking to the  ladies there, while I had again to run up 

what’s called the “Highway to Hell”  before joining me on the way down!!  Then 

back through the town , past  a line of supporters to the finish at last . My family 

were there to meet me and a lot of Grimsby Tri Club who had  stayed on in the 

pouring rain. It was such a great feeling to have done such an event and it will 

live with me for ever , I’m still amazed I did it ! I feel that going swimming and 

biking as well as running   really helps me to keep injury free and has got to help 

with over all fitness . 

 You have no idea what you are capable off till you have a go. I know I   

didn’t ! Our bodies are amazing ! The support I got from CRC and others  before 

the event, during and after was totally overwhelming and I loved it, even if it 

made me cry a few times . (I hope this hasn’t bored you too much , Emma asked 

me to write it so it’s her fault :)) 

 Tina “The Machina” Thomas 
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West Highland Wells by Giacomo O. Squintani 

When David M. suggested I write about Mike’s West Highland Way Race experience, two 
thoughts sprang to mind: 
“Awesome!” 
“How am I going to do it justice? Where will I find the time? Because you have to do The West 
Highland Way Race justice… the last time I sat down to recount one I ended up writing a book…” 
 
Seeking to balance those considerations… 
…if you’re looking for a mile-by-mile (and there were 95 of them) account of Mike’s race, you 
won’t find it here. Your best bets are Strava, Facebook and… well, Mike himself. Just ask him: I’m 
sure he can remember each and every one of them. The scenery, the light, the terrain, the ascent 
profile … between 01:00 on Saturday, June 22 and 07:07 on Sunday, June 23, he went through just 
about every possible combination…  
 

No: in the limited time and space available (a stark contrast from Scotland’s vast expanses and the hours required to cover 
them), I want to try and capture my perception of the feelings Mike experienced during a race that meant so much to him 
long before he lined up for it. Before, during and after. Which is hardly a cop-out: even with my memory, sticking to cold 
facts would be easier. But… that’s not what this race was about. Certainly not for Mike. 
 
Mike and I first spoke about the West Highland Way race over five years ago, after he’d talked me into running the 2014 
Highland Fling with him. The Highland Fling covers the first 52 miles of the West Highland Way; the Devil O’The Highlands 
Footrace covers the last 43 miles of the West Highland Way; and the West Highland Way Race… 
…well, that’s the full monty. 
 
I was fortunate enough to be selected by the Random Number Generator for the 2015 event. I was even more fortunate to 
have Mike, Sarah and his parents crew for me. As I reached Fort William Leisure Centre in a rare hour of mid-summer 
Scottish darkness four years ago, I was already looking forward to repaying the favour when the time came.  
 
Alas, I had to wait a little longer than Mike would have liked, as the RNG took a few years to smile upon him. His charm irre-
sistible to humans, computer kept saying no. Then finally, last December, it recognised Mike’s love for the route and for the 
event, and offered Mike a place. Which he accepted faster than any one of us could down a gel. 
 
You will all have seen the training that followed through the winter and spring. Mike must have found every last hill in the 
area, as he recreated as best he could the WHW’s unforgiving 14,760 feet of elevation. Or, to be more accurate, 
‘hellevation’. Why else would it feature a Devil’s Staircase?  
 
Mike and Sarah reached Milngavie, just north of Glasgow, on Friday, June 21 in relaxed mode, taking in the town sights. I 
joined them for dinner alongside David, Dame Kath and John, as excitement started to take the upper hand. And excitement 
always brings with it an element of fear, as it should: if something doesn’t scare you at least a little bit, it doesn’t matter. 
This had been a long time coming. This mattered. Even without any firm time goals, and with the weather not intent on mak-
ing things any harder for the runners than ninety-five miles of trail already would, anyone with a race number who didn’t 
feel excited was simply not human.  
 
The downside to excitement is that it’s not great for sleep. By the time Mike had registered and we’d got back to our Prem-
ier Inn, he’d run out of time to wind down before having to get ready for race o’clock. Which, at 01:00am, is certainly unusu-
al, reflecting the early dawns Scotland offers on the third Saturday of June. As ‘Flower Of Scotland’ rang out into the 
Milngavie night, 237 intrepid runners set off for Fort William, Rob Payne’s beaming smile an additional headtorch near the 
front of the pack as Mike, sporting his tartan tutu, comfortably settled into the middle.  
What followed was new territory for me. Fortunately, Sarah is as experienced a crew member as you’ll come across. So I just 
stuck to doing as I was told as we moved from checkpoint to checkpoint, finding cafés open at 3am along the way and 
snoozing by the side of Loch Lomond, on the edge of the route’s most challenging section… 
 
Dot-watching wasn’t an option, so we could only rely on what we saw at the Check Points at which crews were allowed and 
on splits at the others to gage how Mike was feeling. The high spirits in which he set off stuck with him for the first part of 
the race. When we saw him along the route behind Crianlarich, however, it became apparent that not all was well. We head-
ed back to the cars, and I got changed, knowing that when we next saw Mike in Auchtertyre I’d most likely be joining him. 
 
Fifty miles into the route, Auchtertyre is the point after which crew members are allowed to accompany runners who are 
not threatening the leaders. Mike fulfilled that criteria, and together we set off towards Fort William, forty-five and a half 
miles away. 
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But this was a different run to the many I’ve shared with Mike. For starters, there was very little running. Mike’s body didn’t 
want to, especially in awkward places; Mike’s head knew it didn’t need to, and that sustaining a decent walking pace would 
still see us reach the feet of Ben Nevis with hours to spare. As for Mike’s heart, it remained delighted to be out on his be-
loved West Highland Way, and to carry on regardless. 
 
Body and head were in agreement about one thing: they longed for sleep. The 1am start after a sleepless day was taking its 
toll. So, upon reaching Bridge of Orchy, Mike curled in his car and took a short nap – and returned to the route re-energised 
for it. 

 
A powernap can help with energy levels, but it can’t perform miracles. Much as he would have 
loved to leave behind the pains, he had to carry them with him towards Glencoe. By the time we 
reached the Ski Centre, we’d been together for a little over seven hours. Once again reinvigorat-
ed by seeing and talking to his extended crew, with Sarah and his parents joined by Kath and 
John, we set off towards Kinlochleven, carrying physical and mental niggles up the Devil’s Stair-
case and then down a route that felt significantly longer than either of us remembered. We 
reached the Community Centre in darkness, which made it even easier for Mike to grab another 
forty winks. That gave me time to sup three coffees, each with three spoonfuls of granules… 
 
…with Mike once again awake, and me for once bouncier than him as the caffeine danced 
around in my head, we prepared to set off for the final leg of the route. We knew we had fifteen 
miles to go. We had no idea how long they would take us. All we knew was that we were going 

to get there. Because not once, whether climbing or descending, in darkness or light, awake or asleep, did the thought of not 
finishing enter Mike’s mind, kept at bay by his love for running and for the route. Accustomed as he is to smile and twirl his 
way through races, along the West Highland Way he had to dig deeper than ever, and tough it out even when smiles were at 
a premium. Just before setting off, I posted on Facebook something I’d composed in between my nine spoonfulls of coffee: 
 
It is not when fortune is on your side that you truly appreciate what you’re capable of. 
It is when you’re fighting adversity and displaying steadfast resolve. That’s when the true measure of a man comes to the 
fore. 
That’s the story Mike Wells has been writing for most of the past twenty-four hours. Like his headtorch and my watch, he’s 
currently recharging. We’ll then hit the road for the last fifteen miles. 
Immensely proud of my brother. We’ll get the job done. That’s never been in question. Nor have his fighting spirit, his deter-
mination and his dedication to earning that goblet. 
Some days we’re dancers. Some days we’re fighters. And every day we’re runners. 
Time to go, my brother. Time to get the job done. 
 
The sun rising as we approached Lundavra, surely one of the most isolated CP on this island, we kept our brains busy by cal-
culating likely finish time at various paces. By this point we were targeting 20’/mi, and doing a pretty good job of hitting to it. 
Equally, this was done with no great deal of pressure, rather an acceptance that this hadn’t been the race either of us want-
ed and a steadfast determination to enjoy every step, every sight, every sound and every minute. Which was just as well, 
since there were still set to be plenty of them… 

 
Having put the world to rights several times over, we headed down the fire road into Fort 
William ensuring we clocked our “continuous running mile” for runstreaking purposes 
(our only continuous mile in twenty hours of running together), reaching the town 
around 7 o’clock on Sunday, June 23. For the first time since Kinlochleven, over six and a 
half hours prior, Mike was reunited with Sarah, Madeleine and Steve, as they burst into 
hugs of love and relief. I stood aside and left them to walk the final few metres to the 
finish. An emotional 30:07’ had come to an end, but the emotions kept on running, tears 
of joy and pain merging into one steady stream.  
 
 

Having been congratulated by Ian Beattie, the RD, Mike went to freshen up ahead of being presented with his goblet. A wait 
that’s well worthwhile: the prize-giving ceremony in Fort William is something special, bringing to the fore all that is best 
about the human spirit, not least with the tradition of the winner presenting the crystal goblet to the last finisher. But for 
one pesky Rowan Boswood, that tradition would have been carried out by Caistor’s other runner in the race, Rob Payne, who 
had clocked a breathtaking 16:09’. 154 runners had reached Fort William in between Rob and Mike, with a further 39 follow-
ing. 196 finishers, 196 sets of tales to tell of hours spent on one of Britain’s finest trails. 
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Mike’s tale is not the one he was hoping to tell. Especially considering how much he loves the setting. But it is one that he will  
tell with his customary joy, the run saying more about him than he could ever say about the run. And, unless he’s changed his 
mind, he’ll tell you he’s no compulsion to return to the West Highland Way Race. He doesn’t feel he has any score he needs 
to settle. And I absolutely understand that. Because, even when you head back from Fort William with your goblet thinking 
you got the best time you could, you also carry memories of amazing sights and friends indelibly etched in your heart. And, 
when you have those, a few extra hours here or there count for nothing. 
 
Thanks for letting me share your West Highland Way Race, Mike – with my feet in June, with my fingers now. Well done on 
battling your pains to reach the Nevis Centre. I never doubted you would. 
 
 



26 

From Beginners to Grimsby 10K by Helen Smith 

Feeling so nervous I turned up at Caistor Sports and Social Club on a dark cold night in March thinking 
what am I doing here.  I can’t and never have been able to run!  I started by running around the field 
and desperately waiting for the sound of the whistle to go so I could walk and catch my breath.   
 
I went with my friend and used to keep a copy of the beginners planner in my car and we would look 
at the planner every Tuesday and say “can’t believe that we’ve got to run for 3 minutes tonight, we’re 
never going to make it”, but we did every week.  Even when it went up to 15 minutes we would say 

“we won’t make this tonight”.  I pushed myself to keep going and the feeling I got after running was great.  When we were 
more experienced, we started to run on various routes around Caistor which were challenging and I really started to enjoy 
my running. 
 
It was a very proud moment for me when I was handed my certificate at the presentation night because I could see how far I 
had come.  There had been many times when I could have given up, but I kept going throughout the course and I now had a 
certificate to prove that I was now a runner. 
 
I met some amazing people during the beginner’s course and they were all so supportive which just carried me through 
some of the earlier runs especially when the runs were tough. 
 
I was then introduced to parkrun, something which I had never even heard of and my Saturday morning lay-ins are now non
-existent.  Instead of my extra time in bed I find myself trying to improve my PB completing a parkrun!!! 
 
 When I started the beginners course my only goal was to run 5K and which was a such a milestone for me but then I decid-
ed to enter the Grimsby 10K.  I thought I would never be able to do this, but I trained hard and got myself ready for this 
event.   
 
After a very sleepless night I turned up for the team photo, yet again feeling so nervous and out of my depth, but I made my 
way to the start and started to run.  The atmosphere was amazing and throughout the whole of the race there was support 
from the public, bands, and people acknowledging me in my Caistor Running top, it felt as though everyone was willing you 
on.  I felt quite emotional at times especially when I passed the ‘Keep going Mum!’ sign at the bottom of peaks parkway as 
my family had been so supportive throughout my running and were waiting for me at the finish.  I was hoping to complete it 
in an hour and 30 minutes, but I completed it in one 1 hour 19 minutes.  I found the last 1K tough but carried on and dug 
deep.  I could hear everyone willing me on.  It was lovely to see so many CRC friendly faces at the finish and I received so 
much praise and hugs it was so overwhelming.  My first running medal is hung up with a huge sense of pride. 
 
I have gone from not being able to run to now running a 10K, regular club runs, weekly parkruns and have now entered the 
Doncaster 10K. 
 
Since joining CRC I have met so many lovely people who have all supported me on my 
running journey.  Running is now a big part of my life and has changed me as a      
person.  I am now a more positive and patient person.  I am even taking my running 
gear with me when I go on holiday to Cornwall. 
 
My next challenge??? To run a half marathon but not until next year!!!! 
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Running Tales of the Unexpected........by Simon Elliott 

Simon is a good friend of ours and has been friends with Nig for many years. He  started running  recently and  is enjoying his local 

parkrun. Last weekend, he sent this to Nig. It made me laugh out loud!  I asked if he’d mind if I put it into the magazine……….. 

 

 I was doing my usual pre-parkrun warm up (basically wandering round doing the occasional flappy bum kick when I was ap-

proached by a young lady in a lycra one piece with the physique of a young gazelle. 

 

"Is this the parkrun?" 

 

(I was stood next to the parkrun banner) 

 

Yup. 

 

We chatted for a bit and she asked my what sort of time I was hoping for. 

 

Oh, I'd be happy to knock 10 seconds off my pb so around 33 minutes 40 seconds. 

 

"Tell you what" she said, I've never done parkrun before so if you like I can pace you and you can keep me right on the proce-

dure and so on. 

 

She fiddled with her watch for a bit then we were off. 

 

I was running as fast as I have ever run before and the pain started to set in after the first half mile  

 

I'm stubborn so I hung grimly on. She seemed to float over the ground with no effort at all. I didn't dare break my rhythm to 

even glance at my watch. It was horrible. The climb up the last 600m of the course nearly ended me. I crossed the line unable 

to see for the sweat dripping into my eyes. I actually received applause from people..... 

 

My young gazelle friend didn't even bother to take a token. 

 

"How did we do" I gasped as my vision was still blurred by stinging sweat and no specs. 

 

 

"Dunno, my watch died about 30 seconds in. I was just guessing the pace" 
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CRC Cracks Thunder– Thunder Run Report 2019 by Rob Crump 

The Conti Thunder Run, or TR24 as it is also known, is a 24 hour endurance event in the 
grounds of Catton Hall on the border of Derbyshire and Staffordshire. The format is sim-
ple, the course is a 10km off road cross country style lap including 140m (460ft) of ascent, 
the gun goes at midday on Saturday and you have 24 hours to complete as many laps as 
you can. You can enter as a team of 8 (mixed), teams of 5 (mixed, male or female), pairs 
(mixed, male or female) or if you are bonkers, you can enter solo!! In a relay team it is 
entirely up to you how you approach the race; tactics and planning are all part of the 
challenge. Some teams opting to follow a rota of one lap each repeating until the time 
ran out or runners decided they could do no more laps; other teams choosing to do back 
to back laps especially through the night, to give people more time to rest and sleep. The 
key seems to be structuring the relay to get the most from every team member but re-
maining flexible, especially as the race goes on. 

 
Two years ago I was part of an 8 person team that took part in the Thunder Run 24hr event held at Catton Park, Derbyshire. 

Even though it rained from the minute the event started to basically the minute the last runner crossed the line the event 

had me hooked. But next time I wanted to go back and run it as a soloist. In 2018 I was not lucky enough to get on the entry 

list but whilst away in Valencia running the Half Marathon with Nadine in October 2018 I realised that the event had 

opened for entries for the 2019 Thunder Run event, so what else could I do but go onto the hotel wifi and enter the event 

as a male soloist entrant….happy days. 

Fast forward now to January 2019 and I had several events booked and was focusing on a new marathon PB at Liverpool in 

May and continue training through to the Thunder Run in July, however in just week two of my training plan I pushed a little 

too much and tore my left calf muscle. 6 weeks of no running at all nearly killed me, and when I did start to run again I had 

just over 16 weeks to get into Ultra Run shape for Thunder Run with several events booked along the way including Liver-

pool Marathon, Dukeries 30, Punk Panther Ultra. 

Friday July 19th finally arrived and I travelled across to Derbyshire with my mattress in the back of a van, bags of food & 

drink in preparation for a noon start on the Saturday. 

The race strategy was to walk the hills on the tough undulating mixed terrain course from the start and run when I could at 

a nice steady pace with a stop after every lap for a drink and bite to eat. The goal was 10 laps, but ideally closer to 16 if pos-

sible.  

Lap one was a steady affair with hundreds of participants from the team, mixed and solo event all trying to climb the single 

track up the first hill. I ran the whole of the first lap with fellow CRC Phil Vines and went around the 10k course in ~72 

minutes….perfect. A quick drink and off I go for lap 2, the temperature was starting to climb now and by the end of the lap 

the top had come off and the guns were out. Another drink and bit of food and off I went for lap 3. Well 5 minutes in and 

the heavens opened and for the next hour we had biblical rain that turned all the grass and mud paths into death traps so 

more walking was needed. I ended lap 3 changed my soaked clothes and set off on lap 4 wearing a run rain jacket. However 

10 minutes into this lap the clouds cleared, the rain stopped and the sun once again came out so by the end of lap 4 the 

coat was ditched and back out for lap 5. 

At the end of lap 5 (~30miles) I was suddenly greeted by the lovely face of Mrs C who had decided to despite hating driving 

to make the 110 mile journey to surprise me and come support. Apparently as she filmed my expression I did not look too 

excited to see her (oops), but I can remember coming over very emotional and had to fight back a few tears when I saw her 

face. 

Anyway laps 6, 7, 8 & 9 all went by with no real issues, however the wet mud was now getting very sticky and the cambered 

course was taking it out of the legs now. But after 9 laps I was now running into unchartered territory at 54miles so any-

thing could happen. All I knew was I had one more lap to go until I had reached my goal and covered 63 miles and I still had 

13 hours left to do it, but I was running into the night now so do I stop have a nap or proceed. Seems as though my mattress 

was now occupied by Mrs C I had no choice really as it’s a brave man to wake a sleeping Mrs C ! 

Lap 10 went by in the blink of an eye and any running from now on was exceeding my original goal so off I went out onto 

lap 11. The legs started to get really heavy now and the constant slipping and twisting was generating a pain behind my 

right knee so most of lap 11 was walked and the 10km lap took almost 2 hours to complete. I decided that rather than wake 
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Mrs C by opening the van door I would carry on straight through the finish arch and out onto lap 12. This very quickly be-

came evident that it was not a good decision. Less than a mile in I nearly stopped and went back to the van, but I dug in de-

cided I would walk this lap and when I got back to the van I would stop. 

I arrived back at the van around 5am and had been going now for 17 hours, and it was time for an extended break so I went 

and had a shower and climbed in bed with the thought that after a few hours sleep I would maybe get a couple of more laps 

in before the noon finish. 

After 2 hours sleep I went to get up and out the van, but could hardly put one foot in front of the other, so that was it, my 

event was over with the achievement of : 

75miles (120km), lots of food consumed, lots of drink consumed, two falls, a whole raft of new blisters and what appeared 

to be wooden legs with no knee joints, but with a massive sense of achievement in what I had done and finished in a re-

spectible18 place. 

Upon reflection the strategy was maybe wrong and I did not take enough breaks after each lap, but the weather on lap 3 just 

changed the whole event so I think 75 miles in 17 hours of running was about as good as I could have hoped for in those 

conditions.  

Would I do it again….hell yes, but not next year, well not that event anyway. 
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Hadrian 100 by Kathleen Young 

 

 

 
 
 
Why do 100 miles? ………. err, Why not? 
  
I now know what it is like to be put into a washing machine for the full cycle! Pre-wash, wash, spin, and then finally wrung 
out to dry!   
Just remember, running is 90% in your head, 10% the body. 
Once again, having been ‘set up’/inspired by some of our wonderful runners (Mike Wells – you can do it Kath), Sarah Wells – 
an ultra is only a series of picnics! etc.) and having VW’d at 74 miles of the previous LDWA100 I thought I’d have another 
go.  So, having completed the Woldsman50 I managed to qualify for this year’s flagship LDWA event. 
 
 LDWA HADRIAN HVNDRED - 25th - 27th May 2019      
It was described as: 
Starting in Northumberland the route visits Cumbria and Durham before returning to Northumberland for the later stages.  
Highlights include sections on Hadrian’s Wall, the South Tyne Trail, the Pennine Way (with Cross Fell and High Cup Nick), the 
Weardale Way and Isaac’s Tea Trail. 
  
It sounded wonderful.  So, armed with 16 pages of instructions, map, compass, and whistle (just in case I got lost!) I set off 
with 400+ others on a weekend adventure. 
  
The weather for the start was perfect, clear and cool with a bit of sun – out through the park and streets and on to CP1 at 
Newborough and then on to Sewing Shields with a ‘climb on moorland to reach the Hadrians Wall Path at Brocolitia.  I really 
enjoyed chatting with folk along the way and even the ‘climb’ seemed fine at the time and the scenery was just fabulous.  By 
now the wind was getting up making the air quite dusty – no wonder my inhaler wasn’t working!!  
Cumulative Distance – 18.5 km, 11.5 miles            Cumulative Ascent – 415 m, 1360 ft.     
  
Then dropping down into Haltwhistle with some fairly steep rocky descents, and on to CPs at Knarsdale and Garrigill.   It had 
been a lovely day so far, except the wind was by now raging, the rain was blinding, the visibility was just metres and it was 
dark so I’d had to walk for a bit but I was still enjoying meself!   
Cumulative Distance – 63.1 km, 39.4 miles            Cumulative Ascent – 1470 m, 4820 ft. 
  
At Garrigill the instructions were that if you didn’t think you would make Gregs Hut, the next CP, then to withdraw because 
evacuations from Gregs Hut would be for emergencies only, but I had read that ages ago and had forgotten all about 
that!  (Gregs Hut is a small dilapidated bothy on the edge of the moor) It was simply a 6 mile slog up that ‘hill’ in the dark, not 
being able to see more than a few feet in front and I very nearly went ‘off piste’ several times because the rough stony track 
seemed to have so many tracks going off.  So, when one large person passed me who had a large light on his back I asked if 
he would stay in sight so that I could follow and not get lost – emergency tactics!   The Mountain Rescue team had also 
passed me by on their way up to the hut so that they could park the van with their blue flashing lights visible to folk on way 
up to the hut.  
It had been a really tough slog up to Gregs Hut but when I got in, the marshal was in bare feet, the wooden floor was wet and 
muddy and we were all told that no-one was to leave the hut alone and that the marshals were grouping us for safety to 
make sure we all got across Cross Fell.  I already had my waterproof jacket on (with taped seams!) but we were also told to 
get full wet gear on so I put my leggings on – never thought I would even need these but I certainly did then.  So, after a few 
minutes and safety briefing (stay together, help each other, don’t bother with the self-clip we don’t want anyone queuing up 
and getting cold for a self-clip and all get off the fell safely, leave no-one behind) our group set off in the dark to work our 
way across the fell, in a howling gale(40mile/hour gusts).   
Gregs Hut -   Cumulative Distance – 73.2 km, 45.7 miles   Cumulative Ascent – 1900 m, 6220 ft. 
At 893m/2930 ft. Cross Fell is the highest point on the walk and probably the highest point reached in any LDWA 100 Event! It 
is also the highest point on the Pennine Way and subject occasionally to the local Helm Wind, the only ‘named’ wind in Britain 
(fortunately rare!).  
  
I was almost blown over many times and fell in a few bogs and had to be rescued – so many wonderful people making that 
treacherous crossing but all supporting and helping each other – it very much reminded me of CRC!  I often hear voices in my 
head when I’m out running – those encouraging comments and cheery voices we hear on each club run are a great support 
and distraction when things are a bit tough out on your own.  Part of the 90% in my head!   

Every year in May, the LDWA holds its “100” event….yes, that’s one hundred miles, to 

be undertaken in forty eight hours. It’s location changes every year, but the challenge 

remains the same……. 
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At some point along Cross Fell I was badly flagging but was swept up by 2 wonderful folk, David Whotton and Nancy, who just 
about frog-marched me to the slippery flagstones which looked a bit like puddles, towards the end of the fell, and chatted and 
kept me going.  Those two were simply amazing and whilst I wasn’t really ‘on the ball’ at that point I managed to track them 
down after the event to say thank you to them properly.  You meet some absolutely wonderful folk when you get out walking 
or running – folk you don’t know but who readily help a fellow walker or runner, even when the going is tough for them too.   I 
later learned that a couple of folk had to be airlifted off the fell with hypothermia, and a few who had gotten up to Gregs Hut 
who then decided to withdraw, and then had to make the difficult journey back down to Garrigill as they were not 
‘emergencies’.  I wouldn’t have fancied that journey back down from the hut in those weather conditions although I didn't 
know what was coming on Cross Fell at that point!! 

 Down from the fell and a steady walk/jog 
along to Dufton, the ‘half-way’ CP and 
breakfast stop.   
Cumulative Distance – 89.2 km, 55.7 miles 
           
 Cumulative Ascent – 2280 m, 7470 ft. 
  
By this time I was tired and wondering 
whether I could manage another night out 
in such awful weather.  I was cold, wet and 
the mind was uncertain, but unlike the 
previous LDWA100 which I had to with-
draw from, I had decided that I would get a 
warm shower, have breakfast and then 
think about it.  The shower and fresh 
clothes warmed me up.  The breakfast 
went down well and I felt much better but 
tired and the mind still uncertain so I told 
John I was going for a little nap in the car – 

he said I was gone for about an hour.  In that time, I napped, woke and had several conversations with meself 
I don’t think I can do this …………….. what????????  What are you saying!!! 
I’m not sure I can make another night out in that lot ……… what????? You’ve got through last night it can’t be any worse!! 
I’m not sure I’ve got this ………….. what????? How can you say that when our beginners must have felt that every week and 
they still turned out and did it!!! 
I VW’d before on the last 100 ……………. What????? You didn’t get the hydration/nutrition/weather right that time so you know 
why you VW’d!!!!! 
I just want to finish, now …………. what?????  So, do all of your running buddies when they have tough events and they get on 
with it!!!! 
Stiff talking to self – you have got this far, you are still alive, you can do this, shut up and get your **** into gear!!!! 
As John came to the car, I said I was going for a wee to see if my legs still had any climb in them (the ladies was upstairs).  I got 
up and down the stairs and as I got outside, I saw a chap just getting his bag ready to go so I asked if I could go with him along 
for a bit and he said I could.  I went back to the car to get my rucksack, saw John and said, ‘I’m off’, quick kiss and off with Les 
for the next CP. 
 Les was a marvellous companion and we chatted and kept going uphill and down dale through more CPs where I ate and 
drank whatever was going whilst Les declined most times.  On to High Cup Nick, a remarkable geographical feature which we 
completely missed because there was just no visibility – just a few feet in front of us again.  We had to watch our step there as 
it’s a deep cleft in the landscape! 

On to Watersmeeting, then Cowshill, and then to Allenheads and 
then Allendale Town, a slow but steady trek from ‘picnic’ to 
‘picnic’ as Sarah puts it, but just before Allendale Town my com-
panion keeled over and appeared to be in a lot of pain and unwell. 
He had not eaten or taken any fluids at all from when I had joined 
up with him and I knew his wife was waiting for him at the next 
CP.  I asked if I could call John to take him to the CP but he de-
clined and when we felt well enough, we continued on to the CP 
where his wife was so relieved to see him.  Thankfully he did eat 
something and got some fluids before he felt well enough for us to 
carry on – and we did.  Across another moorland where the 
sweepers caught up with us, and on to the final check-point at 
Greenridge Farm 
    Cumulative Distance – 154.4 Km, 96.5 miles  
    Cumulative Ascent – 4120 m, 13510 ft. 
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The end was in sight!!!!!!   The sweepers were excellent, chatting and keeping us going – they offered us anything and eve-
rything to help, amazing chaps.  Even though I was slow and finding the terrain difficult they encouraged me to finish.  My 
family came to meet me on the way in – I was shocked and so glad to see them but also worried about their journey when 
the weather had been so bad.  Les had stuck with me so far so I told him to get going and get his time as we had helped 
each other and he had been an amazing companion but he needed to finish.  I picked up a large stick to help me balance as 
by this time I was easily falling to the side with the rough ground and, once we got into the town, I think they were afraid I 
would fall into the road!!  On this last stretch from the last CP I had developed the ‘walkers lean’ which is a strange phenom-
enon indeed.  I had to concentrate on staying upright, and then by magic found myself leaning over again!  How odd!!!  Ap-
parently, it’s something to do with muscle spasm which some folk experience, which then corrects itself.   
The sweeps offered on a few occasions to carry my rucksack for me but I said ‘no!  I want to finish the same as everyone 
else!’ so I made my way with minutes to spare, up the incline of the car park and steps into the hall to finish (how do events 
always see to find a ‘hill’ to finish you off with??  
The reception was wonderful, so many came to greet me and congratulate me – walkers, organisers and marshals and my 
family.  I was relieved but exhausted – emotional but too exhausted to cry so my granddaughter cried for me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It’s not always obvious to see the hours of work that have been put into events but it takes an army with grit in their teeth 
to put on this sort of event.  Just to add my thanks to those already posted - last lady in but just as grateful for all that organ-
ised and looked after us so well, in spite of the weather!! I was wiped out on the NYMoors100 two years ago - heat stroke 
would you believe!!! But to get through the weather booked for the Hadrian100 well there has to be some irony in that!! 
The organisation was brilliant. The CP/marshals and volunteers were simply amazing – and absolutely made the difference 
for many of us finishing!!  Along that journey were many examples of folk helping each other - including many who helped 
me, what a lovely band of people they were!!! After that lot you start to get an idea of what you are made of.  
And then to return to my home ground, so many good wishes it’s really such a privilege to know and run with such lovely 
and in my opinion, very good runners it truly is amazing.  This is one event I had not expected to be as tough as it was.  I 
usually like my runs/races, but usually ‘after’ the event!  Definitely in this case!!  You look back to all the encouragement and 
support along your running journey, family, friends, CRC and other running friends, and then to all the team, marshals, vol-
unteers, walkers and runners that have gotten you to the end of this event, and thanks really isn’t enough!! 
 

         The Numbers 

478 intrepid souls started, 293 finished with 185 falling by the wayside.  

First one back was Kevin Hoult in 22hrs and 40 mins.  

The Lanterne Rouge was Kathleen Young in 47 hours and 49 minutes.  

 

  

Kevin Hoult...... first man in, the man the machine. Fabulous achievement 20 hrs 
40 minutes on a very tough route, and in them conditions........ wow! 
Last one in – me!  47hrs, 49 min.  I’ve never been called a ‘lanterne rouge’ be-
fore!! 
 
 Just remember, running is 90% in your head, 10% the body!!! 
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Hell on The Humber ………. 

As an introduction to the next article, here is some information to fill you in on this crazy event! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hell On The Humber is an endurance event series like no other, and each year on the third weekend in August, otherwise known as 

HOTH weekend (to the initiated), hundreds of runners and walkers from across the country descend on the world fa-

mous Humber Bridge, to test themselves in running, walking, shuffling, and  crawling over it…. 

Here is what the event organisers say about this local Ultamarathon.. 

Hell On The Humber (otherwise known as HOTH to the initiated) is an endurance event series like no other, and each year the events 
welcome many competitors from across the country.  Veterans and novices stand side by side on the start line ready to take on the 
tough and demanding (and unexpectedly undulating) route, which laps the World famous Humber Bridge, for 6, 9, 12, 24, or 36 
hours, and prepare themselves to complete as many 4 mile laps as possible in that time. 

You don’t have to be an Ultra runner to take part in the HOTH Event Series, though many experienced long distance runners from 
across the country return to the event year after year and rack up some impressive distances. You don’t even have to be a runner to 
take part, walkers are always welcome.  All we ask is that you complete the minimum number of laps (one 4 mile lap every 3 hours, 
or one lap in every two hours at the HOTH Reloaded and HoHoHOTH Events).  How hard could it be???  We also ask that you’re 18 or 
over for the 12 or 24 hour races, or 16 and over for the 6 hour races (under 18’s require parental consent), and that you have the 
right attitude for the event, that being one of enjoyment, personal challenge, inclusion, and support. Egos aren’t welcome. 

Every finisher receives the coveted finisher’s shirt, and has their mileage added to the HOTH Leaderboard.  There’s also a very bling 
finisher’s medal! 

If the full thing is a litle much for you, or you prefer shorter and faster distances, we offer a Team Relay option which will allow you 
and two ‘friends’ to take it in turns knocking off the laps for 12, 24, or 36 hours.  If you’re too young for the full thing, we also have a 
Kid’s Tower Run on HOTH weekend each year where the children of competitors, friends, and family complete between one and five 
miles at the event. 

Many HOTH runners take part in the events to raise much needed funds for charities and good causes, and we encourage this and 

support the runners where possible.  Unfortunately we’re not able to offer any free races for these charity runners, as all of our free 

charity places are currently donated to the Ellie Penrose Fund. 

HOTH competitors must complete a minimum of one four mile lap in each three hour segment of the event (two hours in the Hellow-

een and HOHOHOTH events), and you can’t withdraw from the race until the last 30 minutes of the race. Failure to complete any lap 

in the allotted segment will see you withdrawn from the race, and you will miss out on your finishers T-shirt and/or any other goodies 

that may be supplied, and you will not be able to join the small and exclusive club of HOTH finishers.  

The following is an account by our own Ladies Captain Helen Shillings and her husband Luke, on their incredible HOTH story. I  

have published it full, to edit would be a crime…….. Make a pot of tea, sit back and enjoy!! 
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His ‘n’ Hers Hell on The Humber  

A brief account of our journey throughout the undertaking of ‘Hell on the Humber’ 2019 by Helen and Luke Shillings (who are 

still married despite all this…). 

Helen’s story… 

Back at the end of May, on an average Saturday night in the Shillings house, Luke and I were sat on the sofa watching ‘Cats 

Does Countdown’ and, as usual, I had been enjoying a few too many ‘Helen’s Halcyon Cocktails’ (you may remember this 

beauty from the previous newsletter). However, on this occasion I had been too generous with the Tanqueray 10 and for 

some unknown reason a thought randomly occurred to me: I turned to Luke before bluntly announcing that I needed to run 

an ultra-marathon event. 

This is when I stumbled upon ‘Hell on the Humber’ – HOTH, for short. The forever sensible Luke suggested that I wait until 

the morning before entering. I half-heartedly agreed… before climbing the stairs to bed and proceeding to enter the event 

anyway. To be fair, I didn’t enter the 24hr or 36hr event as only pure lunatics do this – sorry Keith Lamb (24hrs) and Giaco-

mo Squintani (36hrs)! 

Later that week Luke was driving the family into town and I thought I would peruse the HOTH website. “S**t!” I thought the 

start time was 7:00am in the morning until 7:00pm in the evening, not the other way around. I got a raised brow and side 

glance from Mr. Shillings… his silence speaking volumes. Silly drunken mistake. (Luke also entered HOTH later that day, so 

who is the real fool here?) 

My training began quite quickly after that as I only had three months, and time was of the essence. I am a runstreaker (not 

the naked type, I’ll leave that up to Andrew Reynolds), so it was just a case of building progressively longer runs into my 

schedule. This is the same plan as my ‘not marathon training’ that I completed last autumn in the lead up to the unplanned 

Chester Marathon. Those who ran with me during this time will know that my ‘not marathon training’ went too well and 

Luke entered me into Chester Marathon at the last minute as a surprise. He loves me really. 

Every two weeks or so I upped my long-run mileage. These runs were often very early in the morning (starting between 

4am and 5am so as not to impact upon my children too much), and they were all solo runs. I toured the local villages, many 

of which hold great childhood memories for me.. and before some of my running buddies even think about my teenage 

antics in Wickenby bus shelter.. that’s not what I was talking about… 

I started to undertake strength training (just bodyweight exercises, resistance bands, and dumbbells) and swimming. I want-

ed to tone up a little and improve my core strength, which would be of vital importance in the HOTH event as when I tire 

my posture diminishes. 

My long runs peaked three weeks prior to the event at 50km (31 miles for those of you who are old-hat and still use imperi-

al measurements). This was my longest ever running duration and when it came to stopping and walking my legs just kept 

going. It was the strangest sensation. They kept ticking over and I thought that I would have to throw myself down on the 

grass just to stop. 

I was so grateful to be able to complete my training without any injury. I saw the impact of Luke’s knee pain on his stress 

levels and his frustration was tangible. His injury knocked his confidence as he could not complete his training plan. But, 

despite this setback, Luke decided that a ‘Couch to 5k’ training plan would be sufficient to get him through. Sorry Luke… 

As mentioned above, Luke is very sensible (yawn) and kept bothering me for an event ‘race’ plan. My attempts at fobbing 

him off with an ‘it will be alright on the night’ attitude did not work and apparently, he was serious about me needing a 

plan. We compromised on this: 

1. Run slowly 

2. Eat a lot 

Although, it turned out that I didn’t eat much at all in the end. 

Luke’s plan was a lot more comprehensive but I’m sure he’ll share this with you in his account. 

In chatting to Mike Wells the week before the event, he told Luke and me a story of when he got totally high on caffeine 

during the Highland Fling event. If you have not heard Mike’s story about this it is worth asking him about: very funny. 

Anyway, following this information, Luke and I decided to go caffeine free for a week and then consume strong caffeine gels 
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before and during the event… If you have ever experienced caffeine withdrawal before you will know that this week was one 

hell of a painful one. Blimey.. the headaches. One was so particularly bad that I thought I had a ruptured aneurysm. Parace-

tamol and Ibuprofen did nothing. Codeine and wine did the trick. 

As the training weeks passed by the HOTH network seemed to be more like a family. It’s just people embarking upon a chal-

lenge with fellow stupidity-loving people. The gently mocking Facebook posts and emails from Karl Jackson (event director) 

never failed to make me laugh. Here is a paraphrased extract from one such email: 

“HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA WHAT’S WRONG WITH YOU? I mean, really? Why would you sign up to something like this? It 

hurts, everybody knows that. It hurts bad. You can’t walk properly for days. This says a lot about you, you know that, right?” 

It seemed that I had transferred all rights to my soul, both real and imagined, to the event director. I couldn’t wait. 

And so the day arrived. I packed my ‘BayHOTH’ outfit and my hydration vest. Luke packed every item of clothing, sorting 

them into categories first and devising his own kind of plastic bag filing system contained within a laundry basket. I know… 

Surprisingly I remained calm throughout the day. We arrived at the bridge in good time and pitched our tent (no real surpris-

es here but I struggled to find the tent again after nipping to the ladies). The run briefing was held 30 minutes before the 

start and it was here that I realised I was still wearing my flip-flops and had a mild panic attack. 

CRC Super Supporters had already started to arrive and after brief chats and hugs with everyone, Luke and I made our way 

to the start cone. I completed the first lap in my charity ‘BayHOTH’ Baywatch red outfit before managing a quick pitstop to 

change and heading straight back out onto the bridge. CRC support was already in full swing and I was loving it.  

The first few hours flew by with no glitches. I was being disciplined in maintaining a steady pace and not getting carried away 

by the adrenaline and atmosphere. I was aware that getting my pace wrong during the first 50km or so could easily lead to 

my premature demise. 

Before I knew it I had passed that 50km mark and had officially run my furthest distance and duration to date. After a mini-

celebration the atmosphere changed. By now there were fewer people on the bridge, with a lot of the participants having 

finished their 6hr race or were sensibly resting. It was quiet 

except for the gentle hum of the bridge, and the water below carrying a symbolic oily sheen. The dark time was about to 

begin. 

I had been warned by several people that the monotony of the bridge would be arduous and soul-destroying but to me the 

monotony was not an issue. The pain, on the other hand, was. My knees were beginning to suffer with short periods of in-

tense stinging, quickly followed by waves of heat. It turns out that they were swelling quite a lot. I didn’t recognise my legs 

the next day. The alternating episodes of stinging and heat carried on for hours, gradually becoming more intense. During 

these intense waves of pain I looked up at the sky and yelled like an animal. I hadn’t really understood what a ‘primal 

scream’ was until this point in my life. It felt visceral and raw. The unforgiving concrete bridge was becoming brutal.  

I learnt very quickly to endure the pain rather than drowning in sorrow. Rob had promised that once the pain got to a cer-

tain level it would not get any worse. He was right. I also found that smiling and maintaining a good sense of humour really 

helped. 

As daylight broke, I was broken. Coach Payne was still supporting me at this point and soon enough I had an entourage in 

the form of Moira, David Willerton and shortly thereafter, Mike. They were all there to see us all through to the bitter end. 

They were just the best distraction and made me believe that I could make it to 100km (see thanks below).  

It was on my final lap that the strangest thing happened. It appeared that I was closing the gap on the lead lady. Mike point-

ed out that I had been speeding up over the previous mile or so and things were approaching a crescendo. I insisted that 

there was no way that I could catch her. I was hurting and I was tired. It was whilst saying this that my legs just kept getting 

faster and faster. At risk of sounding overly dramatic, I could no longer hear anyone and the pain stopped. 

A heady mix of serotonin and adrenaline was surging. My pace gradually increased to a flat-out sprint. I turned the last cor-

ner to go down the hill towards the finish and clocked my girl. She was in big trouble now and I meant business. To quote 

Mike, “the afterburners had fired”. After almost 12 hours and over 100km I couldn’t believe it had come down to this. 

I overtook and claimed first place by a matter of seconds. There is a brilliant photograph of this lady just looking at me over 

her shoulder with a look of disbelief on her face. She was extremely gracious, though, and clearly an amazing athlete. 

In total I ran 103km that night. I still can’t believe that I did it. It doesn’t make sense. I am just an ordinary mother, wife, and 
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teacher. If I can do it then anybody can. Believe in yourselves, help each other and amazing things can happen.  

The main prize was free entry into next year’s race to defend my title. As Fran Allison put it, this was bittersweet. 

HOTH was, without a shadow of doubt, the most (surprisingly) wonderful experience of my life. It was indeed ‘hell’ at times, 

but I learnt so much about myself and I believe that the event has changed me. Will I be doing it again next year? …..  

Hell on the Humber YES! 

 

Although I expressed my specific thanks to people just after the event, I do wish to mention a few individuals in particular.  

Coach Payne – I got to know you so much better. You are a very funny guy and kept me smiling and laughing throughout the 

night. I genuinely felt more confident having you there to reassure me that my often bizarre thoughts and feelings were nor-

mal. Your experience and wisdom helped me with the 

physical stuff too; pace, cramp, fuelling and blister advice. Honestly, Rob, I don’t think you know how much better you made 

me feel. From the bottom of my heart: thank you. 

 

Mike Wells – I don’t know how you do it, but just your physical presence on the bridge lifted my spirits; even when you 

weren’t running with me specifically! When you joined me for the gruelling final two laps I felt more comfortable and reas-

sured. I’ve given it some thought and still can’t put my finger on what quality you hold. You have some kind of magical power 

or something (‘Magic Mike’?). I mentioned it on Strava and will reiterate here: the only reason I managed to sprint finish was 

specifically because of you. I have no idea why and I don’t particularly care why. Just keep being you. 

 

Thank you also to Moira Westley and David Willerton who hauled themselves out of bed at a ridiculous time to support me 

for the last couple of hours. You were both like a ray of sunshine and were so kind and encouraging. I knew you were coming 

and I was looking forward to seeing you all night. I would have done far more walking if it wasn’t for you both. The sports 

massage that Moira kindly arranged for Luke and me was perfect. 

 

Andrew Reynolds, brother from another mother, I think that sums it up. You abandoned Luke and me to chat up a young 

lady. Pfffft. I have no idea why I like you so much. There is nothing else to say. 
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Luke’s story … 

Bad Idea 

I genuinely feel like I have woken up as a cast of myself, every part of my body from the neck down, is incredibly stiff. Any 

attempt at movement requires a groan and a grimace and any sudden motion or impact feels like everything inside of me 

will shatter into a thousand pieces. Helen seemed to sum it up quite well, ‘A talking head on a corpse body!’ This was quick-

ly followed by my two-year-old son walking into our room and saying, ‘Daddy’s dead?!’ 

It is Monday morning and 24 hours earlier I had crossed the finish line of my first ultra-marathon – a 12hr event. Two years 

earlier I was a novice runner (unnatural with an historic disdain for the discipline that I now love so much! Running) and I 

had categorically said that I had no interest in even running a 10km. 

If we rewind the clock three months, you will find that my wonderful wife, Helen, with a little gin-fuelled wisdom booked 

herself onto the 12hr Hell on the Humber – HotH, for short. To begin with I thought that she was crazy! Fuelling over long 

runs had not been her strong point, let’s say (though there’s more on this later), however I also knew how well she’d coped 

when upping her running distances over the last year or so and she had a tenacity that meant she rarely gave up on some-

thing once her mind was set on it. 

Initially it was clear that I would support Helen during this epic challenge which would have involved camping on site and 

being by her side at various points throughout the night helping with supplies, morale and motivation when facing the un-

known. It was then that Helen’s second great idea was born, ‘If you are going to be there all night, then you might as well 

run it with me.’ Being a soppy sod, I loved the idea of helping each other out during what could only be imagined as the 

toughest mental and physical challenge either of us had attempted. And so, it was later that day that I had booked my slot 

too. 

Training Plan 

Now that a date with the bridge had been set it was time to create a plan. As part-time club statistician and having a habit 

of overanalysing everything I was in my element. As with all my running events to date I seemed to do things in the wrong 

order. I completed in my first 10km race before my first 5km; 30km before half-marathon; and so an ultra-marathon before 

a marathon seemed like the only logical step. 

I had about ten weeks to increase my distance and train my body to deal with food intake whilst running. A few Jelly Babies 

had seen me through my more recent half-marathon but this time I’d be on my feet for 7x longer! 

Having so much experience on tap, with the likes of Mike Wells, Rob Payne (to name but two) and a few others from CRC, it 

wasn’t difficult to structure a plan of action – certainly for the training at least. I wanted to increase the time on my feet 

every fortnight with the objective of peaking at a 5hr run three weeks before the event. I was also keen to improve my 

weekly training schedule to include at least 1x hill session, 1x speed/interval session, 1x long run and maybe a parkrun or a 

local race if one was available. These would be capped off with a couple of easy runs with a low heart rate (in zone 1 or 2). 

It was this that got me interested in knowing exactly what my heart rate zones were and where my thresholds were. An-

drew Reynolds had recommended a guy at Lincoln University who could provide a full aerobic and lactate threshold test 

incorporating running economy and a dreaded VO2 Max test. This proved invaluable as even my best guesses prior to the 

test were some way off reality. 

During the longer runs I wanted to try as many different foods and snacks as possible to see how my body coped with it and 

to teach myself to eat and drink regularly. Most importantly I wanted to teach myself to eat and drink before I needed it, 

this would hopefully ensure I never fell short of energy. 

I’m happy to report that I had no dietary issues, but I learnt quickly that I couldn’t bear running with the Camelbak hydra-
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tion/water vest. There was too much sloshing around and the noise was driving me mad; and with HotH having a strict ‘no 

headphones’ policy I knew I couldn’t drown it out. In the end I opted for the lightweight collapsible bottles which worked fine.  

In contrast, Helen was smashing out ever-increasing distances, often early in the morning on an empty stomach, and was 

barely eating a thing during the run either. I was almost certain that this would be her shortcoming. Her plan was somewhat 

less comprehensive than mine… ‘Run until I die, simple’ is what she had written down. What could go wrong? 

Injury 

Most plans have setbacks and mine was no different. At about 2hrs 45m into my 3hr training run I started to get pain in my 

left knee and to an extent my hip. I was so close to my 3hr target that I soldiered on, but by the time I hit 3hrs and stopped 

running I could hardly walk. The pain became severe very quickly and I hobbled the remaining mile home feeling somewhat 

demoralised. To that point I’d been enjoying the run! 

Despite managing to maintain my running streak over the coming days it was clear that this was not a problem that was just 

going to disappear on its own and ultimately became the underlying story of my HotH adventure.  

It felt like it was the dreaded ITBS (Iliotibial Band Syndrome) which is very common amongst runners. Usually brought on by 

sudden increases in distance and/or duration. Having had it in my right leg the previous year I became more certain that it 

was indeed ITBS. I could run initially up to 5km before I 

would feel a discomfort in my left knee and within a few hundred meters the pain would refer to the outer-side of my leg just 

below my knee, becoming very severe, very quickly, and immediately rendering me incapable of running. Easily the strangest 

element of it is that as soon as I began to walk the pain all but disappeared. It was this element, however, that prevented me 

from just quitting as many people have walked HotH in the past from start to finish, and as I have learnt, there is no shame in 

walking. 

Revised Plan 

Now that circumstances had changed a new plan was required. Many discussions were had between myself and the infamous 

‘Geek Squad’ (consisting of yours truly, Andrew Reynolds, and the legendary Mike Wells) on our regular Monday night runs. I 

won’t go into too much detail, but their opinions varied somewhat! In fact, in general I had a real contrast of opinions prior to 

the event as to whether I should compete or not. It was this that helped reinforce my desire to do it. The final decision was 

clearly my own. 

I had made my mind up and this is what I was going to do: 

· Run for 12 minutes 

· Walk for two minutes 

-Repeat the above until running was no longer possible 

· Following my threshold training I elected on a maximum HR of 150bpm 

· Consume in the region of 200-250 calories per hour and drink lots of water 

The next few weeks included testing these conditions and implementing a strict ITBS exercise plan to try and eliminate the 

problem altogether. 

Pre-week Stress 

With only one week to go it was difficult to think about much other than how I’d cope in those early hours of the morning in 

the wind, rain, and darkness. And although most of my running is on concrete, it would be relentless over such a timespan. 

My biggest fear was simply the unknown. 

Helen claimed she wasn’t that bothered (which, knowing her, was probably quite likely... she never seems to get nervous be-
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fore any challenge, except 5km races – she hates those!) I, on the other hand, was not at ease with the looming challenge 

and subsequently compensated by being somewhat over-organised for the big day! I packed pretty much every item of run-

ning clothing and accessories I owned and borrowed the things I didn’t! I then proceeded to organise them quite particularly 

so I could easily find what I needed in the tent in the middle of the night. I guess I wanted to control as many factors as possi-

ble knowing that I had no control over the only I wanted to control. 

The Event 

When it came down to it the weather forecast looked promising with it being almost certainly dry by the time we toed the 

line, albeit a bit windy. I stood at the start with a slightly elevated heartrate, I felt excitement far more than fear. It was 

adrenaline and not panic that was coursing through me, mostly because I knew I’d be chasing my wife dressed as a Baywatch 

babe with two pairs of socks stuffed down her bra! 

I stuck to my plan from the off, stopping to walk at a brisk pace every 12 minutes. I really enjoyed it as it meant I was able to 

run a comfortable pace and get a little chill-out time four times an hour. I used this to fill my face with whatever treats I’d 

squeezed into my pockets. Not difficult at all! 

The first two laps (8mi) flew by without a hitch. In fact, despite the walking breaks, I was slightly ahead of Helen due to my 

slightly faster pace on the runs. On the climb up to the bridge on the third lap I felt the twinge, the twinge I knew all too well. 

By the end of that 12 minutes it was hurting a little so I chose to walk for six minutes before trying to run again. Sadly, even 

after this extended rest, I was unable to run for more than about 90 seconds. So, with only nine miles covered and about 1hr 

and 20m of time elapsed, I was left with the reality of well over 10hrs walking. 

It was now that I was faced with a real challenge, I was devastated to have to stop running so much earlier than expected. I 

was alone at this point and I had little vocal control of my language. I think I may have scared a few people with my death-

like stare as only anger and frustration washed over me. 

Fortunately, for the other competitors at the very least, this phase didn’t last too long, and I decided to try and calculate 

what was still possible to achieve with the remaining time. For some reason, I simply could not get the maths right in my 

head. I had also learned that people entering the 12hr event could finish at 1am and downgrade to the 6hr option. When I 

saw Helen next she encouraged me to do this as she could see how down I was. 

15 minutes later I passed the incredible Giacomo Squintani (36hr legend!) who was being supported by Mike and a few oth-

ers. I knew Mike would have a clearer head than me so asked him. ‘Mike, I can’t figure out what pace per km I need to move 

at to maintain one lap per hour, work it out for me!’ Naturally, the numbers came out quickly and a target of 9min/km or 

lower would be required. 

At the 2hr mark I had covered exactly three laps. This left 10hrs with a potential 13 laps (52 miles). I had to keep re-checking 

this as it seemed a crazy distance but, sure enough, it was correct. How hard could it be? A mere 4mph didn’t sound too hard 

to achieve. As people who supposed me during the event will attest, I had to push hard to maintain this average, allowing for 

fuelling and toilet breaks. In fact, one of my greatest achievements was seeing Rob Payne having to break into a slow jog to 

keep up with me! 

I got my head down and cracked on. The laps slowly ticked by and as the night progressed it became colder and windier; this 

meant that I had to stop almost every other lap to adjust my clothing. My heartrate kept dropping quite low which was wor-

rying me, but it turns out that this was probably just my watching giving inaccurate readings, thankfully. 

At the 6hr point things changed… I’d not totally ruled out stopping at 1am, however I didn’t complete the lap I was on until 

1:02am, so I would have had the last lap scrubbed due to not completing it within the allocated 6hrs. It was clear that I was 

ploughing on until morning. I decided to have the biggest pitstop of the night at this point so that I could potentially go for 
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the remainder of the event without the need to stop again. By the time I set off on my 8th lap it was 1:15am, meaning I 

needed to buy some time back gradually over the next few hours. 

David Mannion had spent a fair bit of time with me by now and helped immensely by fetching things from the tent to save 

me having to make proper stops. Things like topping up water bottles, finding a glove I’d lost and helping to keep me on pace 

were also under his volunteered duties. I’d never walked so quickly for so long and trust me, it hurt! I kept losing concentra-

tion and falling slightly behind schedule, so it was great to have someone doing the thinking for me. I know that Helen having 

support throughout the event helped her experience too. 

At 3am I’d pulled the time gap back down to just a few minutes and my target was to finish my 12th lap by no later than 

6am, thus giving me a full hour to complete the last lap. David had covered an incredible distance himself by this point (and 

he was just supporting!) and stopped for a break, Rob had just come back on course after his rest but stayed with Helen 

(which I would have wanted anyway) but meant that the next two laps would be solo. It was during this time that the over-

whelming difficulty of the challenge hit home: the pain levels were increasing, and although I wouldn’t say I ever really re-

member feeling sleepy tired, I was emotionally exhausted. That dead zone between 3-5am was so hard and not a place I’d 

like to go to very often. 

As the sky started to brighten over the estuary my mood lifted. It was visible in the faces of other competitors too. David had 

re-joined me and although the physical pain was at its peak, I had a new lease of motivation to get the job done. I was still 

just behind target by this point so had to dig deep and give it everything I had. 

More friendly faces soon started to appear, and they split themselves between me and Helen for the final lap or so. I 

checked in at the end of lap 12 at 6:01am, meaning that a sub 59 minute lap was required. I had Sarah Wells, Rob and David 

with me and I genuinely used Rob’s necessity to break into a jog as my pace marker! 

At this time I was also aware of the ever-closing battle between 1st and 2nd place for the lady’s race and seeing that unfold 

was quite a spectacle! Knowing it was Helen involved gave me a real sense of pride and motivation to complete my own 

challenge. 

At 6:57am on Sunday 18th August 2019 I touched the finish cone for the final time. I’d completed 13 laps covering 52 miles 

(83.87km) with 800mtrs of elevation gain. I burned 5,916 calories and had done 87,474 steps. 

The emotion was too much and I took myself to a portaloo for a moment to myself. I was overwhelmed, exhausted and bro-

ken. But I was so proud of what I had achieved. It was amazing and a feeling that I simply don’t have the vocabulary to de-

scribe. Even writing this is bringing it all back. 

Your limits really are not where you think they are. 

The Aftermath 

I’m not going to dwell too much on this part. In summary, though, Helen is a machine. She was up and about in no time. She 

reported some slight tightness and soreness in her leg muscles and was understandably a little snoozy. The only lasting signs 

are some blisters on her toes. She had also managed this on a surprisingly little fuel, an average of just over 70 calories which 

from what I can understand . . . is bonkers! 

Me, on the other hand… I think it’s fair to say that I exceeded my voluntary physical limits! I am broken. I will repair, though, 

and I’ve managed to maintain my runstreak with the help of friends. It is unlikely I’ll do that kind of event again. Don’t misun-

derstand me: it was incredible. Everything about it. The people, the atmosphere, the support. They were all better than 

could have been expected. 

Thank you CRC 
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There was so much CRC support it was incredible! Helen has already made her personal mentions and many of those people 

assisted me in the same way. I can do nothing but echo her thoughts. 

It’s one thing showing up at a local 10km race during the day but to have the support we had at literally all hours during the 

night, for such a long duration, was really something else. 

Rob Payne and David stayed all night and Kath flew the flag at the far end of the bridge until around 4am which was amazing! 

Apparently, even Andrew showed back up in the early hours! Feel free to ask him about this… 

There must have been 20 people who came and spent periods of time with either me or Helen and it made such a difference. 

 

We are so proud to be members of this awesome club. 
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RUN ROUTES 
 

“Croxby” 

If you are new to running, or new to CRC you may not be familiar with “doing Croxby”. This  4.4 mile route starts at the  Swallow/

Thorganby/Beelsby/Croxby crossroads. As you can see from the hill profile, it cannot be called flat! The route is regularly run all year 

round by local runners as a great training run.  

The route is taken from a long standing Cleethorpes Athletics club race, The Croxby Crawl, which was first staged on Saturday 27th 

November 1983. In its first year it was a Cleethorpes AC only event over two laps. The following year the race was open to al l and 

every year  the “Croxby Season” takes place in the summer months, with a mix of one and two lap races.  

In 2009 the 100th race at Croxby attracted a record field of 168 runners. There are many local runners who have completed the race 

every year since it first started. This summer Andrew Gristwood of Cleethorpes AC completed his 100th race! 

The route shouldn’t be shied away from, yes it is “undulating” with  two of the hills being named “Joan Collins” (think about it) and 

“Heartbreak Hill”, but you do get some good downhill bits too! (and anyway, who says you have to run up all of them). 

Look out for the run on the planner as it is sometimes run as a club run. There has been a great CRC turnout for this years season. 

Give it a go next year, it’s open to all! 

 

Andrew Gristwood 

CRC do Croxby  7th August 2019 

For more details on Croxby course  records and 

history go to the   Cleethorpes AC webpage and 

look under Road Races. 

An article by Colin Wright has lots of interesting 

information. 

 

Part of the attraction to the event is that all runners’ best 

times are recorded on the “All Time List” and times can 

be compared with the “Great’s” of Yesteryear. Rankings 

are also recorded in the various age groups. These times 

are maintained and updated by Steve Green at 

www.woldsvets.co.uk  

A  new feature giving insight into some popular local run routes. 
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WALKING ON THE WOLDS AND BEYOND CRC Walking Section Report  

CRC has an active walking section, this is ideal for any runners coming back from injury, or for those who need to recover 

after tough training or competitive races and just need to keep moving. It’s also a great way to get started if you want to 

take up some physical activity– just start walking, you can always move on to running as you become fitter. 

There is usually a group of walkers out  on most club nights.  Some of the regular walkers enter challenge walks organised by 

LDWA (Long Distance Walkers Association) and these are anything from 15 to 100 miles!!. Runners are allowed  on these 

events and the club has had a great turnout on several events this summer both walkers and runners, including The Elsecar 

Skelter near Barnsley on August 3rd, The Smugglers Trod, Robin Hoods Bay on 24th August and the local Harvest Hobble 

which took place from Ludford on August 31st. Our very own Rob Crump was the first runner back on the longer option 

route on The Harvest Hobble, and  Nadine Crump and Rachel  Edwards were first walkers back on 

the 13 mile route! 

Look out for future LDWA events coming up, they’re a great day out and lovely off road run/walks. 

LDWA - Smugglers Trod 2019 by John Young 
 

I didn't want to go camping! 

The journey up to camp site wasn't without incident, accident near Kirmington, accident near Pickering and then Sue ringing 

to let us know the camp site we where heading for was full and she'd found a new one near Goathland. Reset satnav.  Ar-

rived at campsite with amazing views and firepits ready made for evenings by the campfire.   Over the next couple of hours 

the rest of the running team arrived Rod, Sue,Andy,Jill, Jill and Derek. Note to self - do not turn light on in tent until you're 

inside - we had a tent full of moths, flys, midgies and other flying insects.  I don't like camping! 

 

Saturday morning dawned with beautiful sunshine and fabulous views. So on the start line at 08-00 and off we go up the 

long drag to 'bucket drop' and then on to first checkpoint at 2.2miles and then over the moor to the split point. Now's the 

time - short or long route, ........ go on be brave do the long.  So I did.  By this time the weather was getting hotter and there 

was no shelter from the sun across the moor -  now I wish I'd done the short route. We keep plodding on through the brack-

en (head high in places) to reach 2nd checkpoint and the jelly babies with 'willys'.  Apparently these were for the 'ladies'.   

The next 10 miles consisted of different surfaces paths, roads, fields more moors to reach checkpoint 6 at campsite at 

Grouse hill. A welcome drink, sandwiches and cake. It was really hot and draining now and feet are on fire. 

Then onwards, it's the long drag up to the radio mast at Ravenscar. I'm still convinced it's on wheels and someone is wheel-

ing it away from us but finally we reached checkpoint 7 and some delicious melon. Now the welcome down hill section to 

Robin Hoods Bay and the sight of the lady marshals waiting to welcome you at the dock. Now onwards, forwards and yes - 

upwards again for the slog up the hill out of the bay. Absolutely shattered - do i go up the road or up the steps?   

Decided to do the steps and whilst I will never know whether it was the right decision or not, the thing I do know is that all of 

the other clubbers who had already finished were sat in the pub garden across the road, and were cheering   and waving 

their pints didn't really help but, thanks guys i really needed your support to get up that last hill.  

So, finally to the finish. Oh what a relief. The heat was so draining but a great day out and when I finally managed to crawl 

back to the pub the first pint never touched the sides.  

Well done to all the others who finished and for a great weekend at the campsite. 

Oh, and I still don't want to go camping!!                                                                                                      

Runners and walkers setting off from Fylingthorpe village hall North Yorkshire Moors 

…….the badge earned 
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When…...Tuesday 24th September 2019, 8pm 

Where….Caistor Sports & Social Club 

What…… CRC Quiz !! 

Get your team together for some CRC fun! 

CRC is hosting the quiz night after the club run on Tuesday September 24th. 

Please try and support this event.  Raffle prizes gratefully received on the night 

or before by any committee member. 

Back by popular demand… Quizmaster Loz Brown! 

 

Raffle!  

Prizes! 

Booby Prizes! 
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Anyone who sampled Jo’s birthday cake at the Irby Dales run in June will know how amazing this cake tastes!  

Carrot Cake sent in by Chris Ramsay 

Ingredients 

For the cake 

* 450ml/16fl oz vegetable oil  

* 400g/14oz plain flour  

* 2 tsp bicarbonate of soda  

* 550g/1lb 4oz sugar 

 * 5 free-range eggs  

* ½ tsp salt  

* 2½ tsp ground cinnamon 

 * 525g/1lb 3oz carrots, grated  

* 150g/5½oz shelled walnuts, chopped 

 

 For the icing  

* 200g/7oz cream cheese 

 * 150g/5½oz caster sugar 

 * 100g/3½oz butter, softened 

 

Method 

1. For the carrot cake, preheat the oven to 160C/325F/Gas 3. Grease and line a 26cm/10in springform cake tin. Or a large 

rectangular tin to cut into squares. 

2. Mix all of the ingredients for the carrot cake, except the carrots and walnuts, together in a bowl until well combined. Stir 

in the carrots and walnuts. 

 3. Spoon the mixture into the cake tin and bake for 1 hour 15 minutes, or until a skewer inserted into the middle comes out 

clean. Remove the cake from the oven and set aside to cool for 10 minutes, then carefully remove the cake from the tin and 

set aside to cool completely on a cooling rack. 

 4. Meanwhile, for the icing, beat the cream cheese, caster sugar and butter together in a bowl until fluffy. Spread the icing 

over the top of the cake with a palette knife 

 

I doubled the icing for Jo’s cake as it was baked in a large rectangular tin - more surface area to cover! 

 

RUNNERS RECIPES 

“Run for Cake!!” 
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AND FINALLY…….. 

I like the cartoon below, I know I’ve used it before, but 

it’s a good reminder to us all. Whether you’re an ultra 

runner or a parkrunner, you’re a runner. 

If you’re a beginner focus on small achievable goals and 

you won’t get disappointed. 

Remember the club motto…... 

“Run for fun...and cake” 

Good luck to Carla Sass  for your new adventures in  Dubai!  

Keep running!!  

Thank you for all your contributions and please send 

anything for the next issue to : 

CRCrunningtimes@gmail.com, without them the news-

letter wouldn’t happen. 

Thank you to Penny Bullimore who did the wordsearch in  

the last newsletter, nobody else bothered to email…...She 

found 17 out of a possible 18 words, well done! See Lydia! 


