
IT’S RELAY 
SEASON! 

For a small club we have been known to 
punch above our weight when it comes to 
Relay Racing!  Three top 30 finishes at the 
Calderdale Way Relay, clean sweeps of age 
categories at the Cross Keys Fell and Road 
relays and a decent first outing at the British 
Fell Relays in 2019. 

How would a year of cancelled races effect 
the form of the Green and Purple?  

Also coming up in this issue you can read all 
about how James Stables got on when the 
London Marathon finally hit the roads of the 
capital...and how Robin Stewart faired when 
he pulled on a pair of ‘super shoes’.  Graeme 
Lee and Sara Lewis keeps us entertained with 
some race  reports...and plenty more         
besides. 

Make sure you read to the end for a very 
special opportunity….! 
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Up Amongst The Gods! 
In 2019 the Bri�sh Fell Relays came to the Dark Peak and the tempta�on was too 
much for the Green and Purple to wait any longer—it was �me to join some of  
the greats of our sport, and some local compe��on too.  The very best teams 
were an absolute pleasure to watch as they a�acked the climbs and descents, 
and we all had so much fun we agreed we’d be back for Helm Hill when they 
hosted.  A year later than expected, Captain Giles gathered Jeff, Graeme and     
Sarah back on the road, sweeping up Pete and Brian for their first taste of this 
wonderful event.  The roads were surprisingly clear as we motored up the M6 and 
a�er a surprisingly long walk from parking to race central, Sarah and I found the 
MAC tent and flag, with everyone looking up at the weather and Pete in his kit 
ready for the star�ng call.  “How you feeling?” I asked.  “Anxious” he replied.  He 
had no need to be...I’ll let Graeme Lee take it from here… 

Brutal, it was absolutely brutal, the hardest 10K I have ever done in my life.     
Welcome to the 2021 Bri�sh Fell Running Championship in Tebay! 

I thought I knew Tebay well, given it is my favourite motorway service sta�on and 
stocking up point for all things farm shop – wild venison was my choice on my pre
-race stop (apologies non-meat eaters). But this was not Tebay as I know it. This 
was parking in an industrial estate that was seemingly out of place in this li�le 
edge of Lakeland village. What followed was an at �mes dicey two-mile trek 
through sloping fields (to keep us safe from the far less-dangerous road), along a 
farm track and a pleasant riverside path to the event venue. The event was a four 
leg fell relay: Single runner on a set course – pair of runners on no set course – 
pair of runners on a set course – single runner on a set course. 



Before Sarah and I took to the fells we were in an excellent posi�on a�er Pete 
Dukes ran the first leg in a superb 44 minutes. He only ran 5K but it included just 
shy of 1K climbing, the first part of which we could all witness as a long snake of 
runners (was anyone running up that!) toiled their way up the ridge. He was only 
11 minutes down on the leaders, but most importantly, he was 16 minutes inside 
the cut-off �me for the mass-start runners, giving Giles and Brian a great chance 
to beat the next cut off �me.  

We had been designated a non-compe��ve team (not because I was part of it I 
should clarify, although surely reason enough) because the late addi�on of Sarah, 
to replace the injured Mark Hoath, meant we were no longer a men’s team and 
presumably not balanced enough to qualify as a mixed team. Since we were     
unlikely to be troubling the scorers this seemed of li�le significance. Except, 
when teams were finishing they announced the team name, unless you were non
-compe��ve, meaning the next runners had to keep a steely eye on the finish 
line to get in posi�on to be tagged. 

That is where the purple and green came in handy and, despite being at the back 
of the holding pen, Sarah and I could see the familiar colours coming our way 
bang on schedule. We pushed our way through and were off, with my parkrun 
pace taking Sarah by surprise. As I later explained to her, there are only two �mes 
you can run fast at the fell relay – the first 500m and the last 500m! And so it 
turned out. Within 500m we had hit the base of the first incline, a li�le hors 
d’oeuvre of what was to come. I was already walking and it was only ge�ng 
steeper. A seemingly endless thigh burs�ng walk to the top followed, but surely 
this was the worst of the climbs?  



Sarah dibbed her dibber at the checkpoint 1 and we then had a rela�vely flat 
2.5K on well-marked paths before a steep downhill sec�on. I followed the         
example of the guy in front and slid down the wet grassy surface on my backside 
to give my legs a rest. Such was the steepness of the descent my eyes were       
focused on my feet and I hadn’t seen the other side un�l it was almost upon us. 
Across the stream just beyond checkpoint 2 was a wall, with a mass of relay      
runners clambering up on hands and knees. I have climbed up less precipitous 
ladders. Sarah was pulling away from me and try as I might I just couldn’t go any 
faster.  A�er an eternity the slope petered out and I caught Sarah at checkpoint 3 
at the top of Linghaw.  

Sarah was away and pulling ahead of me again down a compara�vely gentle 
slope, but my legs had gone and my le� knee was causing me grief. This downhill 
sec�on was no comfort because I knew checkpoint 1 was also checkpoint 5, and 
the more we went down meant more climbing back up. More apologies to Sarah 
as she let me catch her near the bo�om of the hill and she dibbed at checkpoint 
4. Then it was our third and final climb. It was nowhere near as bad as the        
second, but my legs were jelly and, as Sarah pulled away again, I had to keep 
si�ng down to recharge my ailing ba�eries. To put into perspec�ve how bad it 
was, a young woman beside me was crying and on the verge of hyperven�la�on 
such was her distress. We both made it, with Sarah pa�ently wai�ng once again – 
sorry Sarah. 



 
Then it was homeward bound and pre�y much downhill, but this was down a 
very steep hill on jellied legs and every step was agony – un�l the last 500m, 
when I put in my parkrun finish and sprinted for the line! 

It was hell, but it was a great day out 
and the joint apprecia�on of what 
we had all suffered and achieved as a 
team made it worthwhile.  

What I    also appreciated about the 
event was the gender balance. There 
were lots of women and mixed 
teams and it would be great if next 
year we could get a MAC men team 
and a MAC women team to the 
event.  

Cheers for making it happen Giles 
and apologies team for being the 
weakest link. 

 

 

Finishing strong a�er the Naviga�on Leg, 
Brian running too fast for the camera! 



Whilst I may have more Fell experience than Graeme, current form and injury le� 
me as the official weakest link on the day, which Giles cunningly knew when he 
le� me to the glory Leg at the end (although I think I’ve earned a bit of glory with 
MAC!)  Lake District running is a different level and there were sec�ons of my Leg 
where I was literally using my hands for the steepness of the climbing...but that’s 
half the fun!  Having the opportunity to witness the whole event before going off 
it was incredible at �mes to see the pace of the leaders, truly Interna�onal class 
running, albeit for a sport that doesn’t get the recogni�on...but I challenge any 
professional athlete to have be�ered the winning Leg �mes this year.  It was a 
harder course than last �me, and next year is Scotland...so if you fancy a day you 
will always remember, get 
signed up next year! 

226 teams, we finished 
171st in �me - ahead of 
Holmfirth Vet 50’s and 
Stainland Lions (who shared 
our tent).  The winning 
team, Carnethy,  finished 2 
hours and 34 seconds 
ahead of us...absolutely 
staggering! 
5:12:02  

Pete Dukes 44:08 (111th ) 

Giles Bailey and Brian    
Hutson 1:29:29 (116th) 

Sarah Brewer and Graeme 
Lee 2:04:38 (193rd) 

Jeff Miller 53:47 (212th ) 



Back on the ‘Way 
One of the best days of the year, the Calderdale Way Relay was back, albeit at a 
rather odd �me of the year!  With 
people sca�ered around the place we 
missed our goal of ge�ng an all        
female team out, and in the end just 
the one group of Green and Purple 
made the start line.  Not alone mind, 
just 63 teams whereas it would       
normally be over the 100… 

First off were Sara Lewis and Sarah 
Brewer, gathered at the start and 
wondering why there was an            
unnecessary lump right at the           
beginning of the race!  Anyone who 
has done Leg 1 will have thought the 
same at some point, but it’s always a 
great sight to see the race emerge 

suddenly before ploughing off into the 
woods.  A good placing at the start, with 
the knowledge that most of the racing 
in this leg is in the second half; but with 
the reduced teams they got spread out, 
and the final turning of the convoluted 
finish mile was missed, sending MAC a 
good mile in the wrong direc�on before 
having to work their way back again...by 
which �me Penny Ditchfield and         
Rebecca Johnstone had already le� with 
the mass start…. 



A pairing with lots of experience     
running together, Penny and Rebecca 
made good �me quickly, leading the 
mass start at one point before the 
sca�ering across the top of Stoodley 
Pike.  The final climb is a challenge for 
anyone and whilst they made good 
�me, another naviga�on mishap sent 
them carrying on along the CDW, 
whereas the race route makes a turn 
to the handover...meaning that they 
appeared behind everyone who was  
looking up a slope and wai�ng for   
runners to appear! 

A debut run for Hannah Andrews at the 
CDW may have led her to think we would 
be kind—Leg 3 is the shortest a�er 
all...but it’s also uphill...lots of uphill!  
Teamed up with the experienced Mick 
Lancaster they set off with the mass 
start...the size of which already showing 
that this years’ course and cut offs were 
proving tricky. 

Wai�ng at the top were Giles Bailey and 
Brian Hutson, having a Dress Rehearsal for 
their pairing at the Fell Relays in a few 
weeks...which allowed Brian to learn a 
li�le about the challenges of running with 
Giles’ burning pace!  A wonderful leg run 
in cracking condi�ons they arrived at the handover showing the effort they had 
put in...before joining the queue for a Ben Mounsey cake! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Leg 5 has a pre�y exposed start, and runners 
were huddling together, a li�le nip in the  air, 
wai�ng for their turn.  In the Green and Purple 
were Nige and Ruth Thomas, who kept warm 
before the mass start and then picked a super 
line for the congested start.  By this point the 
majority of teams had now lost the baton and 
the charge was on to Shelf and the last leg.   

Nick Thompson was a last minute subs�tute, 
but one who had run Leg 6 many �mes and 
knew the course well, even with the new    
ending.  With it’s  twists and turns he kept the 
coiled spring of John Gray in check all the way 
to the finish line, where club mates were 
wai�ng tp cheer them home.   

Next year back to Spring — 15th May— and 
here’s looking at two teams! 



 

62 Teams finished on the day, one disqualifica�on 
(!) and no MAC records tumbled, but it was all 
about being back on the course…although no-one 
told Calder Valley who gave it everything, winning 
every Leg and finishing 22 minutes ahead of     
second place and over 6 hours ahead of the last 
team home… 



The Round Res Relay     
appears to have a strange 
set of results...but when 
the dust se�led MAC did 
pre�y good, with the 
Mixed team coming 3rd 
overall and the Women’s 
team coming 2nd!  
Ma�hew Croughan was 
the fastest on the day 
with  a 23:05, followed by 

Sara Lewis in 23:58.  In the overall standings the men snuck 
home just 7 seconds ahead of the women — great running all 
round! 

Debut Ultra Success For Sarah 

The first ever running of the 
Heights 50k, a stunning course 
taking in all the best of our local 
area (Digley, Holme Styles Wood, 
Snailsden, Holme Moss, Black Hill, 
Wessenden, Blackmoorfoot) saw 
Sarah Brewer lining up for her first 
Ultra (I believe….) and she           
absolutely smashed it - 5:57:41   
securing 21st place and 1st          
Female.  Horrible condi�ons for 
most of the race, a fantas�c achievement.   



Cheaty Shoe Corner 
Over the past 2 or 3 years, a number of hyper         
expensive ‘racing’ shoes have started to appear on 
the market, with Nike’s £240 vaporflys being the 
most prominent. They work by essen�ally installing a 
carbon fibre version of Oscar Pistorious’s foot into a 
running shoe - he no longer needs his, obviously… 
These are claimed to make you run about 4% faster 
in the brief period of �me before they wear out - 
100 miles is given as their range. When I ran a       
marathon at Windermere, the staggered start led to 
the fastest runners star�ng last and overtaking me in 
the second half of the race- all shod in their slightly 
odd looking Nikes…  Obviously, being propelled 
along faster for no effort is temp�ng, and every �me 
I buy a new pair of shoes, the tempta�on grows… 
Eventually, I surrendered and bought a compe�ng 
version - Hoka’s Rocket X. The list price for these is 

£140, but a combina�on of selec�ng a horrible, unpopular colour on Sportsshoes combined 
with club discount brought the price down to £100. Other retailers are, of course, available. 

First impressions, based on a whole 2 runs; they are very, very light with not much addi�onal 
padding where you don’t really need it, but s�ll with a large, Hoka-style cushion underneath. 
They fit true to size, would suit a neutral runner and are strictly for running on tarmac - there 
isn’t much in the way of tread and you no�ce the lack of trac�on on any surface that isn’t 
smooth (e.g. the original ‘StravaWanker’ segment at Blackmoorfoot). 

Ini�ally, there doesn’t seem to be anything magic going on - plodding along in them is like 
plodding along in any other shoe, but once you get up on your toes and start trying to run 
hard, something rather magical seems to take place - knees are suddenly up high, cadence 
increases, stride lengthens and your speed just seems to increase. The various metrics on the 
watch change drama�cally for the be�er. Running downhill when pushing hard suddenly    
becomes a power assisted joy.  

It’s hard to disentangle any real speed gain based on 2 ou�ngs, but things look promising. 
My normal Wednesday plod of 6.5 miles has of late returned to following �mes -  57:30, 
59:23, 1:00:43, 59:12... and then with the new shoes, 54:24! Similarly, a local segment effort 
has recently gone 3:04, 2:31 (PR), 3:03, and in the cheaty shoes… 2:09! 

For racing or any kind of tempo based training on the road, they seem great, apparently      
allowing effort to be repaid with a li�le extra help. Time will show if this effect is real or is 
caused by ‘running harder because I think my shoes are fast’. But I’m leaning towards ‘real’. 
Marginal gains are for old gits too. It’s a big thumbs up from this old git. 



Callum Catches Everyone 
It was great to have everyone back for some Handicap racing...and the summer 
run meant that it was staggered starts, giving some of the new members a chance 
to ‘learn’ the course by chasing down the person ahead!  The handicapper stared 
at a list of names that contained a lot of these new members and did his best to 
second guess their speeds, before setting them all off.  

Keeping a close eye on the clock, he was surprised when the sound of pure effort 
came round the corner before any runner did!  Double checking time he looked up 
to see Callum straining everything he had to burst for the line - fantastic effort! 

Almost 5 minutes later Gilly Markham appeared, with a look that said someone 
was coming...and that was Steve Whalley, who needed a further 10m to snatch 
second place and was wonderfully sporting as they both found their breath.   

At the end, all but two runners finished within 60 seconds of when the            
Handicapper thought they would, with Graeme Lee the closest at just three       
seconds off  prediction, so he was happy too…. 

Extra trophies were presented to Gilly Markham and Anna Hazelton in recognition 
of their lockdown ‘Virtual’ handicap successes and everyone left with happy faces 
— it was good to be back. 



Sara’s Stairway to Heaven 
This was the last race that completed the South Huddersfield Road and Trail Series! I have loved 
every race having to really push to try my best and win! But so far that one lady has always beaten 
me, so my mission is still incomplete...today I was on a mission -  my main mission to beat that one 

lady. All year I have come 2nd to this lady so I was hoping today was the day!  

I'll set the scene.... The weather was perfect no wind or rain, this never happens lol. The horn 
sounded and we were off with a road start. About a mile with a steady climb then we hit the very 
rocky first steep climb, at this point I was 1st lady so I was pushing to my limit up that horrible hill. 

All of a sudden she was there next to me  so I said “well done” and so did she and I thought 
no problem 2nd is fine I am proud of what I had achieved. I carried on up the hill, but then all of a 
sudden I thought ‘I’m gaining on her’… Never has this happened, once she passes I never see her 
again! Omg am catching her up and did it - I passed her… I had to keep going and told myself 
"don’t look back keep pushing and pushing." Then after a couple of mile I glanced over my shoulder 
and I couldn’t see her I couldn’t believe it I was 1st lady!  I then got to the bit that was tight and over 
a stream, I had to climb up through a little wooded area at about mile 5. Suddenly I got this feeling, 

was there a lady behind ME! I didn’t want to look.... lol  The next bit was very narrow, I stuck 
my elbows out and kept on pushing! Then the inevitable happened,  I was passed but by a different 

lady  Ahhh where did she come from? It's fine I'll take it I was 1st for 5 mile and happy with 
that. She was off like a shot up through the forest area. When I got to the top and up the road hill 
section, it was down hill for 2 miles to the finish I went for it, gave it everything to keep my second 
place I didn’t want my rival to pass. Back down the rocky road and to the bottom I was next to a 
man that I used to chase for the finish. The road back down seemed to go on forever I was dying I 

needed that finish line to hurry up I did it! I crossed the line 2nd lady and before my              

rival  50 seconds behind the 1st lady! Also after all that hard work and pushing forward I was 
the second fastest lady of the year/series 2021. Proud and extremely happy with what I have 
achieved in the last two years, I 
have hope for my next running 
year! My goal to be 1st          

lady...Bring on 2022  

Sara Lewis   

 

 



 The 2020 London Marathon – in 2021 

It was way back in 2019 that Ruth emailed me to say I had won the Meltham raffle to 

run the 2020 London Marathon. It was the first proper raffle I had ever won. I didn’t 

know at the time that it would take over 2 years to claim my prize! 

I have done plenty of half marathons over the years. Before Covid I often enjoyed 

combining a city break with a half marathon. My first was in Tallin, Estonia and I have 

since run half marathons in Lithuania, Latvia, Luxembourg, Sweden, Holland and 

Denmark. I don’t count the Majorca half – I got to the 10k finish and thought – that 

will do – back to the beach. I still feel guilty(ish)!  

Amongst those who have done a half marathon, I am sure we have all had the same 

thought. ‘There is absolutely no way I could turn around and do all that again!’ But 

despite having those thoughts I, like many others, still put my name in the ballot for 

the London Marathon every year. I knew that if I was going to do a marathon it had to 

be that one. I never won a ballot place and that is why I was so excited to win the 

Meltham raffle. 

I started seriously training for the April 2020 marathon in January. I just made sure I 

ran 4 times a week. I did parkrun on a Saturday, by big run on a Sunday, a run with 

either the club or Mark Hoath on the Tuesday or Wednesday and another 10k at 

some other point across the week. 

That plan seemed to work and I remember feeling really good when we did the club 

pub run from Huddersfield town centre at the start of March. At that point Covid had 

obviously entered the scene and people were beginning to talk about the cancellation 

of the marathon. Looking back it seemed obvious that the marathon (and everything 

else) would be cancelled but I guess at the time none of us had ever experienced a 

lockdown so we couldn’t quite imagine that happening. In any event, I kept on train-

ing – just in case! 

For me, like many Meltham runners, my training plan culminated with the ‘Spen 20’ 

road race. Mark and Caroline Hoath and others in the club had recommended it to 

me as a target race for my marathon prep. It turned out to be the last race I did in 

2020. The race was on Sunday 15 March (the weekend before lockdown) and I was 

pleased with my time of 2 hours 49 minutes. I was confident that with that time for 20 

miles over hilly Yorkshire roads I could achieve under 4 hours for the marathon. 



  
But the following week lockdown arrived and the marathon was inevitably and       
sensibly postponed. 

There was some talk that the marathon might be rescheduled in October 2020 but it 

soon became clear that wasn’t going to happen. The organisers targeted April 2021 

and clung on to that date for ages. However, that date also eventually became more 

hope than expectation and sure enough it was eventually announced that the April 

2020 marathon would be run in October 2021. 

So in August this year I ramped my marathon training back up. I adopted the same 

plan as last time. I enjoyed training for an October marathon. The Sunday runs were 

certainly much more pleasant in the long summer evenings than they were in        

January and February!  

With hindsight, I think my run in the Spen 20 in 2020 made me a little complacent. I 

told myself that as long as I could get to 20 miles in 3 hours the last 6 miles would be 

a doddle and I would complete a sub 4 hour marathon. Perhaps they would have 

been a doddle had I been able to train and run races like the Spen 20 this year but 

that wasn’t an option. I didn’t have a good grasp of what my long distance race pace 

looked like this time. 

I knew that if I could get to mile 20 within 3 hours I would have 10 minutes a mile to 

do the last 6 miles. I knew that by mile 20 I would have hit a wall but I presumed I 

would be able to maintain something between a 9 and 10 minute mile over the last 6 

miles. My presumption was wrong! 

The conditions on the day were perfect. The day before had seen torrential rain 

across the country and London was no exception. To see bright, sunny cloudless 

skies on the Sunday morning was lovely. It wasn’t cold and I could happily have 

headed to the start in my T-Shirt and shorts. 

At the start I went to the toilet and then just re-joined the back of the toilet queue as I 

knew I would need a few nervous wees before the start! That killed the time nicely as 

they had a staggered start due to Covid and my start time was 40 minutes after the 

mass start. The crowds were amazing throughout. I don’t remember a section where 

there wasn’t people 2 or 3 deep cheering and shouting encouragement. 



The first 13 miles flew by. I was through 13 miles in under 2 hours and I was          

consistently running at my target pace of around 8 mins 30 until mile 16. Then the    

expected and infamous ‘wall’ emerged. I was just focussed on getting to 20 miles in 

under 3 hours. That had been my focus from the start and I was pleased to have that 

as a target as it meant I didn’t need to worry about the last 6 miles……yet! 

I made it to 20 miles in under 3 hours but only just. I hadn’t nailed it like I had in the 

Spen 20 in 2020. A glance at my watch showed me at 2 hours 59 minutes and        

although I told myself the 4 hour target was still on I knew I wasn’t getting any faster. 

What I arrogantly had presumed would be an easily achieved sub 10 minute mile 

pace for the last 6 miles was proving nothing of the sort.  It is so hard to keep running 

when people start walking all around you – and then you spot the odd person         

receiving medical treatment at the side of the road. The devil on your shoulder says 

‘why not join them?’ But I knew my friends and family were waiting for me on the    

embankment at around mile 24 and that kept me jogging . There was no  way I was 

walking past them! Once I passed them I only had 2 miles to go and the sight of    

Parliament and then Buckingham Palace and the Royal Mall coming into view 

spurred me on. 

In the end I finished in 4 hours 8 minutes. I would have been over the moon to have 

finished 9 minutes earlier but I am still pleased with the time and just as importantly I 

raised over £1000 for the Buzz Project and Sanctuary Kirklees.  They are charities 

who support refugees and vulnerable members of the        

community in and around Huddersfield. Even though I don’t 

live in Kirklees it was important to me to raise     money for a 

charity in the area given that I was proudly running for 

Meltham AC.  I am really grateful to Meltham for giving me the 

opportunity to run in the marathon. I had entered the official 

ballot quite a few times and had never been successful. It was 

a great experience and if you have applied to run it in 2022 – 

good luck! You won’t      regret it. And if you aren’t successful 

don’t forget to add your name to the club raffle to win our 

place. All the hard work is worth it – honest! My top tips would 

be to make sure you stick to a proper training plan for the 4 

months running up to the big day, never dodge your ‘big’ run 

and I’d definitely also target the Spen 20 as your final big run. 

If you can do those 20 miles in March you will smash the Lon-

don Marathon in April! Also – place your family and friends be-

tween miles 22 and 24 – you will need them most around then!    



Catching up with Graeme Lee... 
 

Cartmel Lakeland Trail 

An old favourite among MAC runners is the Lakeland Trail series of spring and autumn trail runs set 
in different parts of the Lakes. Despite having signed up for the 2020 spring series back in 2019 I 
philosophically realised as I lined up for my Cartmel 2020 event, that it had already taken me 18 
months and I hadn’t even crossed the start line. No pressure on my finish time then! Even so it is 
still nice to have an idea how one is progressing so, as my start time approached, I got my Garmin 
into action and decided to drop it in the soft grass to help it get a signal – except it decided the 
soft landing was more than enough to go completely blank. That meant I would be running blank 
with no idea of how far I had been, how far there was to go and how much more pain I had to   
suffer. 

The New Wave movement of the Lakeland Trails is one of the side benefits of COVID. Rather than 
a mass start you can choose your start time, which in my case was between noon and 13:30. I 
chose 12:46 on the basis that there would be 45 groups of starters for me to chase. As my time 
approached the 12:43 wave set off with just a few runners, then the 12:44 wave with no runners 
and finally the 12:45 wave with about 20 runners – that’s more like it. What a joy having 20       
runners a minute ahead and within sight of me.  

At the Lakeland Trails you can choose to run in either the race or challenge event at 10K or 14K to 
18K depending on the venue. At Cartmel I was in the longer challenge event, which meant 18K of 
up and down running through some of the country’s most beautiful scenery. Cartmel doesn’t have 
the beastly climbs of some its Lakeland cousins but it’s certainly no walk in the park, although in 
my case it was several walks up the steeper climbs! 

As I set off from the start at probably England’s most picturesque racecourse my goal was to catch 
as many people, and be overtaken by as few people, as possible. Within two kilometres I had     
already bagged my first ten runners – thank heavens for that 12:45 wave! My goal quickly rose to 
catching 50 runners and as I neared my goal it kept me pushing on to make sure runners didn’t 
retake me on my walking bits. I asked a Marshall “how far left?” and she told me 6.5K to go – I 
was knackered but I told myself it was only a parkrun and a bit from the finish. I also told myself 
that it must be mainly downhill to coax a little bit extra from my weary legs. With about 3K to go I 
had a to and fro battle with a young whippersnapper as we walked/ran at different points of the 
hill. I beat him to the top and never saw him again. “One kilometre to go” said a Marshall, which I 
knew was about 1,000 steps. When I reached 1,200 and no sign of the finish I knew he had been 
liberal in his measurement and I gave up counting. On the last section through the woods I passed 
three more runners and then daylight as I came back out onto the racecourse and the last 100m 
sprint to the finish.  

A shade under 1 hour 50 minutes put me in 33rd position out of the 304 runners. But the time and 
finish position are never important on a Lakeland Trail. It is the experience of having run in some 
of the best countryside you can find in the UK. The weather was great, as was the ice cream I 
treated myself to in the village shop. If you haven’t done a Lakeland Trail yet – what are you     
waiting for? 



Hopton 10K 

I wasn’t planning on running the Hopton 10K, despite having become familiar with 
the terrain during lockdown runs with Paul Elliott. But, when offered a free ticket by 
Paul’s neighbour, I decided to get out my MAC vest and give it a go. A mix of road 
and trail it promised to be a tough little course with quite a bit of climbing thrown   
into the mix.  

Only a stone’s throw from Paul’s new abode in Lower Hopton we headed for the start 
at the local school and immediately bumped into John Gray in his green and purple 
and ex MAC member Ali Young. A well organised team were handing out the       
numbers and after a chat with a few other runners we headed to the start in the 
school playing field.  The starter announced that he wouldn’t be counting down     
because his timer didn’t allow it – could he really not count 3 – 2 – 1 go? Anyway, 
pondering this question I was caught unawares as he shouted “GO” and the rest of 
the 175 strong field was up and running. John went off like a whippet chasing a     
rabbit, while I tailed Paul along the main road towards the right turn that would take 
us up into the woods.  

I passed Paul on the 1.5k road section and could see John’s MAC vest in the distance 
trading places with another ex MAC member, Mick Lunn. I thought I wouldn’t see 
them again with my propensity to walk gradients of more than 5%. Sure enough, the 
first steep bit through the woods arrived and I settled into second gear walking and I 
lost sight of the two of them. Then a flat bit and a downhill bit and back they were in 
sight – good news, they weren’t pulling away with any dramatic effect. Then another 
long climb and I thought my chances of catching them had gone. John seemed to be 
at the top of the hill just as it felt like I was at the bottom. A bit of fartlekking, which 
is not nearly as rude as it sounds, kept me in the hunt but I had lost sight of both 
my quarries. 

The top of the climb was also the top of the race and with only 3K to go I knew 
there was a flat bit round the golf course followed by a long downhill stretch through 
the woods and then a 1.5K dash back along the road to the finish. I passed several 
tenderfoots on the way down the steep track and finally hit the road for home. The 
pale blue shirt of Mick came into view with the green and purple of John just ahead. 
It was a long shot as they were a good 300m ahead of me, but I could feel myself 
gaining. As I came round the corner of the Flowerpot pub John was about 150m 
ahead and Mick 50m closer still. I pushed on and passed a few more runners and as 
I entered the twists and turns of the last 100m. John was gone but Mick was now 
only 30m in front of me. I gave him a shout to get him sprinting and he just found 
enough to beat me by a second with John untroubled by our efforts.  Paul, who is a 
bit off his usual pace at the moment, finished a few minutes back. A lovely little run 
and a goody bag filled with a t-shirt, Mars bar and half a coconut filled with bird food 
for our troubles. 

1st Mark Holden 39:29 - that was quick! 

30th John Gray 53:53 

32nd Graeme Lee 54:05 

52nd Paul Elliott 57:23 



Men’s 10K Edinburgh  

Just over a week after taking 2 hours, 4 minutes and 38 seconds to run 10K in      
Tebay, I found myself on the start line of the Men’s 10K Edinburgh, hoping for a 
somewhat better time.   

Starting just below the gates to Edinburgh Castle and ending inside Murrayfield, this 
was my first proper city 10K. Despite the grand Royal Mile start it was a relatively 
small “big” event with just over a thousand runners. With a self-estimated finish time 
of 48 minutes I was in the green zone, 100m back from the white, red and yellow 
zones of the quicker runners. Given the chip timing there was no rush to get through 
the start line and I kept myself to the rear of my zone to give myself more runners 
to chase. 

With the first 3K being generally downhill I wanted to get a good start and I found 
myself weaving through slower runners down to the Scottish National Gallery and 
past Waverley Station. A sub-4 minute first K put me well ahead of schedule, but 
with some inclines to come I kept up my pace for the next 2K to Holyrood Park. 
Then the tough uphill section to the Glassmarket followed and my pace dropped, but 
I was still within 45-minute pace as long as my legs could hold out. The last 4K was 
straight and flat and before I knew it the roof of Murrayfield came into view with 
about 1.5K to go. Under the tramway, around the outside of the East Stand, through 
the entrance to the North Stand and a 100m sprint to the finish inside the stadium. 
44:06 and redemption from the previous week – I can still run ! 

 

This was a superbly well organised event and I have already paid my £22 for next 
year. That is the same price as the Hopton 10K, which doesn’t start outside a castle 
and doesn’t finish inside an international rugby stadium! If anyone wants to join me 
– it is 23rd October 2022. 

  



SITUATION VACANT 
As racing starts to return, MAC members have been all over the place, wearing the 
Green and Purple with pride...these 22 pages (!) barely cover what has happened 
over the last 6 months...but alas your editor has simply not been able to dedicate the 
time to produce this newsletter that you have come to enjoy. 

So, after 82 issues of this fine newsletter, and a further 10 specials (covering Calder-
dale Way Relays, Billy Bland Challenges and even a Health and Safety Special!) it’s 
time to hand over the quill...I will happily supply the templates and explain all the 
magic behind the scenes but the gauntlet is throw open...who wants the chair? 

Members will supply copy (thanks to all the different people who have provided race 
reports and shoe reviews!), and I will likely even write up my own races if you get 
short of content...over the years we have had ‘Meet the Runner’, ‘Know the Route’ 
and other features too short lived to remember...so you can really do whatever you 
like with it...I’m not precious! 

If you are interested, or have any specific questions, just let me know…. 

Thanks again and I’ll see you about…. 

Jeff 

 


