
 
 

 

 

On The Start Line – A Month of Racing 
Ray Stakes His Claim! 

Ray McArthur was the first to stake a claim for the Fell Championship this year with a scorching win at 
the Tour of Norland Moor.  Lining up in perfect conditions alongside Fiona McArthur, Andy Hargreaves 
and Gilly Makham, Ray took full advantage of the recent changes to the course and the dry ground 
underfoot to complete the tough circuit race in 50.07, 42nd overall and 2nd in his category.  Andy followed 
a few minutes later (54.01) in 60th, temporarily moving him into second place in the Championship (until 
Crowden Horseshoe the following weekend).  Gilly is now odds on to retain her title for another year, 
taking all the points in 56.38 (73rd overall) and Fiona strengthened her grip on Second place with a 63.51 
(91st) as she continues her comeback from illness.  A little extra drama at the end with a small fire at the 
food  stall, but it’ll take an epic drama to stop Ray’s final sprint for the Championship, with six races to go can he be caught? 

John Gives His All In San Francisco 

 
Well on the morning of the race it was cool, but it was 4.30 in 
the morning.  The marathon started at 5am and I was in wave 

6 which went off at 6.10am.  I was getting 
goose bumps as I was waiting to go.  As we 
set off loud music and hundreds of people 
cheering made a great atmosphere.  Along 
Fisherman’s Wharf for the first 3 miles on 
the flat and cool breeze felt good.  Then on 
to Crissy Fields with the view of the Golden 
Gate Bridge - super. Then 6 miles up onto 
the bridge to run 1.7 miles across - WOW. 

At the other side of the bridge into Vista Point and then 
turned back across the bridge.  As we came off the other side 
the race took us through the famous Navy base the Presidio 
with some impressive buildings.  Ten miles further and the 
hills started and they weren’t small ones either.  Two were 
about half a mile upwards each and then another 13 miles 
into Golden Gate park with its Japanese tea gardens and lots 
of lakes and statues.  The race took 5 miles 
in and around the park which was super. 
18 miles out of the park and more hills so 
up and up and down! Legs really hurting at 
this point.  I trained a lot for this race but 
nothing prepared me for those hills.  From 
18 to 22 miles running through the streets 
along the top of Lombard Street which is 
the most crooked street in the world.  Last 4 miles was back 
along the harbour and past the San Francisco 49's baseball 
stadium - fantastic. With a mile to go the Marshalls were 
encouraging us to keep going.  Easy for them, they weren’t 
running! As I got to 400 yards from the line I saw my wife Gill 
cheering me on so I ran over for a kiss and she said "get going 
you muppet". So I did.  As I crossed the line I blew a kiss to 
the sky to my son Ben.  I did this race in his memory and 
enjoyed the challenge.  My time was 5 hours 46 mins.  It was 
a hard one but I enjoyed every minute.  I want to thank 
everyone at the club who supported me and sponsored 
me.  Thank you from John & Gill Gray. 

 

Bogged Down In Crowden 
 

The Crowden Horseshoe was another new race on this 
year’s Fell Championship calendar and the last race in 
August drew a 
massive crowd.  For 
Meltham the familiar 
faces of Ray and 
Fiona McArthur, Gilly 
Markham, Jeff Miller 
and, back from 
illness, Christian Lloyd 
took to the start line, but only Ray avoided the rookie 
error of being caught in the pack at the start, as the front 
runners raced off to avoid a massive log jam at a small 
stile just 250m from the start.  Jeff pushed hard once free 
and used a combination of local knowledge and strong 
climbing to have Ray back in his sights during the steep 

climb up Laddow Rocks, but once he 
got to the top he found no race gear 
in his legs and could do nothing as 
Ray disappeared and other racers 
caught and took him.   Gilly and 
Fiona suffered the most at the stile, 
losing upwards of 8 minutes as the 
large field funnelled through, but 
both dug in during the long climb up 

to Black Hill to regain some lost time and places.  Once off 
the flagstones the ground had soaked up the recent rain 
and the bog monsters were in attendance as runners 
started to disappear up to their thighs at an alarming rate.  
Christian settled into a steady pace, which saw him catch 
up with Jeff on the final, long and boggy, descent and then 
take him on the rocky flat section, before the final steep 
drop to the finish line.  Final placings and timings are not 
out at time of press, so we will confirm in next months 
issue, but in order over the line – Ray, Christian, Jeff, Gilly, 
Fiona.  Big respect to Gilly for her commitment to training: 
after the race running back up the first section to the top 
of Black Hill and then over the top and back to Meltham! 
 

 

 



September Championship Races 

7th – Kirkwood Trail 

20th – Championship Parkrun 

September Fell Races 

14th –  Yorkshireman Half 

 

 

 

The Magic Mile Challenge 

 

The first Magic Mile event was held after Thursday’s regular 
session on the 7th. The challenge was simple, half a mile down 
the Greenway, touch the gate and half a mile back.  Nick 
Thompson was official timekeeper and there was as much 
nonsensical discussion of strategy, as there were last minute 
toilet breaks!  Finally Nick managed to bring us all to order 
and straight from 
the off Mark Hoath 
and Jeff Miller took 
the ‘run as fast as 
you can’ strategy, 
with David Sadler 
tucking in just 
behind.  Alice 
Buttle, Susi Sadler 
and Neil Hopkinson 
completed the group and at the gate David took the lead, 
dropping Jeff whilst keeping Mark at a strides length.  Digging 
in hard David showed a clean pair of heels to cross first in 
5.48, followed closely by Mark (5.52) and Jeff (6.03).  Alice  
was next in (6.22) followed by a proper battle with Susi 
swapping places with Neil back and forth, before finally 
outsprinting him 6.30 to 6.40.  Great fun overall and we look 
forward to the next one – hope to see you there. 

 

Mentioned in Despatches  

 Simon Edwards raced along at the Saddleworth Six, 
crossing the line 85th in an impressive 43.55… 

 …and then followed up with the Fleetwood Half 
Marathon in 1hr42, knocking out some consistent mile times 
on the way – great running. 

 Before being diagnosed with Bronchitis, Christian Lloyd 
saw plenty of action around Wessenden – coming 5th in the 
King of the Hill (26.55) and then taking the anchor leg at the 
‘Round Res’ challenge, bringing his team home in 17th with a 
lap of 23.32 (33rd fastest overall).  We wish him a speedy 
recovery. 

 Jeff Miller was third at the Hoppits Hill Fell Race and won 
the MV40 category, completing the tough 3.5 mile climbing 
course in 29.01 

 Amanda Crozier completed the Grand Tour of Skiddaw in 
15:47:50 – 44 miles and over 7,100ft of ascent, including 
summiting Skiddaw in the middle of the race -  Bravo! 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 James Young had mixed results on the 2 day Berghaus 
Trail Run.  A missed marker meant an extra 6 miles on top 
of day 1’s 20 mile course, leaving him down in 24th place 
overall (4hrs18), but followed it with a storming Day 2 – 
2hrs09 over 13.5 miles, placing 5th on the day and pushing 
him up to 14th overall. 

 James also had a crack at The Trunce, completing race 7 
in 29.24 – despite having woken that morning in a 
different country altogether!  

 Robin Stewart lined up at the Wetherby 10k, crossing 
the line in 45.17, 146th out of a whopping 863 racers. 

 

Parkrun Updates 

 
Meltham runners were again all over the place in August, 
showing the green and purple at Huddersfield, Oakwell, 
Rochdale and Barnsley.   
 
Tony Daniels is setting records almost weekly now, getting 
his PB down to 18.28, whilst Robin Stewart has reduced 
his best to 20.37.   
 
That’s the kind of time that will bring him points if he can 
recreate the form on one of the two remaining 
Championship Parkruns, the next of which is on the 20th – 
see you there and don’t forget your Meltham vest! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Been racing?  O.T.S.L. want to know all about it – 
email: jeffmilleruk@hotmail.com 

Photos and race reports are both welcomed and 
encouraged.  Follow Meltham AC on Facebook for the 

latest results. 
Keep training, keep racing and we’ll see you all next 

month - On The Start Line… 
 

DON’T FORGET – The Cross Keys Relay on the 13th 
September.  Fell and Road legs, plenty of fun and 
guaranteed sunshine (???) 
 
Check Noticeboard / Facebook for details or email me. 
 



 

 

 

 

On The Start Line – Ultra Special 
 

 
The North Downs Way  

100 mile attempt  

 
At 4am the alarms 
went off. Groggily I 
wondered why I’d 
entered and what on 
earth the next day or so 
would bring. Yes we do 
have stupid o-clock get 
up times for ultra 
running! It all started 9 
months ago with my on-line entry being accepted to 
attempt the Centurion NDW100 race. Andy Lang and 
myself answered the siren call of the 100 and had decided 
that completion within 24 hours was possible and 30 
hours was defiantly doable. Andy blames me and I blame 
Andy. The night before we had our traditional Italian of 
pasta and something, with Dave (the 3rd Huddersfield) 
having a side order of chips, but didn’t have pudding, we 
did.  Training, planning and a week of faffing and worrying 
was over, time to get myself to the start line.  Laura and 
Viki (my crew for the weekend) were on time for the short 
drive to the start at Farnham.   
The NDW100 starts at Farnham and ends in Wye, 
following the North Downs path, the race is actually 102 
miles long, but we’re not complaining about the extra 
couple of miles. It is organised by Centurion Running very 
efficiently with loads of information, advice and support. 
Their aim is to get you to the finish and the aid stations 
were legendary.  As we’d checked in the night before 
gone through the mandatory kit check, we needed to be 
at the start for 5:30am for the race briefing. Besides the 
massive queue for the toilets (men and women) there  
was a general hum of chatter and expectation. There was 
a high proportion of first timers and loads of runners 
attempting the grand slam (4 x Centurion 100’s in a 
calendar year). After the safety race briefing it was a short 
walk down to the trail head and we were off on lovely 
paths and tracks. The first aid station was at 6.7 miles and 
I arrived at 1 hour 17 mins and on time for a possible 24 
hour finish, Andy and Dave had got there just after an 
hours running. A quick hoover up of what was on offer 
and on my way. That was the easy section. The trail then 
followed paths and tracks and started to get undulated, 
occasionally breaking out to view points with stunning 
views over the Downs. At one point whilst I was coming 
down a path in a wood, a couple of deer crashed across 
the path, hopped around in the undergrowth. Stunning is 

the only way to describe it.  Aid station 2 at 14.7 miles and 
I was able to meet up with my crew for the first time. 
Promptly getting a ticking off from both the marshals and 
Viki for not drinking enough (0.5L in 3 hours). However, I 
was feeling and looking fresh. After fuelling up, off I went 
to the next aid station.The temperature by this time had 
climbed significantly and the humidity was also high 
making it more difficult to keep on track with the time. 
However, aid station 3 at mile 23 appeared at the foot of 
Box Hill. This one was Hawaiian themed. Sitting in the 
shade was bliss. Off again and across the stepping stones 
and the start of the nasty climbs up Box Hill and Reigate 
Hill. This section I was feeling very sleepy and in a bad way 
into aid station 4 at mile 32. Before I’d got to this aid 
station I’d run out of fluids and sent a call out to my crew 
to meet me with a bottle of Poweraid. Another serious 
ticking off again for not drinking enough. Whilst 
reluctantly nibbling on snacks, I was sick, bringing 
everything back up, mostly liquids. I felt much better and 
then on my way with stern instructions to drink every 5 
mins, this actually worked as I’d now woken up and the 
aches in my legs had cleared up.  The section to aid 
station at Caterham at 38 miles, the ankles and knees 
started to put their complaints in, sometimes working in 
tandem, sometimes individually, in true ultra runner style, 
I ignored these complaints. On the next section to aid 
station 6, Botley Hill at mile 43 I spotted a deer below me, 
this warranted a stop and watch. The route to this aid 
station finished with a 
very long, steep track, 
within 100m of the top 
I was met by a marshal 
dressed as a pirate! No 
I wasn’t hallucinating 
and got a hug from a 
lady pirate (complete with blow-up parrot) at the top.  
After fuelling up and a quick text to my crew it was off to 
the next aid station Knockholt Pound, 50 miles and the 
half way stage. The message I got back from my crew that 
Andy hadn’t arrived and Sam was waiting to pace me, but 
not to hurry as he was listening to the cricket. I managed 
to catch up and pass a couple of runners; this is always a 
great bonus and confidence booster. It was a 7 mile 
section mainly through fields and the infamous field of 
killer cows, which as it happened weren’t any problems at 
all. Music time too with the iPod on to assist the pace and 
running into Knockholt listening to Boogie Nights by Earth 
Wind and Fire where my crew and pacer were waiting for 
me. Andy had passed through about 1 hour before me 
and had decided that his race was over, but was 
persuaded by Jill and Dodger to carry on, so he walked 



 

 

through to mile 60.  This aid station had very welcome hot 
food and drinks and it’s the start of close scrutiny by the 
marshals making sure that you’re OK and mentus compus. 
With Viki’s words ringing in my ears ‘I want you to have 
drunk all that liquid by the next aid station’, Sam and 
myself set off.  We managed to catch up another runner 
who turned out it was his second ultra, his first last year 
was the Grand Union Canal Race, a short hop of 145 miles. 

It was now the start of the 
night and head torches on. 
At one point we got lost in a 
very large field. Having Sam 
helped as he found the way 
out of the field.  
 
A pub that we passed was 
very tempting to pull into as 
we could see a magnificent 
buffet complete with a huge 
chocolate cake, but onwards 
and upwards passing a fox on 
the other side of road.  This 
section was a very long 10 
miles some runable, at other 

times not, finally taking us over 31⁄2 hours to get to aid 
station 8, Wrotham at 60 miles. At this point I was clock 
watching and mentally calculating what was possible. 
Andy had decided that his attempt had finished at this aid 
station, giving me a call on the track approaching the aid 
station, feeling quite good in myself, Sam, the other 
runner and myself trotted into the aid station.  Coffee in 
hand it was decision time, do I press on knowing that I 
would get much slower and then I was reminded that 
storm Bertha would hit me in about 2 hours time. The 
sensible head was on and I called it a day, my 100 mile 
attempt finishing at 60 miles.I had no doubts it was the 
right decision and this has been reinforced by reading 
some of the on-line blogs of those who did and didn’t 
finish. The rain, thunder and lightning were biblical in 
places, turning from heat stroke in the day to 
hyperthermia in the night.  One amusing post race 
episode was me falling asleep in a Costa Coffee shop on 
the Sunday afternoon.  Ultra running to me is about 
enjoying the route, running and being with other runners 
who are all going through the same issues as yourself, you 
also get chance to chat with other runners from all over 
the world. It’s also a great team event too, with the 
runner being part of a larger team, my crew consisted of 
my wonderful step daughters Laura (doing the driving), 
Viki and Sam who volunteered to pace me from 50 miles. 
Andy’s crew was Jill and Dodger. The other Huddersfield 
runner, Dave did everything solo eventually dropping at 
76 miles.  
 
(Thanks Nick Thompson) 
 
 
 
 
 

 

3 Lakes, 2 Valleys, 1 Killer climb 

– SBU35 

We arrived in the Lake District at around 11:30 pm on 
Friday. It was dark, I was tired and the road to St Bees was 
extremely winding. After a night’s carmping (that’s a 
portmanteau of car and camping, btw, I’m hoping it will 
catch on ;D), we woke up bright and early at 5:00 am and a 
short drive later and we were at St Bees School for 
registration, kit check and free tea/coffee. A last-minute 
trip to the loo and a boiled egg, cold veggie sausage and a 
yoghurt for breakfast, followed by another last-minute trip 
to the loo, before hopping on the coaches for the trip to the 
start. The school was the finish line and we wouldn’t be 
seeing it again for another 10 hours. 

Ultra-runners are generally not about the sprint finishes 
but, as the coaches rolled into the forestry car park at the 
foot of Thornthwaite forest, you’ve never seen such a dash 
for the toilet block! A final last-minute trip to the loo and a 
quick check of my bag, while the race director physically 
blocked the entrance to the toilet block to save this from 
becoming an all-dayer. 

We headed up the hill to the start, dibbing our electronic 
dibbers as we mustered at the start line, everyone edging 
away from the start as if the race would come up and bite 
them if they weren’t careful. 

And we were off! 

Up through a lovely forest track until the first real test, a 
steep downhill to the road. All the off-road miles in the legs 
pays off when you hit a track like this and we danced down 
like spring lambs, using the trees as breaking spots. 
Following the river Derwent to the lake of the same name, 
we knew it would then be relatively flat until the dreaded 
Honister pass. 

Only once we were on 
the water’s front did 
we realise that Keswick 
had been and gone and 
we were heading into 
Borrowdale and check-
point 1 in Rosthwaite. 
Cup of tea please! A bit 
of Deep Heat on a 
couple of niggles and 
we were out of there. 
11 miles, 2:13:40. 

We had been to the 
Lake District a week or 
so before and we had 
passed over Honister 
pass by road. Only 
when investigating the 
route in the days before the race had we realised that we 
would be running up it, and higher. The path headed up the 



 

 

hill before we were landed into the car-park of Honister 
slate mines. This is the highest point the road reaches, but 
the race route follows the slate mine track up another 700 
ft of switchbacks. The marshal at the top in the Superman 
outfit was a welcome sight! But there was no time for 
celebration as there was more climbing to be done, gentler 
but on rocky fell paths. There had been a bit of rain earlier 
and the rocks were slippery; and slip I did!  

My foot went out sideways and I fell. A rock hit my knee 
taking most of the impact, a second my ribs (luckily the 
opposite side to my recently recovered break) and a third 
just booped my chin, bending one or maybe two strands of 
my carefully coiffured facial fungus. Slightly winded and 
with a rather sore knee I was kicking myself for not having 
paid more attention. Ah well, I was at the highest point in 
the race, halfway between two checkpoints, halfway into 
the race; what was I to do? Damn right: run it off! 

We crested a hill to find the most isolated marshal of the 
day, warning about the slippery rocks on the descent. :/ 

We got to the top of the stoney step descent into Ennerdale 
and I put my knee supports on. The knee I had landed on 
had started going a curious shade of blue, but I wouldn’t 
have to worry about it if I couldn’t see it! 

Having slipped on the top, my confidence had waned 
slightly and sore knees had made the descent hard. 
However, we did pass a number of other people on the way 
down; they were having just as much difficulty as us. 

A long stretch on forest tracks 
led us to checkpoint 2 and 
drop bags. Cup of tea please! 
Now, I had been eating my 
normal long-distance grub of 
Mini Babybells and Froobs 
yoghurts, but I had chucked a 
couple of fruity baby food 
puree pouches in the drop 

bag. I had one, it went down easy enough, but I wasn’t 
over-enamoured of the texture. Change of socks, top up of 
water, a quick hello from a runner who had recognised the 
Meltham vest, and a perilously proximal Deep Heating in 
the groin area, before heading back up to the forest track. 
22 miles, 4:53:38. 

Another somewhat draining slog towards and alongside 
Ennerdale Water followed, though with the knowledge that 
the “Killer climb” had been surmounted. Through Ennerdale 
Bridge, we hit the first of the two smaller climbs, not too 
bad, made a little harder by some American tourists 
oblivious to our plight to circumnavigate them. 

Then Dent. Dent, Dent, Dent! It seemed like such an 
appendix compared with the “Killer climb”. Oh no; ignore at 
thy peril! The route to the top of Dent was a rough forest 
track at what felt and looked like a 45-degree angle. It was 
tough to go around one of the switchbacks and resist the 
urge to look up to the next bend and its impending calf-

destruction. Better to keep one’s head down and keep 
placing one foot in front of the other. 

The view that awaits, though, atop of Dent is a thing to 
behold. One can see the sea in front spreading all the way 
around to the left. Knowing that the finish line was in St 
Bees, and St Bees is on the coast and there definitely wasn’t 
any ocean crossing listed in the route instructions was a 
great feeling (besides, I got to indulge in another of my 
hobbies – peak bagging: a Marilyn and an outlying 
Wainwright from the two tops of Dent). The descent was a 
bittersweet affair; it was more of a shuffle than a run as 
things were starting to hurt, but it was the last hill of the 
race and checkpoint 3 was spitting distance away. 

Aloha! Did I mention yet how great the volunteers and 
marshals had been at the race? We rocked up to checkpoint 
3 to find a Hawaiian party in full swing, grass skirts 
everywhere! Cup of tea please! 33 miles, 8:04:13. 

The finish was now only an erstwhile railway (now cycle 
path) and a few fields away; but I was hurting. A painful 
tendon on the top of my left foot from an over-tightened 
shoe made walking as well as running at anything more 
than a shuffle, painful; so shuffle on I did. Susi had taken 
over map duty and was appealing to what she knew would 
spur me on; indicating “five instructions and then beer”, 
“four instructions and then beer”, etc. 

We began singing Queen songs as we slogged through the 
remaining fields, the tower of the school getting closer and 
closer, before we finally saw a pair of gates. I knew those 
gates! My car was parked on the other side of those gates! 
We were there! I suddenly found a spring in my step, our 
singing found a new-found volume and we crossed the car 
park to the field (the marshals joining in on a round of 
Bohemian Rhapsody), across the fields and a horn sounded 
to let the spectators and finish line volunteers know that we 
were arriving and the 
place erupted in 
applause as we sang 
our way to the finish 
line. 37.4 miles, 
9:13:01. 

We picked up our T-
shirts and medals (a 
slab of slate to remind 
us of the Honister pass), a couple of spot prizes and a well-
earned free beer from Ennerdale Brewery. All in all, a great 
day, a great route with very little road work. Fantastic 
volunteers from St Bees Triers. Well organised and well run. 

(Thanks David Sadler) 

 


