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Communication! Communication! Communication!  

 

I like to think that Croups are pretty good when it comes to communication. Well hopefully, things 
are now starting to get even better. For almost a decade now weôve been extremely fortunate to 
have access to a fantastic website www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org.uk 
For results, forthcoming events, links to other websites, details of our own races etc. weôve been 
incredibly spoilt for information. Provision of such a huge range of information is incredibly time-
consuming to maintain, and Iôm sure youôll agree that we all owe a huge debt of gratitude to Dave 
Weeden. However, for communication to have maximum impact, we should ALL be contributing to 
the common good. To that end, two new websites have been established to run parallel to the 
original. Take a look at www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org  This has been set up to make 
communication truly inter-active. There are a number of sub-editors. There is a latest news section, 
and a forum to share ideas and information. There is a social section. Thereôs a gallery for pictures. 
Thereôs a stats section, giving details of all our club championships and ranking lists. Thereôs an 
opportunity to have your say as to what other features youôd like to see. 
So wherever you happen to be in the world, you can keep tabs on all thatôs going on. 
One of the ideas behind this innovation is also to have ACE online. The October 2009 edition will 
hopefully be the first. And if you want to see how this all started ï the very first ACE from March 
1982 is already available. 
 
Finally, thereôs now also a dedicated website www.lescroupierswcr.org which is specifically for our 
flagship event, the Welsh Castles Relay. 
Did I ever tell you that we are ñthe greatest club on the planet?ò Well weôve just got even better. 
 

Cross Country  
 

We love it! Lots to look forward to this autumn, whether you like road, off road, cross country or 
track. However, the Gwent League is the competition in which we have perhaps the largest input, 
both competitively and administratively. The fact that there are 5 different venues means that thereôs 
something for everyone, come rain or shine, dry or muddy. This seasonôs details: 
 

Sunday 11 October, 2009 Newbridge Fields, Bridgend 

Sunday 8 November, 2009 University of Bath 

Sunday 6 December, 2009 Hestercombe Gardens, Taunton 

Saturday 13 February, 2010 Penlan Leisure Centre, Brecon 

Saturday 6 March, 2010 Blaise Castle, Bristol 

 
And the club pays your entry for you! All we ask is that you let your team captain (Phil or Yvonne) of 
your intention to run, so we can register you in advance. Please also report to the Team Captain / 
Manager AT LEAST ONE HOUR before race time ï we have to declare teams in order of 
anticipated finishing position. Look for the Red Tent ï or better still please lend a hand in putting it 
up and taking it down. 
There are many other cross country events too ï so please listen on Thursday nights for details, or 
for Gwent Leagues, log on to: www.gwent-league.org.uk 

http://www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org.uk/
http://www.lescroupiersrunningclub.org/
http://www.lescroupierswcr.org/


The Joys of Gwent League *  

 

There are some members of the club who have never run a cross -country Gwent League race. I 

think they are missing out on the fun. Hereõs 

why. 

1. You get points for the club, wherever you finish. There are loads of team categories at 

the end of the season (5 races, Oct ð Mar) ð you can be part of the glory!  

2. Somebody (thanks Libby an d others) often brings cakes to eat at the finish. Maybe you 

would like to eat or contribute.  

3. You can be a real hero by turning up when itõs really wet, windy, cold, frozen, hot 

(sometimes!), whatever. And you get points for the club!  

4. Running on the countr y is good because it uses a wide range of muscles to cope with the 

terrain and the conditions. (Ouch) And I reckon that 6k on the country (Ladiesõ race) is 

worth about 7 miles on the road in effort. Thatõs what I tell myself anyway. And there 

may be cake as a reward.  

5. The men have the chance to watch the women suffer as we race first and check out the 

course for them -  then the women can watch the men, feeling smug.  

6. You really earn your meal, drink, bath in the evening. And you get points for the club!  

7. The sight of the start of the menõs race is thrilling ð honest. Great to watch the sea of 

red and green of our team, getting points for the club. Expect the start of the Ladiesõ 

race is the same, but better.  

8. We have a club tent and all congregate there. Thereõs a great club spirit. And maybe 

cake. 

9. You get to meet up with your friends?/rivals from other clubs so you can all moan 

before the race and then tell each other how much you enjoyed it and canõt wait for the 

next one. And did I mention you get points for the club?  

10. The club pay your entry fees!  

 

There may be some who hold a different view. Ummmé.  

1. It can be a long outing when you include travel to and from the venue ð but, hey, you get 

to see the world. And did you really want to go to Tescoõs, decorate the lounge, clear out 

the garage, write that essay?  

2. It can be cold, wet etc. But see 3 above. Just bring all the old kit you can carry and put 

it on/off layer by layer. And itõs often nice and sunny anyway. 

 

 

So go ahead and let your club cross -country capta in know you are going to turn up.  More info 

at http://www.gwent -league.org.uk/  

See you there!  

 

Mal Rowson 

*These races are hardly ever held in Gwent. Use this fact to confuse your non -running friends.  

http://www.gwent-league.org.uk/


MACHEN MOUNTAIN HOP 

Tim is driving us to Machen and Graeme is navigating. We have just passed over the motorway and are 

negotiating a twisty single-track road. Hemmed in between high banks it seems to go on forever, in spite of 

Graemeôs confidence that it will shortly widen out. Passing places are few and a couple of times we have to 

reverse for oncoming vehicles. I decide not to tell my Land Rover story, wonôt go into details but it ends with 

a Land Rover stuck fast, wedged sideways on to the road between the banks of just such a lane as this.                                                                                                                                                        

We meet no such misfortune and arrive in plenty of time. Alan Mann is with us, although heôs running back 

with Libby and another of the women. We collect our T shirts (very tasteful, in blue) and start doing pre-race 

things ï stretches, warm-ups, aimlessly wandering about. There are a large number of Croups vests in 

evidence; Terry Caveneyôs sports a badge advertising the fact that today is his sixtieth birthday. I complain 

about the laces of my trail shoes, which have a tendency to come undone. Mike tells me to pull the knot tight, 

rub some spit on to it and then pull it tight again.                                                                We gather for the 

start and I feel a pleasurable sense of anticipation looking at the hillside. Machen Mountain is not high ï 362 

metres according to my map, or about 1000 feet in the old money. Thereôs a bit of low cloud on the slopes 

though, giving it a look of mystery. A police officer sets us off, we take a turn round the sports fields then 

head out to the main road where police have held the traffic up for us. On the steep climb past the church I 

find Iôm level with Libby, the difference being that sheôs waving at people and shouting cheery greetings 

whereas Iôm incapable of speech.                                                   Onto a muddy track, we descend for a while 

along the edge of a wood, then start to climb. Soon Iôm reduced to walking. Itôs good to be out on the hillside 

though, approaching the open land at the top, a line of brightly dressed runners snaking ahead through the 

muted browns and greens of our surroundings. There are plenty of marshals, in particular the local army 

cadets have turned out in force and are very encouraging of our efforts. Gaining the ridge I can look down on 

the town of Risca, far below and partly obscured by cloud.                                                                                                                                        

By this stage Iôm bathed in sweat, my thighs are screaming at me to stop and my lungs are making some weird 

noises. This is the last steep uphill bit though. A short descent follows, a sharp left and then a gently rising 

incline past the radio mast and up to the trig point. Mike goes past me as this latter appears through the murk.                                                                                                                                           

A steep and bumpy descent follows, strewn with partly exposed rocks. Approved fell running technique on 

such slopes is to lean forward and relax, letting gravity carry you down. I find a leaning back, tensed up 

approach more in keeping with my style of running. A knot of club members gives some welcome support at 

the turn at the foot of the slope and then itôs off along a peaty track on a gentler incline. I settle into a steady 

pace, running fluidly and smoothly, in harmony with my surroundings. If birds have self-awareness this is 

how they must feel when soaring across a hillside on an updraught of air.                     Next thing I know, Iôm 

sliding face first across some tussocky grass. My glasses hang suspended in front of my face for a moment 

then disappear behind me. On I go, a surprising way before coming to a sudden halt in a clump of brambles 

where I lie shouting: ñMind my glasses! Watch out for my glasses, watché.ò at the feet thumping along the 

track a few feet above me. I am unhurt but lying at an angle which prevents me from exerting any leverage to 

raise myself and can only wave my limbs about like an upturned beetle. A kindly hand stretches out to me and 

I scramble upright. I find my glasses unharmed and resume my run.                                                                                                                                                                 

The rest of the race passes without incident. Efficient police officers get us back across the road. A final lap of 

the sports field and I even manage a finishing sprint. My shoelaces are fine so I can recommend the spittle 

thing. Standing around afterwards are many people with bramble cuts, though I seem to have distinguished 

myself by the number and extent of mine. Theyôre all pretty minor though and a small price to pay for a 

thoroughly enjoyable run.                                                                                                            A pleasant hour 

is spent eating buffet food and watching the surprisingly complex preparations for a bowls match. I watch the 

prizegiving through an open door. The club wins a couple of things. We make our way back to Cardiff. My 

own prize comes when I find out my time next day. Itôs a PB. By one second! 

ALAN MASON      

 



 

 
 
 

You should all of heard about parkrun by now, especially as I tend to give it top billing on a 

Thursday night, for those of you who havenõt experienced it, why not give it a go just once? 

 

For those who have been along on a Saturday morning you will have seen our set -up and 

received your confirmation e -mail afterwards, but have you ever wondered what goes into 

getting everything ready for a Saturday morning on a weekly basis.  

 

As Event Director Iõm still covering several roles which include: Volunteers Co-ordinator; 

Administrator; and Equipment Storage & Delivery. Thankfully when Iõm away I have a group of 

others who help out and cover these areas for me in Jeff, Matt, John G and Andrew S. So 

preparation starts really after the last event in a particular month when I e -mail out to 

everyone on my Volunteers list asking who can help out over the coming month, when I get the 

replies I try to make a list for each of the weeks. For each of the  individual Saturdays my 

week starts on a Thursday night when I get home from the Club, I try to e -mail out to all the 

Volunteers a list of those due to help on the Saturday and what òjobó they are down for, if 

there are any gaps then hopefully these will get filled. The next stage happens on Friday 

evening, I have to keep an eye on the New Registrations for the week and update the laptops 

from the Data Base. I normally do the download between midnight and 1.00am so that I can be 

as up to date as possible, because despite the website saying Register before 6pm people still 

register after that. In the build up to this I have to make sure that the laptops are fully 

charged, the memory on the cameras has been cleared and the batteries charged, and 

occasionally check the walkie talkies are charged as well.  

 

Come Saturday morning I lug the bags etc down to the car and head over to Tesco, I used to 

get there for 8.00am or just after, now it is more like 8.20am. I unload the car and pass 

everything through the fence  (oh to have a gate) and then make my way round to the meeting 

area. Iõm normally met by Steve Owen and Matt who set everything up, we are always joined by 

John G and a few others, and everyone now seems to know where everything should go. We 

have the grou nd sheets for bags, the 3 umbrellaõs and desks and the banner flag so people can 

see us from the car park, John has also been bringing the Club banner flag that we have been 

putting up on the start/finish line.  

 

The next job is to check off all the Volunte ers have arrived. This has become a sort of inner 

franchise of Cardiff parkrun; depending on their availability certain people have claimed their 

A week in the 

life of a parkrun 
Event D irector  



own jobs and now do them regularly. At the Finish area we Derek on the Timer and John G on 

Numbers, Karen P on Registration, Steve O has the responsibility of putting out the distance 

markers and then marshalling at the Millennium Bridge, Andrew S is our Lead Bike expert, 

Eirian is our Sweep/Tail Runner, and our photographers are Wouter and Davey P. We have 

several others who have transferable skills depending on our needs ð Jeff, Matt T, John O, 

Katie B and Stuart C. Then there are those who regularly help out by marshalling on the course 

at various points or even cover the other positions when needed (sorry, but if I list everyone 

Iõd take up the whole of ACE). We have a lot of Volunteers from other Clubs and even those 

who are unattached.  

 

On the Start line, it is then time to give the description/briefing ð mainly for the newcomers 

as things donõt tend to change from week to week. This is also the time for announcing any of 

the Tee shirts to be awarded for the 50 or Jnr 10 òclubsó. Once they are off it is time to set 

up the finish funnel with our small cones and then I take up any role that needs covering, 

normally this is taking photoõs at the finish or shepherding the queue for Registration and 

shifting people to the free desk.  

After the last participant has finished then everyone dives into action and starts packing 

away, the laptops are closed down and finishi ng discs are put back in order. Everything is 

loaded back into the car and we head in to Tescoõs and set up camp in the coffee shop. Phase 2 

then starts, this involves transferring the data from the other 2 laptops onto the òmasteró 

machine, then the times  have to be downloaded on to the laptop and transferred into the 

results file. It is then time to have a quick look through to see if there are any obvious 

adjustments needed.  

Things donõt stop when I get home, if there were any participants who hadnõt registered I 

have to check if they have done so by 12 noon and then update the laptop and make the 

adjustment. We sometimes have people starting late, so we adjust their time and as a result 

their position, this takes a bit of time as I have to do it manually . Then I have to e -mail both 

the Results and Volunteers files off to London for them to be loaded onto the website, this 

then generates the e -mails that you get for either running or volunteering. Next job is the 

photos; first of all they are downloaded on to my laptop then resized before loading them onto 

the website. I then receive a report with all the stats and results, from this I try to put 

together a race report, this is done by using the combination of photos, the stats report and 

the results, this n ormally takes me a couple of hours. For the rest of the week up to 

Wednesday I have to keep checking the New Registrations if there are any further 

adjustments to be made.  

Then it all starts again ð I hope that this gives you an insight as to what goes on in the world 

of parkrun. If you would like to help out or get involved then please let me know.  

 

Thanks 

Phil 



JP Morgan Chase & Co. Corporate Challenge  
 

Two years ago it was announced that Tata, an Indian conglomerate, was buying 
Corus, the Anglo-Dutch steel company. My grandmother made a big fuss. She could 
remember India when it was part of The British Empire. Now the boot was on the 
other foot. 
Nevertheless Corus still kept its name, as you would have noticed in the Welsh 
Castles Relay. On a day-to-day basis, Tata hasnôt changed Corus greatly. When it 
came to West-Glamorgan League Events, as far as I was concerned, I was running 
for Corus. Things finally changed on 9th July, 2009. 
Every year, JP Morgan Chase organises The Corporate Challenge. It is a global 
event, with various races of the same distance, 5.6km (3.5 miles), taking place all 
over the world. Companies send teams over to participate. The one in London is 
based in Battersea Park. Last year, Tata sent a team to participate, under the 
organisation of Tara Lenehan. 
This year, she invited the Corus runners to attend. This was the first time we were 
going to represent Tata. I happily signed up. I was planning to take Thursday off and 
spend the weekend in London with my family but I had to change plans when Neil 
Samuel told me that he was on a course that day and needed someone to drive a 
pool car to pick up Lee Smith. Neil later was given exemption from the course at the 
last minute because of other issues. 
Just after lunch, Neil and I set off. I didnôt have to take holiday as it was classified as 
company business. We picked up Shaun Tobin and Lee Smith and headed to 
London. Neil told me that Corus used to participate in the Corporate Challenge until 
five years ago. Last time, they were asked to look over some beers by a company, 
which they gladly did whilst taking a few crates as commission.  
Unfortunately, near the M25, there had been an accident, resulting in slow moving 
queues. We honestly though we werenôt going to make it. Once we got through, we 
then had to find somewhere to park and then peg it to the Tata meeting point. We 
were issued with our chips and numbers. As I had taken precautions to hydrate 
myself during the journey, I was now bursting and rushed to a tree before I finally set 
off to the start. 
With over 12,000 runners, it took a while to weave through the mob. I knew I needed 
to get as near the front as possible.  I was barred from heading straight to the front as 
I wasnôt register in the sub-21 group i.e. expected to run the course in under 21 
minutes. Once the race started, it took me four and a half minutes to cross the start 
line. 
As the paths were quite narrow, I still had to do a lot of weaving. Some people were 
walking, others slowly jogging and some who took the running side seriously. I came 
across three people walking in a chain, holding hands. This forced everyone else to 
run around them. Personally I think they should be shot. If youôre going to do that, go 
to the back. As a result of being stuck in a mob, it was hard for me to run at full speed. 

This is not the same as SAAFA. There were times when the path narrowed, creating 
even more congestion. It was only in the latter stage that I could pick up speed. By 



the time I got to the 5km mark, it had taken me more than 20 minutes. Whereas when 
I ran the June SAAFA with a chest infection my time was a disappointing 18:42. I got 
to the finish with a time of 22:54. I made my way over to the village handing in my 
chip. I went to the meeting point. In my rush, I didnôt hear where I was supposed to 
meet up. It was more than half an hour before Neil Samuel found me.  
The Tata group were impressed by the efforts of the Corus runners. I was the third 
fastest Tata runner. Lee Smith was the fastest with a time of 22 minutes. The 
standards of Tata was OK although one team member had a cigarette break in the 
middle of the race! Tara promised to put us in the sub-21 group for next year. Figuring 
that she was Irish, I found out that she was from Cork. I had a burning query about 
this. I had always wondered what you call someone from Cork. Corkish seemed a bit 
funny. Corker probably wouldnôt go down too well with the women. Itôs Corkonian. If 
you going to learn something new from going to races, then itôs worth attending.  
Neil used the race as an opportunity to network. He got to meet one of the top Tata 
managers. This was also my first opportunity to meet Tata colleagues. Canôt possibly 
imagine why they donôt bother popping over to Port Talbot. This is great thing about 
sports. It provides a golden chance of networking, from senior managers to other 
regional colleagues. I have already mentioned that the Castles Relay allowed me to 
meet Dutch colleagues. Now Iôve been able to meet Tata colleagues. Iôm no one 
special in Port Talbot but running has enable me to become  a face of CSP UK. 
The Corus lot headed back to Wales, knowing that weôd be highly valued for next year 
and improve the standard. I certainly saw a lot of runners smoking after the race. I 
guess thatôs the thing with business races, itôs not meant to be for the elite runners but 
for anyone who can just about manage two steps. It looks probable that there will be a 
Tata presence in next yearôs Welsh Castles Relay. 
Daniel Harris 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Myself, Neil Samuel, Shaun Tobin & Lee Smith. 

 



Ridiculously Mad Endurance Events That can be  done by us Mere Mortals  
 
The Little Ones would like to thank David Proud for his mind boggling article about feats of 
superhuman endurance, not least of which were the Running Monks, who claimed their Sainthoods 
by travelling ridiculous distances over inhospitable terrain, with limited food and water, and of course 
no sex or alcohol. While we can obviously admire their Spartan fortitude, us mere mortals, namely 
serious drinkers with a running problem, need something a little closer to home to push the 
boundaries of bravery/nuttery, and hold our pints up high! So here's a light-hearted account of 
something a bit more challenging than usual, but not quite enough for a Sainthood. 
 
1.Two Halves in less than 24 Hours  
 
This June event consists of the Hilly Half on Saturday evening in Bourton-on-the Water, followed by 
the Torbay Half on Sunday morning. These are two very contrasting events; the Hilly Half lives up to 
its name, while the course takes in the lovely scenery of a laid back June evening in the Cotswolds, 
but the razzmatazz of the English Riviera on a Sunday morning, with hoards of runners and holiday 
makers, provides decibels as well as atmosphere. It's another world.  
As well as the physical challenge, there's also the logistics of driving all the way from the Cotswolds 
to Torquay on a Saturday night, after running a half and before running another, but luckily for me, 
Alan loves driving and running. I sometimes feel guilty, and I do offer to drive, but he always 
declines... 
 
 2.The Cheddar/Sodbury Doubl e 
 
The Cheddar Half is a friendly, rural, very undulating half held on a Saturday in November, while the 
Sodbury Slog occurs the following day, on Remembrance Sunday. We are sent off after the majestic 
strains of The Last Post, after which we all become rather less majestic as we haul ourselves over 
about ten miles through ninety-two different types of mud, and equally stinky water. If you're thinking 
of having a go at The  Tough Guy, do the Sodbury Slog first, just to see if liquid animal poop is really 
your thing. Well, it's a matter of scale, really, isn't it? Although I have survived the Sodbury Slog 
several times, I have not done the Tough Guy. Their animal poop is deep; I know, I've spectated. 
 
3.The Tough Guy  
 
A baptism in fire, water, mud and poop, with eight miles of cross country running, followed by some 
fun obstacles, this event is a great spectator sport. As for taking part, I come over all small and 
fragile just thinking about it, even though I entered back in 2004, with Alan as my guide.  Once I 
accomplished having Alan as my boyfriend, I managed to wriggle out of it, while Alan has 
accomplished two finishes and a nearly. The nearly was his first, and he was pulled out because he 
fell and got a nosebleed. There was no need for this; he was covered in crap anyway ï was he 
really going to be that concerned about a bit of blood on his shirt? 
Alan's Last Ever Ever Tough Guy was really funny, on a few levels. Shaun Connor and Alan's 
friendship/rivalry was based around marathon/tough guy rivalry. While Shaun has never beaten Alan 
in a marathon, he trounces him in Tough Guy, so Alan was hatching a plan. Alan paid a substantial 
sum to the Tough Guy organisation to start with the leaders, a privilege only available either through 
money, or having successfully completed a number of events. Needless to say, in Alan's case, 
skullduggery was called for. When Alan paid for his place in the same pen as Shaun, I was sworn to 
secrecy, even though we all regularly saw each other at the track, the club and my sports massage 
couch. Come the day, I was spectating, while Alan made his way to the start. Neither of us had seen 
Shaun.  
At the start, Alan caught sight of Shaun, and bided his time.... 



The gun went, and Shaun felt a tap on his shoulder. ñHello ,Boyo,ò came Alan's 'friendly 
encouragement.'  
ñWhat the f***k are you doing here?ò were Shaun's last words as he bulldozed his way to an all-time 
PB, fuelled by abject panic, only stopping once to retie a lace, all fingers and thumbs; the nightmare 
of The Little Sod Beating Him In The tough Guy almost too much to bear. He needn't have worried; 
Alan was well over an hour behind him. By the time The Little Sod had arrived, I'd had several 
nervous breakdowns and covered several miles and medical tents looking for him. When I did find 
him, a lack of blubber had clearly taken it's toll; he was blue, and had to be wrapped up and given 
warm things to eat and drink. He said ñNever again.ò He meant it. And he was happy to 'help' Shaun 
to a  new PB. 
 
4.The Parkrun/Gwent League Doubl e 
 
The ultimate hangover cure, this double Saturday racing opportunity is not to be missed.  You could 
treat the Parkrun as a warm up, or run it like a nutter, and see what you've got for the Gwent 
League, or you could win them both! It's your level, your race, but either way, it's great for winter 
wellbeing. If you're fit and nutty enough for this one, hold your Saturday pint high! 
 
5.The Master's League meetings and Welsh Masters Championships  

 
It's one thing entering one race, then another the next day, but what about two an hour all afternoon 
or evening. Warming up, running your guts out, warming down. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat. Oh, and 
throw in the hammer and long jump for good measure, for team points. To do this, you need a good 
sense of humour, and a wellard physique. This is not for the textbook athlete, or the faint hearted.... 
The trouble with sprints and middle distance track events, and unfamiliar field events is that they are 
very intense, producing a lot of inflammation and fatigue in the muscles. Repeatedly imposing this 
on the muscles in one day is not something elite athletes would ever do; it's asking for trouble. But 
Masters Athletes are a far hardier breed, and thanks to these events you can experience peaks and 
troughs in adrenaline and muscle power the SAS don't even approach. Always have ice and 
ibuprofen on hand...'cos we're AAAARD.. 
 
6.The Club to Club  
 
We all know what it's like in the middle of summer; more races than you can shake a stick at! The 
second week in July presents an opportunity to do the club run on the thursday, then race every 
day, right up to the following club run! The races that fall between the two club runs are: 
Friday ï the Run and Become Self Transcendence 4 
Saturday ï the Parkrun 
Sunday ï New Forest 10 
Monday ï Frampton 10k 
Tuesday ï Rose Inn 4 
Wednesday ï Cosmeston Relays 
And back to the club run on Thursday! Just to make it the bonafide Club to Club, you might have to 
go on the club run with people you know are faster than you ï that way, you get to bust a gut for 
eight days on the trot. Good luck. 
 
7. The Dartmoor Discovery Ultramarathon  

 
One of my personal all-time favourites, this ridiculously hilly but beautiful event takes in all the 
scenery ï and weather ï for 32 and a bit miles on the road around Dartmoor National Park. The 
organisation and cammaraderie are second to none, and although 'never again' is a frequent finish-



line quote, many people, including Alan and I, just can't stay away, and keep returning year after 
year. The training for the event is fun too, with a four-hour long run and several sessions of reps of 
Castel Coch Hill to build leg strength. Fancy a go? An ordinary marathon will seem sweet and 
cuddly by comparison, and you don't tend to want to run for a bit after a good Dartmoor. But you'll 
hold your pint up high, and you'll be back for more... 
 
 
 
8. The Two Red Kites  

 
In June, in a wild and woolly area in Wales near Aberystwyth, a two-day multiterain event, known as 
The Red Kite Challenge, runs over Saturday and Sunday. On Saturday, there's an 11 mile race, and 
on Sunday it's 18 miles. The terrain is challenging; rough mountain and woodland paths, with some 
ascending and descending, means that you actually have to stop running to appreciate the stunning 
mountains, lakes and forests, with the beautiful Red Kites, a once endangered bird of prey that is 
now encouraged to the area by being fed every afternoon. Luckily, feeding time occurs just after the 
race, and these birds are awesome! Due to my visual impairment, this event is not a race for me as 
such ï in fact, I usually go out of my way to come last. I was very disappointed last time I did it; I 
was convinced I was last, but shortly after I crossed the line, I realised somebody was behind me. 
This particular year, Alan and I had ourselves signed up for the two races ï fresh from four 
marathons in four weeks, we were up for it. The first race done and dusted, we could look forward to 
more of the same the next day, only longer...  
We stayed at a nice hotel in Aberystwyth, right on the sea front. We only had to walk about a 
hundred yards to the pub, so driving was not an issue. As the sun set over the ocean in a symphony 
of gold and red, one pint of Guinness led to six, and although we slept well, we didn't feel very 
athletic the next morning. So Health and Safety took priority, and we decided that one Red Kite 
challenge was enough, so we went for a walk around Devil's Bridge instead. Oh well, maybe good 
old Arthur Guiness saved us from a twisted ankle or something. The Sainthood was put on hold... 
 
9. The Triple ï 3 Marathons in 3 Days  
 
If you attempt this one during the last weekend in October, you'll have something else to moan 
about, apart from the clocks going back. This ultra-runner's must-do used to comprise the Beachy 
Head Marathon on Saturday, Snowdon on Sunday, then Dublin on Monday. However, since the 25th 
aniiversary of the Snowdon Marathon in 2007, the event has switched to the Saturday, so they could 
have a piss-up after the race. Sadly, this makes it hard to include in a triple, so this year, The Little 
Ones will have to do Beachy Head, Brentford Marathon, and Dublin. We've done Snowdon and 
Dublin twice now, and I can tell you from experience that the day off in between does not help! 
 
10 The Barry Forty   
 
Yes, love it or loathe it, this is one of Wales's most renowned ultras. A bit scant on scenery, this 161 
lap journey into every nook and cranny of the human psyche is usually held on the first Sunday in 
March.  The monotony of passing the same billboards 161 times is often broken by the very 
colourful weather; we've had sun, rain, sub-zero gales and  hail, and some stunning rainbows. The 
obvious challenge of running so far is added to by the fact that you have no less than 161 
opportunities to throw the towel in every time you pass the finish. What keeps you going is hearing 
'c'mon whatever-your-name-is' 161 times. 
And then there's the training. They say you can get away with going up to the marathon distance in 
training, but personally we believe the body needs more than this to adapt, and do the event without 
incurring lasting injury. A weekly track session is a good idea, to get your body used to 'going round 



the bend ' 322 times. Two key sessions, which must be spaced far enough apart to allow recovery, 
are the 30 mile long run and the 20/20 double. Yes, 20 on the track (often quick) on Saturday, then 
a 20 on the trail (often slower!), on the Sunday. When you consider the time of year all this has to be 
done, an Obsessive/Compulsive disorder is an obvious advantage.  
 
11. Become a TIT  
 
Ten in Ten days is the number of marathons you have to do before you can proudly call yourself a 
TIT. This event, held on a windswept, hilly course around Lake Windermere, is organised by 
Brathray harriers. While the entry is free, you have to raise £2000 pounds or more for their charity, 
which helps disadvantaged children. God knows how you'd train for this event; I suppose you'd just 
have to be quite used to running, really...  
 
12.Four in Four Weeks           
 
This one happened by accident. It was originally supposed to be a summer triple, but we got our 
dates wrong, so four in four weeks was  born. Starting with the 100k in Cardiff, then Edinburgh 
Marathon, then Cork City Marathon, then the legendary Dartmoor. I only ran 32 miles of the 100k, 
but Alan saw the whole thing through. Running four in four weeks leaves the legs in an interesting 
state, and actually accomplishing such a feat doesn't half interfere with training! Indeed, inbetween 
events, we hardly did any running at all, just walking and light jogging for recovery. 
As with all these multiple events, there's more to it than just running. When it comes to teamwork, 
Alan and I are like a well-oiled machine! Alan does the hotel bookings, the driving and the 
navigating, while it is my job to make sure that nothing is left to chance regarding our food.  Before 
we set off, our car is full of an array of cake, savoury snacks and sandwitch-making paraphenalia.  
 When travelling, it is easy to get ripped off, or end up not being able to find what you need to eat. 
One example of this was the Dublin marathon. As we had an early start, the hotel said they'd leave 
our breakfast outside our door. When it arrived, we were horrified to discover that it consisted of rice 
crispies and white toast; refined, white carbohydrate that would only sustain us for an hour. 
Needless to say, the race was a struggle, so now I always make sure we have oats and granary 
bread, just in case. To perform at their best, The Little Ones must have their oats in the morning! 
 
13.Doing it Aga in 

 
Whatever textbook-defying endurance event you've done, you can hold your pint up high with pride. 
When it comes to stepping into the unknown, very often, ignorance is bliss. But once you've done 
something like this once, whether it's Dartmoor, the Barry forty, or the Club to Club, you know what 
you're letting yourself in for if you decide to go for it again. The fact that the human brain cannot 
form a memory of pain may go some way towards explaining how this is possible, a bit like women 
choosing to have more than one child. So after we've done our triple at the end of October, and the 
hilly Cornish Marathon in November, a couple of weeks of recovery will then see us starting the 
Barry forty training. Those who do these things once can be forgiven for a moment of nuttery, but 
The Little Ones just can't leave it alone. Being approximately equally derranged, we just egg each 
other on, and long may it continue.... 

 
 
 
 

 
 



Scottish Islands Peaks Race  
 
This classic race combines sailing and running around the Scottish Islands of Mull, Jura and Arran. It starts with a 4.5 
mile off road run in Oban, after which you are rowed out to your boat which then gets under sail asap and races to 
Salem on the Isle of Mull. From here the runners are rowed ashore to do the 24 mile run up Ben More and Back. Its then 
a longer sail to the Isle of Jura and the harsh run over the Paps of Jura. Iafter that a hard sail round the Mull of Kintyre 
takes you to the Isle of Arran where the runners run up Goat Fell and back. It's then a final sail to the finish line at the 
port of Troon! 
 
For many years I dreamed of this race. Finally an opportunity arose and I found myself and Hugh Aggleton, teamed up 
with three sailors from the Quay Marinas company. Our boat is Odin -a small craft (a mere 28ft ) ï but of race design. 
Inside is spartan but functional. We meet our fellow team members for the first time in Oban itself and quickly become 
acquainted over a pre race pizza and few bottle of beer! True fellrunners race prep! Matt our skipper has done this race 
many times both as a sailor and runner and knows the score well. He runs through the routine and the plans. We are in 
the second smallest boat of the race so are immediately at a disadvantage, but there's more to this race than the size of 
your boat! Our fellow sailors of Simon and Stuart have tried the race once before two years previously. However that 
year the weather was so bad the race had to be abandoned after Mull...... 
 
After a night in a local B&B myself and Hugh wander to the race start and HQ to register. The race starts at midday and 
the usual pre race nerves kick in especially as I get wind of the quality of some of the running teams in the race! The 
race starts on the road outside the yacht club ï a mixed bag of about 45 pairs of runners! The start is not too frantic and 
myself and Hugh keep it pretty steady. The loop climbs onto the small hills around the side of Oban then drops back 
onto the road for a last rapid kilometre of running on the road. On arrival back at the club house we frantically look for 
Stuart, quickly don our life jackets and are rapidly rowed out to Odin who is on the move as we board! Within minutes 
the tender is on board, we are below out of the way of the sailors and the sails are up resulting in us being the fourth 
boat out of Oban ï a good start! The sail up the Sound of Mull is exhilarating. As expected the big boats such as the 
j42's start to overhaul us but our small vessel is holding its own well. 

 
Within a few hours we arrive at Salem which is our disembarkation point for the Ben More run. Prior to arrival the tender 
is pumped up, we are given the 5 minute shout and suddenly we are loading up the tender and Stuart once again rows 
us at a hefty rate of knots! Its an assault landing and myself and Hugh dash up for the 5 minute time out and  kit check. 
The Ben More run is tough especially as it starts with 10km of road before moving off road and then climbing the 1000 
meters to the mountain top. Overall the run goes well and good progress is made, even though a route choice made by 
me proved pretty hairy as we traversed steep scree and rock outcrops at a higher level than we needed have. Still it 
gave some excitement! The road section on the return is hard on well used mountain legs! We arrive back at Salem 
where Stuart is waiting ready for us. As we check in I somehow steal a swig of beer from a marshal, and then its back 
on the tender and out towards Odin. The weather is cold and the wind is picking up, with rain in the air. Its cold on the 



tender and for some reason Odin has moved to far out. We wait to be picked up and eventually she come round. 
However disaster has struck us as the reason for the slow pick up becomes apparent ï the boon on the boat has just 
broken. We are out of the race........... 
 
Myself and Hugh quickly get back on board and into the cabin out of the way while the sailors sort out the mass of sail 
and ropes covering the deck. We then slowly make our way back to Oban using a mixture of the jib when the wind 
allowed and the little 5HP outboard that was the boats engine. It had been hoped to simply motor / sail directly to the 
finish but the wind was not with us and it was clear we had insufficient fuel. We arrived back at Oban in the early hours 
and somehow the five of us squeeze into the four bunks for sleep. This involved me and Hugh top and tailing in a single 
bunk. Good job we're not fat buggers! 
 
Saturday was spent picking up fuel and food before embarking on limping Odin back to a suitable marina, in this case 
Quays marina on the Clyde at Rhu. Saturday we managed to sail a fair bit, and whilst the going was slow the scenery 
was superb. Eventually, in the distance, we saw where we should have been running that day ï the Paps of Jura but 
now our destination was the Crinan Canal which cuts out the long sail around the Mull of Kintyre. By early afternoon we 
were in the Crinan Canal and negotiating the first lochs, but the canal shuts at 5.00pm at which point we were halfway 
through. Fortunately we were moored close to a decent pub and an evening of fine excess prevailed! Somehow the five 
of us again squeeze into Odins berths and a reasonable nights kip was somehow had.  

 
As soon as the lochs opened again we were off, being herded along with three other boats including another retiree from 
the race. It seemed to take ages negotiating the lochs but eventually we found open sea again. In the end Sunday 
proved tedious. The winds were not kind and the only time we could sail on the jib was up the Kyles of Bute. The rest of 
the trip was under the constant din of the little 5HP engine gradually cranking along. To add to the misery the weather 
got pretty grim with the sailors getting the brunt of the crap weather being stuck on deck. Late evening and we arrived at 
Rhu. Simon arranged for us to kip on some floor space in the marine complex, and we then managed to grab a last 
orders pint at a nearby pub after which we said a farewell to our sailors as we had a 5am taxi booked for the airport.  
 
And there ended the adventure. Despite the disappointment of the boat breaking it was still a great trip. We got on really 
well with the sailors and made a great team. Hopefully we can try again in 2010! As it was only two boats (out of twenty) 
finished in our class in the end, and this was only because they stayed anchored at Jura until the storm form winds 
around the Mull of Kintyre subsided. The chances were we wouldn't have got round anyway.                                                                               
 

Jules Carter  

 

 

 


